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To  the  Right  Honourable 


CHAR  L  E  St 

Earl  of  Dorfet  and  Middlefex , 

Gentleman  of  his  Majefty’s  Bed-Chamber. 


My  LORD , 

OUR  Lordfhip  has  fo  often  and  fo 
highly  obliged  me,  that  I  cannot  but 
condemn  myfelf  for  giving  you  a 
Trouble  fo  impertinent  as  this  is : 
Confidering  how  remifs  l  have  been  in  my 
Refpe&sto  your  Lordfhip,  in  that  I  have  not 
waited  on  you  fo  frequently  as  the  Duty  1  owe 
your  Lordfhip,  and  my  own  Inclinations  re¬ 
quired  *  but  the  Circumftances  of  my  Con¬ 
dition,  whofe  daily  Bufinefs  muft  be  daily 
Bread,  have  not,  nor  will  allow  me  that 
Happinefs.  Be  pleafcd  then,  my  Lord,  to 
accept  this  humble  Dedication  as  an  Inftance 
of  his  Gratitude  who  in  a  high  meafure  owes 
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DEDICATION. 

his  Well-being  to  you.  I  cannot  doubt  but 
your  Lordfhip  will  protect  it,  for  nothing  ever 
flew  to  you  for  Succour  unfuccefsfully :  I  am 
fure  I  have  Reafon  to  acknowledge  it.  As  for 
the  unlucky  Cenfures  fome  have  paft  on  me 
for  this  Play,  I  hope  your  Lordfhip  will  be¬ 
lieve  I  hardly  deferve  them.  For  to  my  beft 
remembrance,  when  I  firft  was  accufed  of  the 
thing  by  fome  People  of  the  World,  who  had 
perhaps  as  little  Reafon  to  think  I  could  be 
guilty  of  it,  as  to  believe  themfelves  deferved 
it,  I  made  it  my  Bufinefs  to  clear  myfelf  to 
your  Lordfhip,  whofe  good  Opinion  is  dearer 
to  me  than  any  thing  which  my  worft  Ene¬ 
mies  can  wrong  me  of  elfe :  I  hope  I  con¬ 
vinced  your  Lordfhip  of  my  Innocence  in  the 
matter,  which  I  would  not  have  endeavoured, 
had  it  not  been  juft.  For  I  thank  my  Stars 
I  know  myfelf  better  than  (for  all  the  Threats 
fome  have  been  pleafed  to  beftow  upon  me) 
to  tell  a  Lye  to  fave  my  Throat.  Forgive  me, 
my  Lord,  this  Trouble,  continue  me  in  your 
Lordfhip’s  Favour  and  good  Opinion,  and  ac¬ 
cept  of  the  Prayers  and  Well-wifhes  of 

Tour  mofi  humble ,  and 

mofi  obliged  Servant , 


T  h  o.  Otway. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Smith. 

HOW  bard  a  Task  hath  that  poor  Drudge  of  Stage , 
That  ftrives  to  plea/e  in  this  fantajiic  Age  ? 

It  is  a  thing  fa  difficult  to  hit , 

That  he' s  a  Fool  that  thinks  to  do' t  hy  Wit ; 

Therefore  our  Author  hid  me  plainly  fay , 

You  muft  not  look  for  any  in  his  Ploy. 

1 '  th'  next  place ,  Ladies,  there's  no  Bawdy  int, 

No  not  fo  mu(h  as  one  well-meaning  Hint  ; 

Nay  more ,  '/was  written  every  Word  he  fays , 

On  ftriclefl  Vigils,  and  on  Fafiing-Days, 

When  he  his  Flejh  to  Penance  did  enjoin, 

Nay  tcokfuch  Care  to  work  it  chafe  and  fine. 

He  difciplin  d  himfelf  at  entry  Line. 

Then,  Gentlemen ,  no  Libel  he  intends, 

T ho'  fame  have  firove  to  wrong  him  with  his  Friends  i 
And  Poets  have  Jo  very  few  of  thofe , 

They'd  need  take  care  whofe  Favour  'tis  they  lofe. 

Who' d  be  a  Poet  ?  Parents  all  beware, 

Cherifb  and  educate  your  Sons  with  Care  : 

Breed  'em  to  wholefom  Law,  or  give  'em  Trades. 

Let  'em  not  follow  th'  Mufes,  they  are  fades: 

How  many  very  hopeful  rifag  Cits 

Have  we  of  late  known  fpoil'd  by  turning  Wits  ? 

Poets  by  Critics  are  worfe  treated  here 
Than  on  the  Bankfide  Butchers  do  a  Bear. 

Faith,  Sirs,  be  kind,  fince  novo  his  Time  is  come, 

When  he  mufl  fiand  or  fall  as  you  Jhall  doom  : 

Give  him  Bear-Garden  Law,  that's  fair  Play  for' t. 
And  he's  content  for  once,  to  make  you  Sport . 
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SCENE,  The  Mall. 

Truman  reading  a  Billet ,  and  Servant. 

'  TRUMAN. 

'I  a  Vizor  fay  you  ? 

SERVANT. 

Yes  Sir,  and  asfoon  as  fhe  had  deliver’d 
it,  without  any  thing  more,  gave  the  Word 
to  the  Coachman,  drew  up  the  Tin  Lettice, 
and  away  {he  hurry’d. 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

The  meaning  of  a  Billet  of  this  Nature  without  a  Name 
is  a  Riddle  to  me.  [Reads. 

You  know  me  and  fee  me  often,  1  vci/b  1  may  never  fee 
you  more ,  except  you  know  better  where  to  place  your  Love , 
or  1  were  abler  to  govern  mine:  As  you  are  a  Gentleman , 
burn  this  fo  foon  as  it  comes  to  your  Hands.  ———Adieu. 

Well,  this  can  be  no  other  than  fome  ftanch  Virtue  of 
Thirty-five,  that  is  juft  now  fallen  under  the  Tempta¬ 
tion;  or  what  is  as  bad,  one  of  thofe  cautious  Dealers  that 
never  venture  but  in  Mafquerade,  where  they  are  fare  tc 
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be  wondrous  kind,  though  they  difcover  no  more  to  th& 
Lover  than  he  has  juft  Occafion  to  make  ufe  of. 

Enter  Goodvile  and  Valentine. 

VALENTINE . 

Truman,  Good-morrow  ;  juft  out  of  your  Lodging  j 
but  that  I  know  thee  better,  I  fhould  fwear  thou  hadft  re- 
folv’d  to  fpend  this  Day  in  Humiliation  and  Repentance 
for  the  Sins  of  the  laft. 

GOODVILE. 

I  beg  your  Pardon  !  Some  Lady  has  taken  up  your 
Time.  Thou  canft  no  more  rife  in  a  Morning  without  a 
Wench,  than  thou  canft  go  to  Bed  at  N  ight  without  a 
Bottle.  Truman,  wilt  thou  never  leave  Whoring? 

TRUMAN. 

Peace,  Matrimony,  Peace - fpeak  more  reverently  of 

your  dearly  beloved  Whoring.  Valentine ,  he  is  the  mere 

Spirit  of  Hypocrify - he  had  hardly  been  marry’d 

ten  Days,  but  he  left  his  Wife  to  go  home  from  the  Play 
alone  in  her  Coach,  whilft  he  debauch’d  me  with  two- 
Vizors  in  an  Hackney  to  Supper. 

VALENTINE. 

Truly,  Gocd-vile,.  that  was  very  civil,  and  may  come  to 

fomething - But,  Gentlemen,  it  begins  to  grow  late. 

Where  (hall  we  dine  ? 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

Where  you  will,  I  am  indifferent. 

GOODVILE. 

And  I. 

VA  L  E  N  T  1  N  E. 

I  had  appointed  to  meet  at  Chatolins,  but—— 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

With  whom  ? 

VALENTINE. 

Why,  your  Coufin  Ma/agene,  Goodvile. 

GOODVILE. 

Yaltntine,  thou  art  too  much  with  that  Fellow.  ’Tis 

true 


F  r  i  e  n  d  s  ur’i  p "h  Fashion.  r  r 

h  M 

true  indeed,  he  is  fome  Relation  to  me,  but  ’cis  fuch  a  ly¬ 
ing  Varlet,  there  is  no  enduring  of  him. 

V  A  LENT  I N  E. 

But  Rogues  and  Fools  are  fo  very  plenty,  ’tis  hard  al¬ 
ways  to  efcape  ’em. 

TRUMAN. 

Befides,  he  dares  be  no  more  a  Friend  than  a  Foe,  he 
never  fpoke  well  of  any  Man  behind  his  Back,  nor  ill 
before  his  Face  :  He  is  a  general  Difperfer  of  naufeous 
Scandal,  tho’  it  be  of  his  own  Mother  or  Siller;  pr’ythee 
let’s  avoid  him,  if  we  can  to-day. 

G  O  O  D  V  1  L  E. 

’Twill  be  almoft  impoflible,  for  he  is  as  impudent  as 
he  is  troublefome  :  as  there  is  no  Company  fo  ill  but  he’ll 
keep,  fo  there’s  none  fo  good  but  he’ll  pretend  to.  If 
he  has  ever  feen  you  once,  he’ll  be  fure  of  you :  And  if 
he  knows  where  you  are,  he’s  no  more  to  be  kept  out 
of  your  Room,  than  you  can  keep  him  out  of  your  Debt. 
VALENTINE 

He  came  where  I  was  laft  Night,  roaring  drunk  ;  fwore 
Damn  him,  he  had  been  with  my  Lord  fuch-a-one,  and  had 
fwallowed  three  Quarts  of  Champaigne  for  his  Share. 
Said  he  had  much  ado  to  get  away,  but  came  then  parti¬ 
cularly  to  drink  a  Bottle  with  me  :  J  was  forced  to  pro- 
mife  him  I  would  meet  him  to-day,  to  get  rid  of  him. 

G  O  O  D  V I  L  E. 

Faith,  Gentlemen,  let  us  all  go  dine  at  my  Houfe  : 
1  have  fnubb’d  him  of  late,  and  he’ll  hardly  venture  that- 
way  fo  foon  again  :  At  Night  I’ll  promife  you  good  Com¬ 
pany  ;  my  Wife  (for  I  allow  her  for  my  own  fake  what 
Freedom  Ihe  pleafes)  has  fent  for  the  Fiddles  to  come. 

T  R  U  MA  N. 

Good-vile,  if  there  be  any  fuch  thing  as  Eafe  in  Ma¬ 
trimony,  thou  haft  it :  But  methinks,  there’s  as  it  were 
a  Mark  upon  marry’d  Men,  that  makes  them  as  diftin- 
guilhable  from  one  of  us,  as  your  Jews  are  from  the  reft' 
of  Mankind. 
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G  O  O  D  V 1 L  E. 

Oh  there  are  Pleafures  you  dream  not  of ;  he  is  only 
confin’d  by  it  that  will  be  fo  ;  A  Man  may  make  his 

Condition  as  eafy  as  he  pleafes. - Mine  is  fuch  a  fond 

wanton  Ape,  I  never  come  home,  but  (he  entertains  me 
with  frefli  Kindnefs :  and  Jack,  when  I  have  been  hunt¬ 
ing  for  Game  with  you,  and  mifs’d  of  an  Opportunity, 
flops  a  Gap  well  enough. 

T  RU  MA  N. 

There’s  no  Condition  fo  wretched  but  has  its  Referve  r 
Your  Spaniel  turn’d  out  of  Doors,  goes  contentedly  to 
his  Kennel:  Your  Beggar,  when  he  can  get  no  better 
Lodging,  knows  his  own  warm  Bufh  ;  and  your  marry’d 
Whore-mafler  that  mifies  of  his  Wench,  goes  honeftly 

home,  and  there’s  Madam  Wife. - But  Gcodvi/e ,  who 

are  to  be  the  Company  at  Night? 

G  O  O  D  V  I LE. 

In  the  firft  place,  my  Coufin  Vittaiia  your  Idol,  Jack 
! Truman ;  then  Mr.  Valentine ,  there  will  be  the  charming 
Camilla,  and  another  that  never  fails  upon  fuch  an  Oc- 
cafion,  the  inimitable  Lady  Squeamijh . 

TRUMAN. 

That  indeed  is  a  worthy  Perfon,  a  great  Critic  for- 
footh:  one  that  cerdures  Plays,  and  takes  it  very  ill  (he- 
has  none  dedicated  to  her  yet ;  a  conllant  Frequenter  of 
all  Mafquerades  and  Public  Meetings,  a  perfed  Coquet, 
very  affeded,  and  fomething  old. 

VALENTINE. 

Difcourfes  readily  of  all  the  Love-Intrigues  of  the 
Court  and  Town,  a  (Irange  Admirer  of  Accomplilhments 
and  good  Breeding,  as  fhe  calls  it  j  a  reftlefs  Dancer  ;  one 
that  by  her  Good  will  would  never  be  out  of  Motion. 

T  RU  MAN. 

How,  Valentine!  you  were  once  a  great  Admirer  there, 
have  a  care  how  you  fpeak  too  harfhly  of  your  Miftrefi, 
though  the  Bufinefs  be  over.  You  ltard  well  with  the 
Ladies  yet,  and  are  held  a  Man  of  Principles,  . 

GOOD. 


G00DV1LE. 

That  indeed  is  a  fine  Creature.  Your  old  harrafs’d 
Stager  has  always  fome  fuch  refty  Whore- mailer  or  an¬ 
other,  whom  (he  makes  the  befl  of  her  Defpair  withal  ; 
and  after  being  forfaken  by  half  the  Town  befides,  com¬ 
forts  herfelf  in  her  Man  of  Principles.  But  now  I  think 
on’t,  we  delay  too  long.  I’ll  go  before  and  prepare  : 
Gentlemen,  you’ll  be  fure  to  follow  ? 

TRUMAN. 

Sir  we’ll  not  fail  to  wait  on  you  [ Exit.  Goodvile. 

Boy  !  is  the  Coach  ready  ?  Valentine  !  1  have  had  the 
oddeft  Adventure  this  Morning  -ha - Malagene! 

Enter  Malagene. 

How  came  he  hither  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Jack  Truman,  Monfieur  V alentine,  bon  jour—  -Was 

not  that  Goodvile  I  met  coming  in - ha? 

VALENTINE. 

Yes,  he  parted  hence  juft  now. 

MALAGENE. 

Faith,  I’ll  tell  ye  what,  Gentlemen,  Goodvileys  a  very 
honeft  Fellow  as  can  be,  but  he  and  I  are  fall’n  out  of 
late,  though  faith  ’tvvas  nothing  of  ray  feeking. 

TRUMAN. 

No,  I’ll  be  fworn  for  thee,  thou  lov’ft  thyfelf  better. 

VALENTINE. 

Pray,  what  was  the  matter,  Malagene  P 

MALAGENE. 

Why  I  was  advifing  him  to  look  after  things  better  at 
Home:  The  Fellow  has  marry ’d  a  young  Wife,  and  there 
he  lets  her  make  Balls  and  give  Entertainments.  I  was  very 
free  with  him,  and  told  him  of  it  to  the  purpofe,  for  faith 
I  (hould  be  forty  to  iee  any  ill  come  on’t,  very  forty. 

TRUMAN. 

But  hark  ye,  Malagene,  Goodvile’s  a  fort  of  a  furlyCom- 
panion,  and  apt  to  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  himfelf, 

that 
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that  he  is  able  to  manage  Affairs  without  your  Advice  t  he 
Haight  have  been  very  fevere  with  you  upon  thi^Occafion. 

M ALA  G  E  N  El 

Severe  with  me  l  I  thank  you  for  that  wich  all  my 
Heart ;  that  had  been  the  way  to  have  made  a  fine  Piece 
of  Work  on’:  indeed;  hark  ye,  (under  the  P.ofe)  he’s 
fweetly  fitted  with  my  Coufin  thok 

V  A  L  E  NT  I  N  E. 

Pray,  Sir,  fpeak  with  more  Refpect:  We  are  his  Friends, 
and  not  prepar’d  to  reli'di  ary  of  your  Satire  a:  pretent. 

M  A  LA  G  E  N  E. 

O  Lord,  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  you  are  a  new  Ac¬ 
quaintance  there,  I  remember,  and  may  defign  an  Intereil. 
Faith  Ned,  if  thou  doff.  I’ll  never  be  thy  Hindrance,  for 
all  fhe’s  my  Kinfwosnan. 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

.The  Rafcal,  if  he  had  an  Opportunity,  would  pimp 
for  itis  Siler,  though  but  for  the  bare  Pleafure  of  telling 

it  himfelf. 

MA  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

Now  when  he  ccmes  home,  will  five  be  hanging  about 
his  Neck,  with,  O  Lord,  Dear!  Where  have  you  been 
this  Morning  :  I  can’t  abide  you  Qtould  go  abroad  fo  focn 
that  I  can’t:  You  are  never  well  but  when  you  are  with 
that  wicked  lewd  Lruman,  and  his  debauch’d  Companion 
young  Valentine :  But  that  I  know  you  are  a  good  Dear;, 
I  fhould  be  apt  to  be  jealous  of  you,  that  I  ihould,  ha,  ha 
T  R  U  MA  N. 

Sir,  you  are  very  bold  kh  our  Cbara&ers,  methinks, 

MA  L  .1  G  E  N  E. 

I,  lhaw  !  your  Servant ;  fure,  we  that  know  one  ano¬ 
ther  may  be  free  :  You  may  fay  as  much  of  me,  if  you 
pieafe.  But  no  matter  for  that,  did  you  hear  nothing  of 

my  Bufinefs  laff  night  ? - ha. 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

Not  a  Word  I  allure  you.  Sir.  Pray  how  was  it? 
Pr’ythee  let  him  alone  a  little,  VJentine. 

4  M  A- 
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MALAGENE. 

Why,  coming  out  of  Chainin' s  laft  Night  (Where  it 
had  colt  me  a  Guinea  Club,  with  a  Right  Honourable  or 
two  of  this  Kingdom,  which  (hall  be  namelefs)  juft  as  I 
was  getting  into  a  Coach,  who  fhould  come  by  but  a 
bluftering  Fellow  with  a  Woman  in  his  Hand,  and  fwore* 
Damn  him,  the  Coach  was  for  him  ;  we  had  fome  Words, 
and  he  drew  ;  with  that  I  put  by  his  Pafs,  closed  with 
him,  and  threw  up  his' Heels,  took  away  his  Toledo,  gave 
him  two  or  three  good  Cuts  over  the  Face,  feiz’d  upon 
Damozel,  carry’d  her  away  with  me  to  my  Chamber* 
managed  her  all  Night,  and  juft  now  fent  her  off, — Faith 
amongft  Friends  ftie  was  aPerfon  of  Quality, I’ll  tell  you  that. 

TRUMAN. 

What  a  Perfon  of  Quality  at  that  Time  o’th  Night* 
and  on  Foot  too. 

MALAGENE. 

Ay,  and  one  that  you  both  know  very  well,  bat  take 
no  notice  on’t. 

FA  L  E  NT  I  N  E. 

Oh,  Sir,  you  may  be  fure  we  (hall  be  very  cautious  of 
fpreading  any  Secrets  of  yours  of  this  Nature — lying  Rake- 
hell  ;  the  higheft  he  ever  arriv’d  at  was  a  Bawd,  and  fhe  too 
banilh’d  him  at  laft,  becaufe  he  boafted  of  her  favours. 

MALAGENE. 

Nay,  not  that  I  care  very  much  neither  ;  you  may  tell, 
it  if  you  will  r  for  I  think  it  was  no  more  than  any  one 
would  have  done  upon  the  fame  Occafton.' — ha— 

T  R  U  M  AN. 

Doubtlefs,  Sir,  you  were  much  in  the  right.  But,  Va¬ 
lentine,  we  flay  too  long  ;  ’tis  time  we  were  going. 

MALAGENE. 

What,  to  Dinner  ?  I’ll  make  a  third  Man— <— -where 
fhall  it  be  ^ 

T  R  V  M  A  N. 

Sir,  I  am  forry,  we  muft  beg  your  Excufe  this  time, 
for  we  are  both,  engag’d. 


MA- 
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MA  LAG  E  N  E. 

Whoo  !  pr’ythee,  that’s  all  one,  I  am  fare  I  know  the 
Company  ;  I’ll  go  along  a:  a  venture. 

VALENTIN  E. 

No,  but  Ma/ageite,  to  make  fhort  of  the  Eufinefs,  we 
are  going  into  Company  that  are  not  very  good  Friends 
of  yo-rs,  and  will  be  very  ureafy  if  you  be  there. 

M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

What’s  that  to  the  purpofe  ? — I  care  as  little  for  them 
as  they  do  for  me  ;  tho’  on  my  Word,  Sparks !  of  honeft 
Fellows,  you  keep  the  oddeft  Company  fometimes  that 
ver  I  knew. 

T  RU  M  A  N. 

B^t,  Si',  we  are  refolv’d  to  reform  it,  and  in  order 
thereunto  define  you  would  leave  us  to  our  helves  to  day. 

M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

No-*— —  bat  1’ii  tel!  you,  go  along  with  me  ;  I 
have  dicovered  a  Treafure  of  pale  Wine — I  afTure  you 

’tis  the  fame  the  Sing  drinks  of - What  fay  you 

Jack  r  I  am  but  for  one  Bottle  or  two ;  for  faith  I  have 
refolv’d  :o  live  fober  for  a  Week. 

T  RU  M  A  N. 

Br"  .  :hee  Tormentor  leave  us  ;  do  not  I  know  the 
Wine  thou  drink’ll  is  bate  as  the  Company  thou  keep’ll 
To  be  plain  with  you,  we  will  not  go  writh  you,  nor 
mull  you  go  vsith  us. 

M  A  LAG  E  N  E. 

Why,  if  one  Ihould  ask  the  Q^efr.on  tow,  whither 
are  you  gomg  rna  1 

V  A  L  E  N  T  1  N  E. 

How  comes  it,  Malagene,  you  are  not  with  your  two 
Frier.ds,  Caper  and  Saunter  ? — you  may  be  fure  of  them  > 
tr.ey'ii  eat  and  drink  and  go  all  over  the  World  with  you. 

M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

How  cantl  thou  think,  that  1  would  keep  fuch  loath- 
fome  Company  ?  A  Brace  of  filly,  talking,  dancing, 
firming  Rafcals :  ’Tis  true,  I  contracted  an  Acquaintance 

with 
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with  ’em,  I  know  not  how  !  and  now  and  then  when  I 
am  out  of  humour,  love  to  laugh  at  and  abufe  ’em  for 

an  Hour  or  two - but  come  what  will  on’t,  I  am  re- 

folv’d  to  go  along  with  you  to-day. 

TRUMAN. 

Upon  my  Word,  Sir,  you  cannot - Why  Ihould 

you  make  fo  many  Difficulties  with  your  Friends  ? 

M  A  LAGENE. 

Whoo !  prithee  leave  fooling - You  would  lhake  me 

off  now,  would  you  ?  But  I  know  better  things. - The 

Sham  won’t  pafs  upon  me,  Sir,  it  won’t,  look  you. 

TRUMAN. 

Death,  we  muff  ufe  him  ill,  or  there  is  no  getting  rid 
of  him.  Not  pafs,  Sir? 

MA  LAGENE. 

No  Sir. 

TRUMAN. 

Pray,  Sir,  leave  us. 

MALAGENE. 

I  ffian’t  do’t  Sir. 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

But  you  mull,  Sir. 

MALAGENE. 

May  be  not,  Sir. 

TRUMAN. 

I  am  going  this  way.  \Walkingojf\ 

MA  LAGENE. 

So  am  I. 

TRUMAN. 

But,  Sir,  I  muff  ftay  here  a  little  longer. 

MALAGENE. 

With  all  my  Heart ;  ’tis  the  fame  thing,  I  am  not  in  hafte. 

VALENTINE. 

Have  a  care,  Malagene ,  how  you  provoke  Truman, 
—you’ll  run  the  hazard  of  a  fcurvy  Beating,  my  Friend, 
if  you  do. 


MA- 
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MALAGENE. 

Beating ;  I  am  for ry,  Sir,  you  know  no  better  :  Pox> 

I  am  us’d  to  ferve  him  fo,  Man  ;  let  him  alone,  you  lhall 
fee  how  I’ll  teaze  him.  Hark  you,  Jack. 

TRUMAN. 

Sir,  you  are  an  impudent  troublefome  Coxcomb. 

MALAGENE. 

No  matter  for  that,  I  (han’t  leave  you. 

TRUMAN. 

Sir,  I  lhall  pull  you  by  the  Nofe  then. 

MALAGENE. 

’Tis  all  one  to  me,  do  your  word. 

TRUMAN.- 

Take  that  then,  Sir - Now  cPye  hear———* 

[Tweaks  him  by  the  Nofe, 

Go  about  your  Bufinefs. 

MALAGENE. 

Nay,  faith,  Jack,  now. you  drive  the  Jed  too  far  ;  What 
a  Pox  I  know  you  are  not  in  earned  ;  pr’ythee  let’s  go. 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

Death,  Sir,  you  lie;  notin  earned! — let  [Kicks  him.] 

this  convince  you - How  like  you  the  Jed  now,  Sir  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Hark  you,  Truman, we  (han’t  dine  together  then, (hall  we  -J 
VALENTINE. 

Faith,  to  tell  you  the  Truth  of  the  Matter;  Truman 
had  a  Quarrel  lad  Night,  and  we  are  jud  now  going  to 
make  an  end  on’c :  ’Tis.  that  makes  him  fo  furly.  Never- 
thelefs,  now  1  think  on’t  better,  if  you’ll  go,  you  (hall ; 
perhaps  we  may  have  occafion  for  a  third  Man. 

M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

No,  no,  if  that  be  the  Bullnefs,  I’ll  fay  no  more  ;  puh 
—I  hate  to  prefs  into  any  Man’s  Company  againd  hjs  In¬ 
clination.  Truman,  upon  my  Reputation  you  are  very 
uncivil  now,  that  you  aie.  But  hark  you,  I  ran  to  the 
Groom-Porters  lad  Night,  and  lod  my  Money. — Pr’ythee 
leind  me  two  Guineas  till  next  Time  I  fee  thee,  Child. 

T  RU- 
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TRUMAN. 

With  all  my  Heart,  Sir.  I  was  lure  ’twould  come  to 
this  at  laft  ;  tis  here,  you  may  command  what  you  pleafe 
from  your  Servant.  Malagene ,  good-morrow. 

Enter  Caper  and.  Sau  nter. 

malagene. 

Dear  Jack  Truman  your  humble. -  [Ex.  Truman, 

valentine. 

Won’t  you  go  along  with  us  then,  Malagene  ? 

malagene. 

No,  here  are  two  filly  Fellows  coming.  I’ll  go  and 
divert  myfelf  a  little  with  them  at  prefent. 

VALENTINE. 

Why,  thofe  are  the  very  People  you  rail’d  at  fo  but 
row;  You  will  not  leave  us  for  them,  at  a  time  when 
you  may  be  fo  ferviceable  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Hang  it,  you  will  have  no  occafion  for  me,  Man  ;  fay  no 
more  on  t,  but  take  my  Advice ;  be  fure  you  (land  faft, 
don’t  give  ground,  d’ye  hear,  pulh  brifkly,  and  PIl  war- 
rant  you  do  your  Bufmefs. 

VALENTINE. 

S^ir,  I  thank  you  for  your  Counfel,  and  am  forry'we 
can  t  have  your  Company  ;  but  you  are  engag’d  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Are  you  fure  tho’  it  will  come  to  Fighting  ?  I  have  no 
mind  to  leave  your  Company,  methink's, 

VALENTINE. 

Nay,  nothing  fo  certain  as  that  we  (hall  fight;  I  wilh 
you  would  go,  for  I  fancy  there  will  be  three  in  the  Field. 

M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

A  pox  on  t,  now  I  remember,  I  promifed  to  meet 
thefe  People  here,  and  can’t  avoid  them  now;  I’d  go 
elfe  with  you  with  all  my  Heart,  Faith  and  Troth,  but  if 
you’d  have  me  fend  a  Guard,  I’ll  do’t. 


V  A- 
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VALENTINE. 

No,  Sir, — there’s  no  Danger — Nothing  but  the  R.ogue’s 
Cowardice  could  have  rid  us  of  him.  [Ex.  Val* 

MALAGENE. 

How  now,  Bullies,  whither  fo  fait  this  Morning  ?  I 
parted  juft  now  with  Jack  Truman  and  Ned  Valentine •’ 
They  would  fain  have  had  me  to  Dinner  with  ’em,  buc 
I  was  not  in  a  Humour  of  drinking,  and  to  fpeak  the 
Truth  on’t,  you  are  better  Company  ten  to  one.  They 
ingrofs  frill  all  the  Difcourfe  to  themfelves  :  And  a  Man 
can  never  be  free  with  them  neither. 

CAPER. 

Oh  Lord,  Malagene  !  we  met  the  delicat’ft  Creature 
but  now  as  we  came  round ;  I  am  a  Rafcal,  if  I  don’t 
think  her  one  of  the  fineft  Women  in  the  World;  I 
lhan’t  get  her  out  of  my  Mind  this  Month. 

SAUNTER. 

’Twas  Vi  Aorta,  my  Lady  Fairfield's  Daughter,  that 
came  to  Town  laft  Summer  when  Goodvile  was  marry’d. 
He  in  love  with  her  poor  Soul ! - 1  lhall  beg  his  par¬ 
don  there,  as  I  take  it -  [Sings. 

MALAGENE. 

’That’s  Truman's  blowing  :  She’s  always  ling’ring  after 
him  here,  and  at  the  Play-houfe  :  Ihe  heats  herfelf  here 
every  Morning  againft  the  general  Courfe  at  Night,  where 
ihe  comes  as  conftantly  as  my  Lady  Squeamijb  herfelf. 

SAUNTER. 

I  vow  that’s  a  fine  Perfon  ;  don’t  you  think  Ihe  has 
abundance  of  Wit,  Malagene?  She  and  I  did  fo  rally 
Caper  t’other  Day. 

Ay,  it  may  be  fo. 

SAUNTER. 

But  did  you  never  her  hear  fing  ?  She  made  me  fit 
with  her  till  T wo  o’Clock  t’other  Morning  to  teach  her  an 
Italian  Song  I  have,  and  I  vow  Ihe  fings  it  wonderfully. 


M  A- 
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MALAGENE . 

Damn  her,  (he’s  the  molt  affe&ed  amorous  Jilt,  and 
loves  young  Fellows  more  than  an  old  Kite  does  young 
Chickens  :  there  is  not  a  Coxcomb  of  eighteen  in  Town 
can  efcape  her,  we  lhall  have  her  draw  one  of  you  into 
Matrimony  within  this  Fortnight. 

CAPER. 

Malagene ,  thou  art  the  moll  fatirical  Thief  breathing  : 
I’d  give  any  Thing  thou  didft  but  love  Dancing,  that  I 
might  have  thee  on  my  fide  fometimes. 

S  A  U  N  T  E  R. 

Well  Malagene,  I  hope  to  fee  thee  fo  in  love  one  Day, 
as  to  leave  off  drinking  as  I  have  done,  and  fet  up  for  a 
Shape  and  a  Face  :  Or,  what  is  all  one,  write  amorous 
Sonnets,  and  fight  Duels  with  all  that  do  but  look  like 
Rivals.  I  would  not  be  in  love  for  all  the  World,  I  vow 
and  fwear.  \lValks  up  and  down  with  an  ajfefted  Motion. 

CAPE  R. 

Nor  I. 

--  . .  A%  Phillis,  if  you  would  not  love 

The  Shepherd,  &c.  [$/»£•/. 

But  d’ye  hear,  Malagene?  they  fay  Goodvile  gives  a 
Ball  to-night,  is’t  true  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Yes,  I  intend  to  be  there,  if  I  do  not  go  to  Court. 

CAPER. 

I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  Heart - Saunter - - - 

There’s  my  Lady,  to  be  ftire  (he’ll  not  fail. 

SAUNTER. 

But  will  you  go,  Malagene  ?  Goodvile  and  you  are  at  a 
diftance. 


MALAGENE. 

Whoo!  pox  that’s  nothing.  I’ll  go  for  all  that:  But 

faith,  I  (hould  meet  my  Lord - at  Court  to  Night. 

BeGdes,  I  han’t  been  in  the  Drawing-Room  thefe  three 
Days ;  the  Company  will  wonder  what’s  become  of  me. 


Enter 


Friendship  in  Fashion. 


Enter  Lady  S  qjj  eamish, 

She  here  !  nay  then——. 

CAPER. 

Madam,  your  Ladyfhip’s  moll  humble  Servant. 

T  ,  «  [Congees  affeftedly* 

Lady  SQUEAMISH.  7 

Mr.  Caper,  your  molt  devoted _ -Oh  dear  Mr* 

Saunter!  a  thoufand  Thanks  to  you  for  my  Song. 
SAUNTER. 

Your  Ladyfhip  does  your  Servant  too  much  Honour. 

[Si'-’gs,  As  Chloe  full  cf  Sic. 
Lady  S  QJJ  EAMISH. 

Mr  Caper,  you  are  a  Stranger  indeed,  I  have  not  feen 
you  theie  two  Days:  Lord,  where  d’ye  live  ? 

CAPER . 

.  ,I  fhouId  have  waited  on  your  Ladyfhip,  but  was  f0 
tir  d  at  the  Mafquerade  at  my  Lord  Flutter's  t’other  Night. 

\_D antes  and  capers. 

SAUNTER. 

Madam,  Madam,  Mr.  Good-vile  gives  a  Ball  to  night: 
Will  your  Ladyfhip  be  there  ? 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Word  5  1  hCard  °f  U  dliS  M°rning  '  Vin°ria  lent  me 

CAPER. 

Oh,  Madam,  d’ye  hear  the  Newt  ?  C,«  makes  , 
Ball  to  Night :  I  hope  I  lhall  have  the  Honour  of  your 
Ladyfhip  s  Company. 

Lady  S  QUE  A  MIS  H. 

_  °rh>  b/  jJ!  me*ns’  Mr-  CaPer>  P« y  don’t  you  fail  us. 
Oh  Lord,  Mr.  Maiagene,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  upon  my 
Honour  r  did  not  fee  y0UJ  I  was  fo  engaged  in  the  Ci¬ 
vilities  of  theie  Gentlemen. 

malagene. 

Your  Wit  and  Beauty,  Madam,  mull  command  the 

Honour 
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Honour  and  Admiration  of  all  the  World.  But  when 
did  your  Ladyfnip  fee  Mr.  Valentine? 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh,  name  him  not.  Mr.  Malagene,  he’s  the  unwor- 
thieft,  bal ell  Fellow — ■ — befides,  he  has  no  Principles,  nor 
Breeding:  I  wonder  you  Gentlemen  will  keep  him  Com¬ 
pany,  I  fwear  he’s  enough  to  bring  an  Odium  on  the 
whole  Sex. 

MALAGENE. 

The  Truth  on’c  is.  Madam,  I  do  drink  with  him  now 
and  then,  becaufe  the  Fellow  has  fome  Wit,  but  it  is  when 
better  Company  is  out  of  the  Way,  and  faith  he’s  always 
very  civil  to  me  as  can  be  :  I  can  rule  him. 

Lady  SQJJEA  M  1SH. 

Oh  Lord,  ’tis  impofiible.  Wit!  why  he  was  abroad 
but  two  Years,  and  all  that  Time  too  in  an  Academy  ;  he 
knows  nothing  of  the  Intrigues  of  the  French  Court,  and 
has  the  worll  Mien  in  the  World  :  He  has  a  fort  of  an 
ill  natured  way  of  talking  indeed,  and  they  fay  makes 
bold  with  me  fomerimes,  but  I’ll  allure  you  I  fcorn  him. 
MALAGENE. 

Truly  he  has  made  very  bold  with  you,  or  he  is  fouly 
bely’d :  Fla,  ha,  ha. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

They  fay  he’s  grown  a  great  Admirer  of  Madam  Ca- 
tnilla  of  late,  who  paffes  for  a  Wit  forfooth.  ’Tis  true, 
fhe's  well  enough,  but  I  luppofe  is  not  the  firft  that  has 
been  troubled  with  his  impertinent  Addreffes. 

MALAGENE. 

Indeed  he  would  no:  let  me  alone,  till  I  brought  him 
acquainted  there  :  He  owes  that  Happinefs  to  me.  But 
methinks  your  Ladylhip  fpeaks  with  fomething  of  Heat 
———By  Heav’n  (he’s  jealous  !  [djide. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

No,  I’ll  affure  you,  Sir,  I  am  not  concern’d  at  it  in  the 
leaft.  But  did  you  ever  hear  ’em  difcourfe  any  thing  of  me? 

MA- 
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MALAGENE. 

Never  any  ill,  Madam  ;  only  a  little  idle  Rallery  now 
and  then  ;  but  Truman  and  he  are  wont  to  be  fomething 

lavilh  when  they  have  been  drunk  in  my  Company. - 

’Twill  work. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Nay,  I  know  he  has  fpoke  dilhonourably  of  me  be¬ 
hind  my  Back,  becaufe  he  failed  in  his  filthy  Defigns. 
Madam  Camilla  may  deferve  better  of  him,  I  doubt  not : 

But  if  I  am  not  reveng’d  on  his  Fallhood.  [ Afidt - 

Mr.  Caper. 

CAPER  and  SAUNTER. 

Madam. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Where  do  you  go  to-day. 

CAPER. 

Will  your  Ladylhip  be  at  the  new  Play? 

Lady  S  Q  U  E  AMIS  H. 

No,  I  faw  it  the  full  Day,  and  don’c  like  it. 

MALAGENE. 

Madam,  it  has  no  ill  Character  about  the  Town. 

Lady  S  QU  EA  MIS  H. 

O  Lord,  Sir,  the  Town  is  no  Judge.  ’Tis  a  Tragedy, 
and  I’ll  allure  you  there’s  nothing  in  it  that’s  moving.  I 
love  a  Tragedy  that  moves  mightily. 

SAUNTER. 


Does  your  Ladylhip  know  who  writ  it. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMISH. 

Yes,  the  Poet  came  and  read  it  to  me  at  my  Lodgings ; 
he  is  but  a  young  Man,  and  I  fuppofe  he  has  not  been 
a  Writer  long  ;  befides,  he  has  had  little  or  no  Converfa- 
tion  with  the  Court,  which  has  been  the  Reafon  he  ha* 
committed  a  great  many  Indecorums  in  the  Condudl  of  it. 

SAUNTER. 

I  did  not  like  it  neither  for  my  part ;  there  wa*  never 
3  Song  in  it,  ha  f 

CAPER - 
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CAPER. 

No,  nor  fo  much  as  a  Dance. 

MAL  AG  E  N  E. 

Oh,  it’s  impoffible  it  (hould  take,  if  there  were  neither 
Song  nor  Dance  in  it. 

Lady  S  QUEAMIS  H. 

And  then  their  Comedies  now-a-days  are  the  filthielt 
Things,  full  of  Bawdy  and  naufeous  Doings,  which  they 
miftake  for  Railery  and  Intrigue  :  Befides,  they  have  no 
Wit  in  ’em  neither  ;  for  all  their  Gentlemen  and  Men  of 
Wit,  as  they  (tile ’em,  are  either  filly  conceited  impudent 
Coxcombs,  or  elferude,  ill-mannerly  drunken  Fellows— 
fough — I  am  alham’d  any  one  fhould  pretend  to  write  a 
Comedy,  that  does  not  know  the  nicer  Rules  of  the  Court, 
and  all  the  Intrigues  and  Gallantries  that  pafs,  I  vow. 

M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E, 

Who  would  improve  in  thofe  things,  mull  confiilt  with 
your  Ladylhip. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

I  fwear,  Mr.  Malagene,  you  are  an  obliging  Perfon  ;  I 
wonder  the  World  (hould  be  fo  malicious  to  give  you  fo 
undeferving  a  Charafler  as  they  do  :  I  always  found  you 
extremely  generous,  and  a  Perfon  of  Worth. 

MAL  AG  ENE. 

In  troth,  Madam,  your  Ladylhip  and  myfelf  are  the 
Subje&s  of  Abundance  of  Envy  ;  for  I  love  to  be  ma¬ 
licious  now  and  then  ;  and  faith,  am  the  very  Scourge 
of  the  Court,  they  all  (land  in  awe  of  me,  for  I  mull 
fpeak  what  I  know,  tho’  fometimes  I  am  ufed  a  little 
fcurvily  for  it ;  but  faith  I  can’t  help  it,  ’tis  my  Way, 

Lady  SQUEAMISH.  „ 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  really  llove  Scandal  extremely  too  fome¬ 
times,  fo  it  be  decently  manag’d.  -  But  as  I  was 

faying,  there  is  not  a  Perfon  in  the  World  underllands 
the  Intrigues  of  the  Court  better  than  myfelf ;  I  am  the 
general  Confident  of  the  Drawing-room,  and  know  the 
Loves  of  all  the  People  of  Quality  in  Town. 

Vol.  II.  B  CAPER. 
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CAPER. 

Dear  Madam,  how  {lands  the  Affair  between  rr.y  Lord 
Supple  and  Madam  Lofty  ? 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Worfe  than  ever  ;  ’tis  very  provoking  to  fee  how  {he 
ufes  the  poor  Creature  :  but  the  Truth  is,  (he  can  never 
be  at  reft  for  him;  he’s  more  troublefome  chan  an  oldHuf- 
band  continually  whifpering  bis  Sofcnefs  and  making  his’ 
Vows,  till  at  laft  fhe  is  forced  to  fly  to  me  for  Shelter,  and 
then  we  do  fo  laugh — which  the  good-natured  Creature 
takes  fo  patiently — T  fwear,  I  pity  him. 

S  AUNT  E  R. 

But  my  Lady  Colt,  they  fay,  is  kinder  to  the  Sparkifh 
Mr.  Pruneit. 

Lady  S  QJJEA  M1S  H. 

O  Lord,  Mr.  Saunter ,  that  you  fliould  ur.derftand  no 
better  ;  to  my  Knowledge  it  is  all  falfe  ;  I  know  all  that 
Intrigue  from  the  Beginning  to  the  Ending,  it  has  been 

off  this  Month - bcfides,  he  keeps  a  Player  again— 

Oh,  Mr.  Saunter  !  whatever  you  do,  never  concern  your- 
felf  with  thole  Players. 

saunter. 

Madam,  I  have  left  the  Folly  long  fince  ;  when  firft  I 
came  to  Town,  I  muft  confefs  I  had  a  Gallantry  there. 
But  fince  I  have  been  acquainted  with  your  Ladyfhip’s 
Wit  and  Beauty,  I  have  learned  to  lay  ou.  my  Heart  to 
better  Advantage - 1  think  that  was  finely  faid. 

Lady  S  QUE  AMIS  H. 

I’ll  fwear,  Mr  Saunter,  you  have  the  mod  court-like 

Way  of  exprefllDg  yourfelf - 

SAUNTER. 

Oh  Lord,  Madam  !  [  Biwt  and  cringts. 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  AMIS  H. 

Mr.  Mulager.e ,  thefe  are  both  my  intimate  Acqua:n- 
tance,  and  I'll  fwear  I  am  proud  of  ’em.  Here  is  Mr. 
Saunter  fings  the  French  Manner  better  than  ever  I  heard 
any  Enghfb  Gentleman  in  my  Life.  Befides,  he  pronounces 

his 
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his  Engli/h  in  Tinging  with  a  French  Kind  of  a  Tone  or 
Accent,  that  gives  it  a  ftrange  Beauty  —  Sweet  Sir,  do 
me  the  Favour  of  the  laft  new  Song. 

vaunt:  e  r. 

Let  me  die  ;  Your  Ladylhip  obliges  me  beyond  Ex-* 
preflion - Malagene,  thou  (halt  hear  me. 

[Sing  1  a  Song  in  a  French  Tone* 

MALAGENE. 

What  a  Devil  was  this  ?  I  underltand  nota  Word  on’t. 

SAUNTER. 

Ha,  Mela  gene.  ha. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Did  you  ever  hear  any  thing  To  fine  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Never,  Madam,  never:  I  Tvvear  your  Ladylhip  fs  a 
great  Judge. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AM  IS  H. 

But  how  plain  and  diftir.dtly  too  every  Word  was 
pronounc’d  ! 

MALAGENE. 

Oh,  to  Admiration,  toAdmiration.  [ MakaMouths  afide. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Well,  Mr.  Saunter,  you  are  a  charming  Creature - 

O  fad,  Mr.  Caper,  I  long  till  Night  comes :  i’ll  dance 
with  no  Body  but  you  to  Night,  for  i  fwear,  I  believe  I 
lhall  be  out  of  Humour. 

MALAGENE. 

That’s  more  than  Ihe  ever  was  in  her  Life,  To  long  as 
(he  had  a  Fool  or  a  Fiddle  in  her  Company. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH, 

Tho’  really  I  love  Dancing  immoderately — But  now 
you  talk  of  Intrigues,  I  am  miftaken  if  you  don’t  fe« 
fomething  where  we  are  going  To  night. 

M  A  L'AG  E  N  E. 

What,  Gtwdvile  is  to  commence  Cuckold,  is  it  not  To  ? 

B  2  Lady 
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Lady  S  QJJE  AMIS  H. 

Oh,  fie,  Mr.  Malagene ,  fie!  I  vow  you’ll  make  me 

hate  you,  if  you  talk  fo  ftrangely, - but  let  me  die,  I 

can’t  but  laugh  —  ba,  ha,  ha  —  Well,  Gentlemen,  you 
fhal)  dine  with  meTo-day — what  fay  you,  Mr.  Malagene , 
will  you  go  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Your  Ladyihip  may  be  fure  of  me,  I  hate  to  break 
good  Company. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

And  pray  now  let  us  be  very  fevere,  and  talk  malici- 
oufly  of  all  the  Town.  Mr.  Caper,  your  Hand  :  Oh, 
dear  Mr.  Saunter,  how  fliall  I  divide  myfelf — I’ll  fwear, 
I  am  ftrangely  at  a  loft — Mr.  Malagene,  you  muft  be 
Mr.  Saunter  s  Miftrefs  I  think  at  prefent. 

MALAGENE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  Madam - Sweet  Mr.  Saunter, 

your  Hand  :  I  fwear  you  are  a  charming  Creature,  and 
your  Courtftiip  is  as  extraordinary  as  your  Voice.  —  Let 
me  die,  and  I  vow  I  muft  have  t’other  Song  after  Dinner, 
for  I  am  very  humourfome  and  very  whjmfical  I  think  : 
ha,  ha,  ha.  \_Exeuut. 

A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  Ordinary. 

Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile  and  Lettici. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

DI  D  you  deliver  the  Billet  ? 

LETT  ICE. 

Ye s,  Madam,  faithfully. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

But  are  you  fure  you  did  ? 
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Friendship  in  Fashion.  29 
LETTICE. 

Can  your  Lady  (hip  think  I  would  be  guilty  of  the  lead 
Negledlina  Concern  of  fuch  Moment  ? 

Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V 1  L  E. 

And  are  you  fare  he  dines  here  to-day  ? 

LETTICE. 

Madam, they  are  now  at  Dinner  below:  Mr.  VaLvthe' s 
there  too.  Oh,  I’ll  fwear  he’s  a  fine  Man,  the  mod  cour¬ 
teous  Perfon. 

Mrs.  G  O  0  D  V  I L  E. 

What,  becaufe  he  hunts  and  kili'es  you  when  he’s 
drunk  ?  No,  Lettice,  Trueman,  Trueman,  O  that  Trueman. 
LETTICE. 

I  wonder  your  Ladylhip  (hould  be  fo  taken  with  him  : 
Were  I  to  chufe,  I  fnould  think  my  Miller  the  more 
agreeable  Man. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V  I L  E.  . 

And  you  may  take  him  if  you  will ;  he  is  as  much  a 
Iiulband  as  one  would  vvifh  :  I  have  not  feen  him  this 
Fortnight;  he  never  comes  home  till  Four  in  the  Morn¬ 
ing,  and  then  he  fneaks  to  his  feparate  Bed,  where  he 
lies  till  Afternoon,  then  rifes  and  out  again  upon  his 
Parole  ;  Fle(h  and  Blood  can’t  endure  it. 

L  E  IT  1C  E. 

But  he  always  vifus  your  Ladyfhip  firft. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

That’s  his  Policy,  as  great  Debtors  are  always  very 
refpeflful  and  acknowledging  where  they  never  mean  to 
pay.  ’Tis  true,  he  gives  me  what  Freedom  I  can  defire, 
but  God  knows  that’s  all. 

L  E'TT  ICE. 

And  where’s  the  Pleafure  of  going  abroad  and  getting 
a  Stomach,  to  return  and  ftarve  at  home  ? 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

I  laugh  tho’  to  think  what  an  eafy  Fool  he  believes 
me;  he  thinks  me  the  mod  contented,  innocent,  harmlefs 
Turtle  breathing,  the  very  Pattern  of  Patience. 
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LETT  ICE. 

A  Jewel  of  a  Wife. 

Mrs.  GO  0  D  V  IL  E. 

And  as  blind  with  Love  as  his  own  good  Opinion  of 
himfelf  has  made  him. 

L  ETT  ICE. 

And  can  you  find  in  your  Heart  to  wrong  fo  good  a 
r.atur'd,  complete,  well-meanimg,  harmlefs  Huiband, 
that  has  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  you  ? 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Ha,  wrong  him  !  what  fay  you,  Lettice  ?  I  wrong 
my  Huiband  !  Inch  another  Word  forfeits  my  good 
Opinion  of  thee  for  ever 

LETTICE. 

What  meant  the  Bdlet  to  Mr.  Trueman  then  this 
Morning  ? 

Mrs.  GOOD  V IL  E. 

To  make  him  my  Friend  perhaps,  and  difcover  if  I 
can  who  it  is  that  wrongs  me  in  my  Hulband’s  Affeflion; 
for  I  am  fure  I  have  a  Rival.  And  1  am  apt  to  believe 
Vittoria  deferves  no  better  than  ordinary  of  me,  if  the 
Truth  were  known. 

LETTICE. 

Why,  (he  is  his  near  Kinfwoman,  and  lives  here  in 
the  Houfe  with  you  ;  befides,  he  would  never  dilhonour 
his  own  Family  furely. 

Mrs.  G  0  O  DVILE. 

You  area  Fool,  Lettice,  the  Nearnefs  of  Blood  is  the 
leaft  Thing  cor.fidered.  Befides,  as  I  have  heard,  ’tis 
almoft  the  only  Way  Relations  care  to  be  kind  to  one 
another  now  a-days. 

L  E  TT  ICE. 

Yes,  Madam,  you  never  meet,  but  you  are  as  kind  and 
fond  of  him,  as  if  you  had  all  the  Joys  of  Love  about 
you.  Lord  !  how  can  you  diffemble  with  him  fo  ?  Be¬ 
fides,  Mr.  Trueman,  Madaro,  you  know  is  his  Friend. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Oh,  if  I  would  ever  confent  to  wrong  my  Huiband 

(which 
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(vvhich  Heav’n  forbid,  Lettice  !)  it  Ihould  be  to  chufe, 
with  his  Friend.  For  fuch  a  one  has  a  doable  Obliga¬ 
tion  to  Secrecy,  as  well  for  his  own  Honour  as  mine. 
But  I’il  fwear,  Lettice,  you  are  an  idle  Girl  for  talking 
fo  much  of  this,  that  you  are:  ’Tis  enough  to  put  ill 
Thoughts  into  one’s  Head,  which  I  am  the  moll  averfe 
to  of  all  Things  in  the  World. 

'  LETTICE, 

But,  Madam,  Thoughts  are  free  ;  and  ’tis  as  hard  not 
to  think  a  little  idly  fometimes,  as  it  is  to  be  always  in 
good  Humour.  But  it  would  make  any  one  laugh,  to 
tliink  Mr  .Trueman  Ihould  be  in  love  withMadamTi'<5?«r/«, 
if  all  be  real  which  your  Ladyfhip  fufpefls. 

Mrs.  GOODV1LE. 

Ay  ,  and  with  a  Defign  of  Marriage  too  :  but  a  ran¬ 
ging  Gallant  thinks  he  fathoms  all,  and  counts  it  as 
much  beneath  his  Experience  to  doubt  his  Security  in  a 
Wife,  as  Succefs  in  a  Miitrefs. 

L  E  TT  ICE. 

Bfides,  after  a  little  Time,  he  is  fo  very  induftrious 
in  cuckolding  others,  that  he  never  dreams  how  fwim- 
mihgly  his  own  Affairs  are  manag’d  at  home. 

Enter  Victoria. 

Mrs.  GOOD  V1L  E. 

But  hufti— file's  here. 

VICTORIA 

A  happy  Day  to  you,  Madam. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V I  L  E. 

Dear  Coufin,  your  humble  Servant :  Have  you  heard 
who  are  below  ? 

VICTORIA 

Yes,  young  Trueman,  and  his  infeparable  Companion 
Valentine. 

Mrs.  GOO  DV I  L  E. 

Well,  what  will  you  do,  Coufin?  Trueman  comes 
refold'd  on  Conqueft  :  for  with  the  Advantages  he  has  in 
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your  Heart  already,  ’tis  impoiTible  you  Ihould.  be  able 
to  hold  out  againft  him. 

VICTORIA. 

Yes,  powerful  Champaign,  as  they  call  it,  may  do 
much  j  a  Spark  can  no  more  refrain  running  into  Love 
after  a  Bottle,  than  a  drunken  Country  Vicar  can  avoid 
difputing  of  Religion  when  his  Patron’s  Ale  grows 
ftronger  than  his  Reafon. 

Mrs.  G  O  0  D  V  1  L  E. 

Come,  come,  difiemble  your  Inclinations  as  artfully 
as  you  pleafe,  I  am  fure  they  are  not  fo  indifferent  but 
they  may  be  eahly  difcerned. 

VICTORIA, 

Truly,  Madam,  you  may  be  miftaken  in  your  Guefs. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  DV I  L  E. 

How!  I  doubt  it  is  fome  other  Man  then  has  caufed 
this  Alteration  in  you. — Lord,  Lettice ,  is  file  not  ex¬ 
tremely  alter’d  ? 

VIC  TO  R  I  A, 

Alter’d,  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  GOO  DV  I  LE. 

Nay,  Lettice,  fetch  aGlafs,  and  let  her  fee  herfelf ; 
Lord,  you  are  paler  than  you  ufed  to  be. 

LETTICE. 

Ay,  and  then  that  Bluenefs  under  the  Eyes. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V 1 L  E. 

Befides,  you  are  not  fo  lively  as  1  have  known  you  : 
Pardon  me,  Coufin. 

LETTICE. 

Well,  if  there  be  a  Fault,  Marriage  will  cure  all. 

VICTORIA. 

I’ll  allure  you,  I  have  none  that  I  know  of  Hands  in 
need  of  fo  defperate  a  Remedy.  Marriage !  Fault !  What 
can  all  this  tend  to  ? 

Enter  Pa  g  e. 

Mrs.  GOOD  V IL  E. 

Wei),  what  now  ? 


PAGE. 
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PAGE. 

Madam  Camilla  is  coming  to  wait  upon  your  Ladylhip. 

Mn.  G  0  O  D  V 1  L  E. 

Ha,  Camilla  !  Tell  her  I’ll  attend  her  :  Won’t  you  go 
with  me,  Victoria? 

VICTORIA. 

I’ll  but  ftep  into  royChamber,  and  follow  you  inftantly. 
[£*.  Mn.  Good,  and  Page.]  Whither  can  all  this  drive  ? 
Surely  fhe  has  difcovered  fomething  of  Goodvile' s  Love 
and  mine  :  If  ihe  has,  I  am  ruin’d. 

Enter  G  o  o  d  v  i  l  b. 

GOODVILE. 

ViSloria  !  your  Coufln  is  not  here,  is  (he  ?  What,  in 
Clouds  ?  I  dole  this  Minute  from  my  Friends  on  purpofe 
to  fee  thee,  and  mud  not  I  have  a  Look  ?  Not  a  Word  ? 
VICTORIA. 

Oh,  I  am  ruin’d  and  lod  for  ever,  I  fear  your  Wife 
has  had  feme  Knowledge  of  our  Loves :  And  if  it  be  fo, 
what  will  then  become  of  me  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Pr’ythee  no  more :  My  Wife  !  (he  has  too  good  an 
Opinion  of  herfelf,  to  have  an  ill  one  of  me  ;  and  would 
as  foon  believe  her  Glafs  could  flatter  her,  as  I  be  fall* 
to  her :  My  Wife - ha,  ha. 

VICTORIA. 

Yes,  I  am  fure  it  mud  be  fo;  it  can  be  no  otherwife  : 
But  you  are  fatisfied,  and  now  have  nothing  more  to  do, 
but  to  leave  me  to  be  miferable. 

GOOD  VI L  E. 

Leave  thee !  By  Heav’n  I’d  fooner  renounce  my  Fa¬ 
mily,  and  own  myfelf  the  Badard  of  a  Rafcal  :  Come, 
quiet  thy  Doubts ;  Truman  is  here  ;  and  take  my  Love 
for  thy  Security,  he  ihall  be  thine  to-night. 

VICTORIA. 

I  have  great  Reafon  to  expeft  it  indeed.  That  you 
B  5  would 
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woald  hazard  your  Intereft  in  fo  good  a  Friend  for  the 
Reparation  of  my  Honour,  that  fo  little  concerns  you, 
and  which  you  have  already  made  your  belt  of. 

GOODVILE. 

No  more  of  that,  Love’s  my  Province  ;  and  thine  is 
too  dear  to  me  to  be  r.eglefled.  ’Tis  true,  I  have  made 
him  my  Friend,  and  I  hope  he  will  deferve  it  by  doing 
thee  that  Juftice  which  I  am  incapable  of. 

VICTORIA . 

You  can  promife  eafily. 

GOO  DVIL  E. 

Ay,  and  as  refolutely  perform  :  When  I  have  heated 
him  with  Wine,  prepare  to  reeeive  him. 

Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile. 

Ha,  Ihe  here ! 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

So,  fo,  Mr.  Goidvile,  are  you  there  indeed  r  I  thought 
1  (hould  catch  you. 

GOODVILE. 

Faith,  my  Dear,  I  have  been  fpeaking  a  good  Word 
for  Jack  Truman  :  My  Coufin  Vicioria  s  too  cruel. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Oh,  fie,  Vidorta !  Can  you  be  fo  hard-hearted  to 
deny  any  Thing,  when  Mr.  Goodvile  is  an  Advocate  ? 

VICTORIA. 

T  mud  confefs  it  is  with  fome  Difficulty  ;  but  fhould 
I  too  eafily  comply  upon  Mr.  Good  mile' s  Interceffion, 
who  knows  but  your  Ladyfhip  might  be  jealous  ?  For  he 
that  can  prevail  for  another,  may  prefume  there’s  Hopes 
for  himfdf. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Ay,  but  Coufin,  I  know  you  are  my  Friend,  and 
would  not,  tho’  but  in  regard  of  that,  do  me  fuch  an 
Injury  :  Befides,  Mr.  Goodvile  knows  I  dare  trull  him. 
Don’t  you,  Love  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Trad  me  f  yes,  for  if  you  don’t,  ’tis  all  one— Credu¬ 
lous. 
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lous  Innocence  !  \_Afide.~\  Alas,  my  Dear,  were  I  as  falfe 
as  thou  art  good,  fhy  generous  Confidence  would  (hame 
me  into  Honefty. 

Enter  Camilla  running  and  fqueaking  ;  Truman  and 
Valentine  after  her. 

CAMILLA. 

For  Heav’n’s  Sake,  Madam,  fave  me  ! — Mr.  Goodvile 
’ois  fafer  travelling  thro’  the  Deferts  of  Arabia ,  than 
entering  your  Houfe  :  Had  I  not  run  hard  for  it,  I  had 
been  devour’d,  that’s  certain. 

VALENTINE. 

Oh,  Madam,  are  you  herded  ?  It  will  be  to  little  Pur- 
pofe  ;  I  am  (launch,  and  never  change  my  Game. 

,C  AM  ILL  A. 

But  when  you  have  loft  it,  if  fre(h  ftart  up,  you  can  be 
as  fully  fatisfy’d,  who  hunt  more  for  the  Love  of  the 
Sport,  than  for  the  Sake  of  the  Prey. 

VALENTINE. 

But,  Madam,  (hould  you  chance  to  be  taken,  look 
to’t ;  for  I  (hall  touze  and  worry  you  moil  unmercifully, 
till  I  have  reveng’d  myfelf  feverely,  for  the  Pains  yon 
coft  me  catching. 

CAM1LL  A. 

Therefore  I  am  refolv’d  to  keep  out  of  your  Reach  ; 
Lord  !  what  would  become  of  fuch  a  poor  little  Creature 
as  I  am,  in  the  Paws  of  fo  ravenous  an  Animal  ? 
TRUMAN. 

But  are  you  too,  Lady,  fo  wild  as  Mrs.  Camilla  ? 
VICTORIA . 

Oh,  Sir,  to  the  full !  But  I  hope  you  are  not  fo  un¬ 
merciful  as  Mr.  Valentine. 

T  RUM  AN. 

No,  Madam,  quite  on  the  contrary,  as  foft  and  pliant 
as  your  Pillow  ;  you  may  mould  me  to  your  own  Eafe 
and  Pleafure,  which  Way  you  will. 


VIC- 


36  Friendship  in  Fashion. 
VICTORIA. 

'Tis  ftrange  two  of  fuch  different  Tempers  Ihould  fo 
well  agree  :  Metkicksyou  look  like  two  as  roariog,  rant* 
ing,  tory  rory  Sparks  as  one  would  wiih  to  meet  withal. 

‘  VALENTINE. 

Yes,  Madam,  at  the  Playhoufe  in  a  Vizor,  when  you 
come  dreft  and  prepar’d  for  the  Encounter ;  there  indeed 
we  can  be  as  unanimoully  m.odilk  and  impertinent  as  the 
perteff  Coxcombs  of ’em  all,  till  like  them  too,  we  lofe 
our  Hearts,  and  never  know  what  becomes  of  ’em. 

C  A  MIL  L  A. 

Bat  the  Comfcrt  is,  you  are  lure  to  find  ’em  again  hi 
the  next  Bottle. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Then  crick  ’em  down  to  the  Ladies  Healths,  and 
they  are  as  well  at  Eafie  as  ever  they  were. 

TRUMAN. 

Why,  you  would  not  be  fo  unconfcionable  as  to  have 
ns  two  l'uch  whining  crop-lick  Lovers,  as  figh  away 
their  Hours,  and  write  lamentable  Ditties  to  be  fung 
aloe:  the  Town  by  Fools  and  Bullies,  in  Taverns. 

G  O  O  D  VILE. 

'  Till  dome  SmitbJLld  Doggrel  taking  the  Hint,  fwelh 
the  Sonnet  to  a  Ballad,  and  Claris  dwindles  into  a 
Kitchen-Wench. 

VICTORIA. 

’Tis  prefum’d  then  you  are  of  that  familiar  Tribe  that 
never  make  love  but  by  Contraries,  and  rally  our  Faults 
when  you  ptetend  to  admire  our  Perfections. 

CAMILLA. 

A-  if  the  only  Way  to  ra  fe  a  good  Opinion  of  your- 
fei-  es,  were  to  let  us  knew  how  ill  a  one  you  have  of. us. 

T  R  VMAN. 

Filth,  Madam,  ’tis  a  hard  World,  and  when  Beamy 
is  held  at  fo  dear  2  Rate,  ’tis  the  belt  Way  to  teat  down 
the  Nferket  as  much  as  we  can. 

V  A- 
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VALENTINE. 

But  you  Ihall  find,  Ladies,  we’ll  bid  like  Chapmen  for 
all  that. 

VICTORIA. 

You  had  beft  have  a  care  tho’,  left  you  over-reach 
yourfelves  and  repent  of  your  Purchafe  when  ’tis  too  late. 
CAMILLA. 

Befides,  I  hate  a  Dutch  Bargain  that’s  made  in  Heat  of 
Wine,  for  the  Love  it  raifes  is  generally  like  the  Courage 
it  gives,  very  extraordinary,  but  very  Ihort-ltv’d. 

GOOD  VILE. 

How  !  Madam  J  have  a  care  what  you  fay  ;  Wine  is 
the  Prince  of  Love,  and  all  Ladies  that  fpeak  againlt 
it  forfeit  their  Charter.  I  muft  not  have  my  Favourite 
traduc’d.  Boy,  bring  fome  Wine,  you  Ihall  prove  its 
good  Effedts,  and  then  acknowledge  it  your  Friend, 
We’ll  drink— 

CAMILLA. 

Till  your  Brains  are  afloat,  and  all  the  reft  fink. 

VALENTINE. 

I  find  then,  Ladies,  you  have  the  like  Opinion  of  our 
Heads,  as  you  have  of  our  Hearts. 

CAMILLA. 

Really,  Sir,  you  are  much  in  the  right. 

TRUMAN. 

But  if  your  Lad>fhip  fhould  be  in  the  wrong  —  Tho’ 
Love,  like  Wine,  be  a  good  Refrefher,  yet  ’tis  much 
more  dangerous  to  be  too  bufy  withal.  And  tho’  now  and 
then  I  may  over-heat  my  Head  with  drinking  ;  yet  con¬ 
found  me,  I  think  I  (hall  have  a  care  never  to  break  my 
Heart  with  loving. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

But,  Sir,  if  all  Men  were  of  your  cruel  Temper, 
what  would  become  of  thofe  tender-hearted  Creatures 
that  cannot  forbear  faluting  ye  with  a  Billet  in  a  Morn¬ 
ing,  tho’  it  comes  without  a  Name,  and  makes  you  as 
unfatisfy’d  as  they  poor  Creatures  are  themfelvcs'? 

TR  U. 
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T  R  V  M  A  N: 

Hah,  this  concerns  me!  Blockhead,  dull  leaden  Sot 
that  I  was,  not  to  be  fenfible  it  muft  be  (he,  and  none 
but  (he  could  fend  mine  this  Moruing.  Well,  poo rjack 
l. Truman  look  to  thyfelf,  Snares  are  laid  for  thee  ;  —  but 
the  Virtuous  muft  i'uffer  Temptation  ;  and  Heav’n  knows 
all  Flefh  is  frail.  [  Afide. 

Enter  Boy  i tilth  Wine. 

G  O  O  D  V 1 L  E. 

Now,  Boy,  fill  the  Glaifes.  But  before  we  proceed, 
one  Thing  is  to  be  confider’d.  My  Dear,  you  and  I  are 
to  be  no  Man  and  Wife  for  this  Day,  but  be  as  indiffe¬ 
rent,  and  take  as  little  Notice  one  of  another,  as  we  may 
chance  to  do  feven  Years  hence  ;  but  at  Night—— 
VALENTINE. 

A  very  fair  Propofa'. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V  1  L  E. 

Agreed,  Sir,  if  you  will  have  it  fo. 

GOODV 1LE. 

The  Wine-— now  each  Man  to  his  Poll. 

[They  fcparate.  Good,  to  Cam.  Val.  to  Vi&.  Trum.  to 
Mrs.  Goodvile. 

The  Word.  \All  take  Lajfes. 

T  RU  MAN. 

Love  and  Wine. 

GOO  D  VI  L  E. 

Pafs  — —  [They  Jr  ini. 

Enter  L  e  t  t  i  c  e. 

Now  that  nothing  may  be  wanting,  Lettice,  you  muft  fing 
the  Song  I  brought  home  t’other  Morning  ;  for  Mufic 
if  as  great  an  Encouragement  to  drinking,  as  fighting. 

Littice  fings. 

Hrw  bhfi'd  he  appears, 

That  revets  and l even  out  his  happy  Tears ; 


That 
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That  fiercely  fpurs  on  till  he  finijh  his  Race  i 

And  knowing  Life's  fhort ,  chafes  living  apace. 

To  Cates  we  were  born,  '/were  a  Folly  to  doubt  it. 

Then  love  and  rejoice,  there's  no  living  without  it. 

II. 

Each  Day  we  grow  older  ; 

But  as  Fate  approaches,  the  Brave  flill are  bolder  ; 

The  jfoys  of  Love  with  our  Youth  fhde  away , 

But  yet  there  are  Pleafures  that  never  decay ; 

When  Beauy  gro/ivs  dull,  and  our  Pafjions grow  cold. 
Wine  Jlill keeps  its  Charms,  and  we  drink  when  we're  old. 

G  O  O  D  V 1  L  E. 

So,  now  Ihow  me  an  Enemy  to  divine  harmonious 
Drinking, 

BOY. 

Sir,  my  Lady  Squeamifh  is  below,  juft  alighted  out  of 
her  Coach. 

GOODVJLE. 

Nay,  then  Drinking  will  have  the  major  Vote  againft 
if.  She  is  the  rood  exaft  Obferver  of  Decorums  and 
Decency  alive.  But  Ihe  is  not  alone,  I  hope. 

BOY. 

No,  Sir,  there  is  Mr.  Malagene  with  her,  and  three 
more  Gentlemen  ;  one  they  call  Sir  Noble  C/umfey,  a  full 
portly  Gentleman. 

TRUMAN. 

That’s  a  hopeful  Animal,  an  elder  Brother,  of  a  fair 
Eftate.and  her  Kinfman,  newly  come  up  toTown,  whom 
her  Ladyfhip  has  undertaken  to  polifh  and  make  a  fine 
Gentleman. 

VALENTINE. 

’Tis  fuch  a  fulfome  overgrown  Rogue  !  yet  hopes  to 
be  a  fine  Spark,  and  a  very  courtly  Youth  ;  he  has  been 
this  half  Year  endeavouring  at  a  Shape,  which  he  loves 
eating  and  drinking  too  well  ever  to  attain  to.  The 
other,  I’ll  warrant  you,  are  the  nimble  Mr.  Caper,  and 
his  polite  Companion,  Mr.  Saunter. 

GOOD- 
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GO  0  D  VI  L  E. 

She’s  never  without  a  Kennel  of  Fools  at  her  Heels  ; 
a'ad  we  may  know  as  well  when  {he  is  near  by  the  Noife. 
her  Coxcombs  make,  as  we  know  when  a  certain  Spark 
of  this  Town  is  at  hand  by  the  new-fangled  Gingel  of 

his  Coach.  She  comes - and  Woe  be  to  the  Wretch 

whom  Ihe  firfl  lights  upon. 

Enter  Lady  Squeamish,  Sir  Noble  Clumsev,  Ma- 
lacene.  Caper,  and  Saunter. 

Lady  S  %U  E  AMIS  H. 

Dear  Madam  Goodvile,  ten  Thoufand  Happinefles  wait 
on  you  !  Fair  Madam  Vidoria,  fvveet  charming  Camilla, 
which  Way  lhall  I  exprefs  my  Service  to  you  ? — Coufin, 
your  Honour,  your  Honour  to  the  Ladies. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Ladies,  as  low  as  Knee  can  bend,  or  Head  can  bow, 

I  falute  you  all.  And  Gallants,  I  am  your  moil  humble 

mod:  obliged,  and  mod  devoted  Servent. - That  I 

learn’dat  the  End  of  an  Epidle  Dedicatory. 

GOOD  V IL  E. 

Sir  Noble  Clumfty  is  too  great  a  Courtier. 

C  LU  MS  EY. 

Yes,  Sir,  I  can  compliment  upon  an  Occafion  ;  my 
Lady  knows  I  am  a  pretty  apt  Scholar. 

Lady  SQJJE  AMISH . 

Gallants,  you  mud  pardon  my  Coufin  here,  he  is  but 
as  it  were  a  Novice  yet,  and  has  had  little  Converfation 
but  what  I  have  had  the  Honour  to  indrutt  him  in. 
MALAGENE. 

But  let  me  tell  you,  he  is  a  Man  of  Parts,  and  one 
that  I  refpeft  and  honour.  Pray  Gentlemen  know  my 
Friend, 

VALENTINE. 

Hark  yon,  Malagene,  how  durd  you  venture  hither, 
knowing  that  Gsodvile  and  Truman  care  fo  little  for  your 
Company  ? 
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MALAGENE. 

O  Sir,  your  Servant,  your  Servant,  Sir  ;  I  gueL’d  this 
was  the  Duel  you  were  going  about.  I  fhould  not  have 
left  you  elfe,  faith,  Ned,  1  fhould  not. 

GOOD  VILE. 

But,  Madam,  can  the  worthy  Knight,  your  Kinfman, 
drink  ?  What  think  you.  Sir  Noble,  of  the  LadiesHealths  ? 

CLUMSEr. 

In  a  Glafs  of  fmall  Beer,  if  you  pleafe. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AM  IS  H. 

Oh  fweet  Mr.  Goodvile,  don’t  tempt  him  to  drink, 
don’t  I  I’ll  fvvear,  I  am  fo  afraid  he  fhould  fpoil  himfelf 
with  drinking.  Lord,  how  I  fhould  loath  a  Fellow  with 
a  red  Nofe ! 

VALENTINE. 

See  Truman ,  the  two  Coxcombs  are  already  boarding 
our  M  iilrefi.es. 

TRU  MAN. 

Oh,  ’twere  Pity  to  interrupt  ’em.  A  Woman  loves 
to  play  and  fondle  with  a  Coxcomb  fometimes  as  natu¬ 
rally,  as  with  a  Lap-dog  ;  and  I  could  no  more  be  jea¬ 
lous  of  one  than  of  the  other. 

VALENTINE. 

I  am  not  of  your  Opinion  ;  they  are  too  apt  to  love 
anything  that  buc  makes  ’em  Sport.  And  the  Famili¬ 
arity  of  Fools  proceeds  oftentimes  from  a  Privilege  we 
are  not  aware  of.  For  my  part,  I  (hall  make  bold  to 

divert .  ■  Mr.  Saunter,  a  Word;  have  you  any 

Pretences  with  that  Lady  ?  hah  ! 

SAUNTER. 

Some  fmall  Encouragement  I  have  had.  Sir;  but  I 
never, make  my  Boaft  of  thofe  Favours,  never. 

VALENTINE. 

No,  Sir,  ’twere  your  beft  Courfe. 

SAUNTER. 

Oh  Lord,  you  are  pleafed  to  be  merry.  Sure  he  takes 

me  for  a  Fool ;  but  no  matter  for  that.  — . -Sings. — t 

IVou'd.  Phyllis  be  mine,  and  for,  &c,  Enter 
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Enter  B  Q  T. 

b  or. 

Madam,  the  Fiddles  are  below  ;  (hall  I  call  ’em  up  ?• 
Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V  LL  E. 

No,  let  ’em  (lay  a  little,  we’ll  dance  below. 

C  AP  E  R. 

Hah,  the  Fiddles !  Boy,  where  are  you  ?  [Cap.  capers . 

B  or. 

Here,  Sir. 

CAPER. 

Have  you  brought  my  Danclng-flioes  ? 

'b  0  T. 

No,  Sir,  you  gave  me  no  Older:  But  your  Fiddle  is 
below  under  the  Seat  of  the  Coach. 

CAPER. 

Rafcal,  Dog,  Fool;  when  did  you  ever  know  me  go 
abroad  without  my  Dancing-fhoes  ?  Sirrah,  run  heme 
and  fetch  ’em  quickly,  or  1M  cut  off  both  your  Ears, 
and  have  ’em  fallen’d  to  the  Heels  of  thofe  I  have  on. 

TRUMAN. 

It  is  an  unpardonable  Fault,  Sir,  that  your  Boy  (hould 
forget  your  Dancing  (hoes. 

CAPER. 

Ay,  hang  him,  Blockhead,  he  has  no  Senfe  ;  I  ntuft 
get  rid  of  him  as  foon  as  I  can  :  I  would  no  more  dance 
in  a  Pair  of  Shoes  that  we  commonly  wear,  than  I  w  ould 
ride  a  Race  in  a  Pair  of  Gambado’s 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Mr.  Valentine  I  hope  is  a  better  bred  Gentleman,  than 
to  leave  his  Miftrefs  for  Wine.  J  hear,  Sir,  there  is  a 
Love  between  you  and  Madam  Camilla  ?  Thou  Moi  Her 
of  Perjury.  [To  Val. 

VALENTINE. 

Faith,  Madam,  you  are  much  in  the  right ;  there  is 
Abundance  of  Love  on  my  Side,  but  I  can  find  very  little 
in  hers:  If  your  Ladyfhip  would  but  (land  my  Friend 
upon  this  Occafion.— — — I  think  this  is  civil. 

LaAi 
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Lady  S  QU  E  A  M  IS  H. 

I’ll  fwear  Sir,  you  are  a  molt  obliging  Perfon — Ladies 
and  Gallants,  poor  Mr.  Valentine  here  is  fallen  in  love, 
and  has  defired  me  to  be  his  Advocate :  Who  could  with  • 
hand  that  Eye,  that  Lip,  that  Shape  and  Mein,  befides 
a  Thoufand  Graces  in  every  Thing  he  does  ?  Oh  lovely 
Camilla  !  guard,  guard  your  Heart ;  but  Til  fwear,  if  it 
were  my  own  Cafe,  I  doubt  1  lhould  not — ha,  ha,  ha  1 
VALENTINE. 

Madam  ?  What  means  all  this  ? 

C  O  O  D  V 1  LE. 

Poor  Ntd  Valentine  ! 

TRUMAN. 

’Tis  but  what  I  told  him  he  mull  look  for :  But  flay, 
there  is  more  yet  coming. 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  A  M1SH. 

Nay,  this  is  not  half  what  thou  art  to  expefl  ;  I’ll 
haunt  thee  worfe  than  thy  ill  Genius,  take  all  Opportu¬ 
nities  to  expofe  thy  Folly  and  Falfhood  every  where,  till 
I  have  made  thee  as  ridiculous  to  our  whole  Sex,  as  thou 
art  odious  to  me. 

VALENTINE. 

But  has  your  Ladylhip  no  Mercy  ?  Will  nothing  but 
my  Ruin  appeafe  you  ?  Why  lhould  you  chufe  by  your 
Malice  to  expofe  your  Decay  of  Years,  and  lay  open  your 
poor  Lover’s  Follies  to  all,  becaufe  you  could  improve 
’em  to  your  own  Ufe  no  longer  ?  [Approaches'. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Come  not  near  me,  Traitor — Lord,  Madam  Camilla, 
how  can  you  be  fo  cruel  ?  See,  fee,  how  wildly  he  looks: 
For  Heav’n’a  Sake  have  a  care  of  him  ;  I  fear  he  is  dif- 
temper’d  in  his  Mind  :  What  Pity  ’tis  fo  hopeful  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  lhould  run  mad  for  Love, — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mrs.  GOOD  VILE . 

Dear  Madam,  how  can  you  ufe  Mr.  Valentine  fo  ? 
*Tis  enough  to  put  him  out  of  Humour,  and  fpoil  him 
for  being  good  Company  all  the  Day  after  it. 

Ladf 
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Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  Lord.  Madam,  ’cis  the  greateft  Pleasure  to  me  in 
the  World  ;  let  me  die,  but  I  love  to  rally  a  bafhFul 
young  Lover,  and  put  him  out  of  Countenance  at  my 
Heart. 

S  AUNT  E  R. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  I’ll  fwcar  the  Devil  and  all's  in  her 
Wit,  when  {he  fets  on’t.  Poor  Ned  Valentine  !  Lord, 
how  fiilily  he  looks ! 

CAPER. 

Ay,  and  would  fain  be  angry  if  he  knew  but  how. 

VALENTINE v 

Hark  you,  Coxcomb,  I  can  be  angry  very  angry,  d’ye 
mark  ir.e  ? 

CLU  MS  E  T. 

No,  but  Sir,  don’t  be  in  a  Paffion  :  My  Lady  will 
have  her  Humour ;  but  fhe’s  a  very  good  Woman  at  the 
Bottom. 

V A  L  E  NT  IN  E. 

Very  likely,  Sir. 

Mr,.  GO  O  D  V I  L  E. 

Now,  Madam,  if  your  Ladylhip  thinks  fit,  we’ll 
withdraw  and  leave  the  Gentlemen  to  themfelves  a  little  ; 
only  Mr.  Caper  and  Mr  .Saunter  muft  do  us  the  Honour 
of  their  Company. 

SAUNTER. 

Say  you  fo,  Madam  ?  V  faith  and  you  fhall  have  it. 
Come,  Caper,  we  are  the  Men  for  the  Ladies,  I  fee  that 
— ■  ■  Hey  Boys  ! 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  dear  !  and  fweet  Mr.  Saunter  fhall  oblige  us  with 
a  Song. 

SAUNTER. 

O  Madam,  tenThoufand,  ten  Thoufand  if  you  pleafe. 
I’ll  fwear  I  believe  I  could  fing  all  Day  and  all  Night, 
an4  never  be  weary. 


When 
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When  Phillis  watch'd  her  harmlefi  Sheep, 

Not  one  poor  Lamb ,  & c. 

[Ex.  Saunter,  Caper,  and  Ladies,, 

GQODVILE. 

A  happy  Riddance  this ;  now,  Gentlemen,  for  one 
Bottle  to  entertain  our  noble  Friend  and  new  Acquain¬ 
tance,  Sir  Noble  Clum/ty. 

C  LU  MS  EY. 

Really,  Gallants,  I  mull  beg  your  Pardon,  I  dare  not 
drink,  for  I  have  but  a  very  weak  Brain,  Sir,  and  my 
Head  won’t  bear  it. 

TRUMAN. 

Oh,furely  that  honourable  Bulk  could  never  be  main¬ 
tain’d  with  thin  regular  Diet  and  fmall  Beer. 

c  lu  ms  e  r. 

I  mud  confefs.  Sir,  I  am  fomething  plump  5  but  a 
little  Fat  is  comely  ;  1  would  not  be  too  lean. 

MALA  GENE. 

No,  by  no  means,  my  Dear,  thou  haft  an  heroic  Facty 
which  well  becomes  this  noble  Port  and  Fulnefs  of  thy 
Body. 

VALENTINE. 

Gcodwle,  we  have  a  Suit  to  you  :  Here  is  Malagene 
has  been  fome  time  in  aCloud  ;  for  this  once  receive  him 
into  good  Grace  and  Favour  again. 

MALAGENE. 

Faith, GatwW/?, do, for  without  ary  more  Words,  I  love 
thee  with  all  my  Heart — Faith  and  Troth,  give  me  thy 
Hand. 

GOOD  VILE. 

But,  Sir,  (hould  I  allow  you  my  Countenance,  you  would 
be  very  drunk,  very  rude,  and  very  unmannerly,  I  fear. 

MALAGENE. 

Drunk,  S:r,  I  fcorn  your  Words,  I’d  have  you  know 
I  han’t  been  drunk  this  Week  ;  no,  I  am  the  Son  of  a 
Whore  if  I  won’t  be  very  fober.  This  noble  Knight  lhall 
-beSecurity  for  my  goodBehaviour.Wilt  thou  not, Knight  ? 

CLUM- 
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CLUMS  ET. 

Sir,  you  are  a  Perfon  altogether  a  Stranger  to  me ;  and 
I  have  fworn  never  to  be  bound  for  any  Man. 

TRUMAN. 

But,  Sir  Noble,  you  are  obliged  in  Honour  to  ferve  a 
tientleman  and  your  Friend. 

CLUMS  ET. 

Say  you  fo.  Sir  ?  oblig’d  in  Honour?  I  am  fatisfy’d. 
Sir,  this  Gentleman  is  my  Friend  and  Acquaintance,  and 
vvhatfoever  he  fays  I’ll  Hand  to. 

MALAGENE. 

Hark  thee,  Son  of  Man,  thou  art  a  Knight  already. 
I’ll  marry  thee  to  a  Lady  of  my  Acquaintance,  and  have 
thee  made  a  Lord. 

G  0  ODV1L  E. 

Boy,  the  Wine,  give  Sir  Noble  his  Glafs,— Gentlemen, 
Sir  Noble  &  Lady’s  Health. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Od's  my  Life,  I’ll  drink  that  tho’  I  die  fork.  Gal* 
lants,  I  have  a  Lady  in  this  Head  of  mine,  and  that 
you  (hall  find  anon.  By  my  Troth,  I  think  this  be  a 
Glafs  of  good  Wine. 

VALENTINE. 

Say  you  fo  ?  Take  the  other  Glafs  then,  Sir  Nolle. 

CLUMS  ET. 

’Fore  George,  and  fo  I  will.  Pox’t  on’t,  let  it  be  a 
Brimmer  :  Gentlemen,  God  fave  the  King. 

MALAGENE. 

Well  faid,  my  lovely  Man  of  Might.  His  Worlhip 
grows  good  Company. 

TRUMAN. 

Sir  Noble,  you  are  a  great  Acquaintance  wiih  Mr. 
Cafer  and  Mr.  Saunter ;  they  are  Men  of  pretty  Part?. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Oh  Sir,  the  fined  Perfons - the  mod  obliging  well- 

bred  complaifant  modifhGentlemen :  They  are  acquainted 
with  all  the  Ladies  in  Town,  and  are  Men  of  fine  Eilates, 

e  T  R  U- 


Friendship  /»  Fashion.  47 
T  RUM  AN. 

This  Rogue  is  one  of  thofe  earthly  Mongrels  that 
knows- the  Value  of  nothing  but  a  good  Eftafe,  and  loves 
a  Fellow  with  a  great  deal  of  Land  and  a  Title,  though 
his  Grandfather  were  a  Blackfmith. 

C  LU  MS  E  T. 

How  fay  you,  Sir,  a  good  Eftate  ?  Odd’s  Heart,  give 
me  the  other  Glafs,  I  have  two  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year. 

MALAGENE. 

Say’ll  thou  fo  ?  Boy,  bring  more  Wine ;  Wine  in 
Abundance,  Sirrah,  d’ye  hear  ?  Frank  Goodvile,  thou 
fee’ll  I  am  free,  for  faith  I  hate  Ceremony,  and  would 
fain  make  the  Knight  merry. 

GOOD  FILE. 

. Malagene ,  it  lhall  be  your  Talk  ;  drink  him  up  luftily, 
and  when  that’s  done,  we’ll  bring  him  to  my  Lady  his 
Couftn,  it  may  make  fome  Sport. 

VALE NTINE . 

A  very  good  Propofal. 

MAL  AGE  NE. 

Say  no  more ;  thy  Word’s  a  Law,  and  it  lhall  be  dene. 
Come,  bear  up,  my  lufty  Limb  of  Honour,  and  hang 
Sobriety. 

CLUMSEr. 

Ay,  fo  fay  I,  hang  Sobriety - drink,  whore,  rant, 

roar,  fwear,  make  a  Noife,  and  all  that :  But  be  honed, 
do’ll  hear,  be  honell. 

TR  UMAN. 

I  would  very  fain  be  fo  if  I  could  ;  but  the  damn’d 
Billet  this  Morning  went  out  of  my  Head.  Well,  Madam 
Gaodvile,  if  any  Mifchief  comes  on’t,  ’tis  your  own  Fault, 
rot  mine.  I  did  not  llrike  fird,  and  there’s  an  End 
on’r.  \MuJtc  <wiibin. 

Enter  L  e  t  t  i  c  e, 

LETT  1C  E. 

Sir,  the  Fiddles  are  ready,  and  the  Ladies  defire  your 

Com- 


■48  Friendship  in  Fashion. 

Company.  Mr.  Truman,  my  Lady  wants  you. 

TRUMAN. 

Say’ft  thou  fo  ?  I  thank  thee  for  thy  News  with  all 
my  Heart.  The  Devil  I  fee  will  get  the  better  on’t,  and 
there  is  no  refilling. 

LETT  1C  E. 

Sir  Noble  my  Lady  Squeamjb  fent  me  to  tell  you  {he 
wants  your  Company  to  dance. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Tell  her  I  am  bufy  about  a  grand  Affair  of  the  Na¬ 
tion,  and  cannot  come.  —  Dance !  1  look  like  a  Dancer 
indeed  !  but  thefe  Women  will  be  always  putting  us  on 

more  than  we  can  do - Boy,  give  me  more  Wine. 

GOODV1LE. 

Malagene,  remember,  and  ufe  Expedition. 

[Ex.  Good.  Trum.  Val.  Lettice. 
C  LU  MS  ET. 

Sirrah,  do  you  know  me  ?  I  am  a  Knight ;  and  here's 
a  Health  to  all  the  Whores  in  Chriftendom. 

MALAGENE. 

Not  forgetting  all  the  L  adies  within.  Now  we  are 
alone  I  may  talk.  [ Drinks , 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

So,  there’s  for  you,  do  you  fee  ?  [ Breaks  a  Gla/i. 

Sirrah, don’t  you  look  fcurvily  ;  I  have  Money  in  my  Poc¬ 
ket,  you  mull:  know  that. — Bring  us  moreWine. —  Ma/a- 
gene,  thou  art  a  pretty  Fellow  ;  doft  thou  love  me  ?  Give 
me  thy  Hand  :  I  will  falute  thy  under  Lip.  [Staggers. 
MALE  G  E  NE. 

Ha,  what’s  the  Meaning  of  this  ?  I  doubt  I  {hall  al- 
moft  be  drunk  as  foon  as  the  Knight.  Sir  Nolle,  canff 
thou  whore  ? 

C  LU  MS  E  r. 

How,  whore  !  what  a  Queftion’s  there  ?  Thou  {halt 
be  my  Pimp,  and  I’ll  prefer  thee. 

MALAGENE. 

What  a  Rafcal  this  Knight  is  j  I  have  known  as 

worthy 
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worthy  a  Perfon  as  himfelf  a  Pimp,  and  one  that  thought 
it  no  Blemilh  to  his  Honour  neither.  [ Aftde . 

Enter  Lady  Sq^ue  amish  at  the  Door. 

G  LU  MS  EY. 


Hah,  my  Lady  Coufin  ! — Faith,  Madam,  you  fee  I 
am  at  it. 

MAL  AG  E  N  E. 

The  Devil’s  in  it,  I  think  ;  we  cou'd.no  fooner  talk  of 
Whores,  but  file  mult  come  in,  with  a  Pox  to  her. 
Madam,  your  Ladylhip’s  mod  humble  Servant. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh,  odious !  inlufferable  !  who  would  hare  thought, 
Coufin,  you  would  have  fierv’d  me  fo — fough,  how  he 
ftinks  of  Wine,  I  can  fmell  him  hither. — How  have  you 
the  Patience  to  hear  the  Noife  of  Fiddles,  and  fpend  your 
Time  in  nafty  drinking  ? 

CLUMSET. 


Hum  !  ’tis  a  good  Creature  :  Lovely  Lady,  thou  fhalt 
take  thy  Glafs. 

Lay  SQUEAMISH. 

Uh  gud  ;  Murder !  I  had  rather  you  had  ofiet’d  me 
a  Toad. 

CLUMSET. 

Then  Malngtne,  here’s  a  Health  to  my  Lady  Coufir,’. 
Pelion  upon  OJfa.  [/X  inks  and  breaks  the  Gia/s. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMIS  H. 

Lord,  dear  Mr.  Malager.e,  what’s  that  ? 

MALAGENE. 

A  certain  Place,  Madam,  in  Greece,  much  talkt  of  by 
the  Antients ;  the  noble  Gentleman  is  well  read. 


Lady  SQU  E  AMISH. 

Nay,  he  is  an  ingenious  Perfon  I’ll  affureyou. 
CLUMSET. 

Now,  Lady  bright,  I  am  wholly  thy  Slave  :  Give  me 
thy  Hand,  I’ll  go  firaight  and  begin  my  Grandmother’s 
killing  Dance  ;  but  firfi  deign  me  the  private  Honour  of 
thy  Lip. 


Vol.  II. 


Lady 
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Lady  S  $UE  AM  IS  H. 

Nay,  fie,  Sir  Noble  !  how  I  hate  you  now !  for  Shame 
be  not  fo  rude  :  I  fwear  you  are  quite  fpoiled.  Get  you 
gone,  you  good-natur’d  Toad  you.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Goodvile  a  little  heated. 


GOO  DV  I  L  E. 


WH  A  T  a  damn’d  Chicken-brain’d  Fellow  am  I 
grown  ?  If  I  but  dip  my  Bill  I  am  giddy.  Now 
am  I  as  hot-headed  with  my  bare  twoBottles,  as  a  drunken 
Prentice  on  a  Holiday.  Truman  marries  Victoria,  that’s 
refclv’d  on  ;  and  fo  one  Care  is  over.  But  then  Camilla  ! 

how  (hall  I  get  pofleflion  of  her. - Well,  my  Mind 

mifgives  me,  I  fhall  do  fomething  may  call  my  Difcretion 
in  queftion  ;  and  yeti  can’t  avoid  it.  Camilla  I  do  love, 
and  muff  have  her,  come  what  will  on’t;  and  no  Time 
fo  fit  to  begin  the  Enterprize  as  this;  fhe  may  make  a 
good  Wife  for  Valentine  l or  all  that. 


Enter  Truman  and  Valentine.  Mujic. 

Fie,  Gentlemen,  without  the  Ladies  1  did  you  quit 
Champaign  for  this  ?  Faith  I  begin  to  defpair  of  you,  and 
doubt  you  are  grown  as  v/eak  Lovers  as  Drinkers. 
TRUMAN. 


Goodvile,  thou  hall  no  Confcience  ;  a  decay’d  Cava¬ 
lier  Captain  that  drinks  Journey-work  under  a  Deputy- 
Lieutenant  in  the  Country,  is  not  able  to  keep  thee  Com¬ 
pany.  Two  Bottles,  as  I  take  it,  is  no  fuch  trifling  Matter. 

GOODVILE. 

Oh  but  I  hate  to  be  baulk’d,  and  a  Friend  that  leaves 
me  at  two  Bottles,  is  as  unkind  as  a  Millrefs  that  jilts 

me 


Friendship  in  Fashion.  51 

me  when  I  thought  I  had  made  fure  of  the  Bufinefs.  But 
Gallants,  how  Hand  the  Affairs  of  Love  ?  Truman ,  is 
Viftoria  kind  ?  I  queilion  not  your  Friendfhip  in  the 
Matter,  but  truft  the  Honour  of  myFamily  in  yourHands. 

VALENTINE. 

He  little  thinks  Truman  is  inform’d  of  all,  and  no  lon¬ 
ger  a  Stranger  on  what  Score  he  is  fo  wondrous  civil. 
But  I  am  miftaken,  if  he  be  behind  with  him  in  Kindnefs 
long.  \AJide. 

TRUMAN. 

A  Pox  on’t,  I  am  afraid  this  Marriage  will  never  agree 
with  me  ;  methinks  the  very  Thought  on’t  goes  a  little 
againfl  my  Stomach.  Like  a  young  Thief  tho’  I  have 
fome  itching  to  be  at  it,  yet  I  am  loth  to  venture  what 
may  follow. 

GOO  DV1L  E. 

Well,  I’ll  go  in  and  better  prepare  Vittoria:  In  the 
mean  time  believe  it  only  my  Ambition  to  be  as  well 
ally ’d  in  Blood,  as  Friendfhip,  to  fo  good  and  generous 
a  Perfon  as  Truman.  [Exit. 

TRUMAN: 

What  a  damn’d  Creature  Man  is!  Valentine,  didft 
thou  believe  this  Fellow  could  be  a  Villain  ? 

VALENTINE. 

I  muff  confefs  it  fomething  furprizes  me  ;  he  might 
have  found  out  a  fitter  Perfon  to  put  his  Miflrefs  upon, 
than  his  Friend.  But  how  the  Devil  got  you  the  Know¬ 
ledge  of  it  ? 

T  RUM  AN. 

Faith  I’ll  tell  thee  ;  for  I  think  I  am  no  way  oblig’d 
to  conceal  it— his  Wife  even  his-  very  Wife  told  me  all. 

VALENTINE. 

I  begin  to  fufpefl  that  Mrs.  Good-vile  has  no  ill  Opi¬ 
nion  of  you  ;  I  obferv’d  fomething  but  r.ow  very  obliging 
towards  you;  befides,  when  a  Woman  begins  to  betray 
her  Hufband’s  Secrets,  ’tis  a  certain  Sign  fhe  has  a  mind 
to  communicate  very  important  ones  of  her  own.  * 

C  2  TRU- 


52  Friendship  in  Fashion. 

T  RUM  AN. 

Valentine ,  no  more  of  that ;  tho'  it  would  be  a  rare 
Revenge  to  make  a  Cuckold  of  this  finding  Rogue. 
VALENTINE. 


’Tis  fifty  Times  better  than  cutting  his  Throat  j  that 
were  to  do  him  more  Honour  than  he  deferves. 

Enter  Mala  gene. 

M  A  L  AG  E  N  E. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  rareft  Sport —  - Jack  T,  liman,  Ned 

Valentine. 

T  RUM  A  N. 


Why,  what’s  the  matter  ?  Where  ? 

M  A  L  AGE  N  E. 

Yonder’s  my  Rogue  of  a  Ivnighr,  as  drunk  as  a  Por¬ 
ter  ;  and  fa’th,  Jack,  I  am  but  little  better. 

VAL  ENTINE. 

Dear  Sir,  and  what  of  all  this  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Why  with  a  Bottle  under  his  Arm,  and  a  Becr-glafs 
in  his  Hand,  I  fet  him  full  drive  at  my  Lady  Squeamifh  ; 
for  nothing  elfe  but  to  make  Mifchief,  Ned ■ — nothing 
elfein  the  World  ;  for  every  body  knows  I  am  the  worit- 
natur’d  Fellow  breathing  :  ’Tis  my  Way  of  Wit. 

VALENTINE. 


Do  you  love  no  body  then  ? 

MAL  AG  E  N  E. 

No,  not  I ;  Yes,  a  Pox  on’t,  I  love  you  well  enough, 
becaufe  you  are  a  P^ogue  I  have  known  a  good  while. 
Tho’  Ihou’d  I  take  the  leaft  Prejudice  againft  you,  I 
cou’d  not  afford  you  a  good  Word  behind  your  Back 
for  my  Heart. 

T  R  UMAN. 

Sir,  we  are  much  oblig’d  to  you  : ’Tis  a  Sign  the 
Rogue  is  drunk  that  he  fpeakr  Truth. 

MALAGENE. 

I  tell  you  what  I  did  t’other  Day  :  Faith  ’tis  as  good 
a  Jefl  as  ever  you  heard. 

V  A- 
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VALENTINE. 

Piay,  Sir,  do. 

MALAGENE . 

Why  walking  alone,  a  lame  Fellow  follow'd  me  and 
afk’d  my  Chanty,  (which  by  the  way  was  a  pretty  Propo¬ 
rtion  to  me.)  B;ing  in  one  of  my  witty  merry  Fits,  I 
aflc’d  him  how  long  he  had  been  in  that  Condition  ?  The 
poor  Fellow  fhook  his  Head,  and  told  me  he  was  boro 
fo.  But  how  d’ye  think  I  ferv’d  him  ? 

VALENTINE. 

Nay,  the  Devil  knows. 

MALAGENE. 

I  fhow’d  my  Parts  I  think  ;  for  I  tripp’d  up  btv-h  his. 
Wooden  Legs,  and  walk’d  off  gravely  about  my  Bufinefs. 

TRUMAN. 

And  this  you  fay  is  your  Way  of  Wit  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Ay  altogether,  this  and  Mimickry.  I’m  a  very  good 
Mimick  :  I  can  a  ft  Punchinello ,  Scaramouchio,  Harlequin, 
Prince  Prettyman ,  or  any  thing.  I  can  a£t  the  iumbl  ng 
of  a  Wheelbarrow. 

V  A  L  ENT  IN  E. 

The  rumbling  of  a  Wheelbarrow  ! 

MA  LAG  E  NE. 

Ay,  the  rumbling  of  a  Wheelbarrow,  fo  I  fay — Nay, 
more  than  that,  I  can  zi l  a  Sow  and  Pigs,  Saufages  a 
broiling,  a  Shoulder  of  Mutton  a  roafiing  :  I  can  aff  a 
Fly  in  a  Honey-pot. 

7  RUM  AN. 

That  indeed  muff  be  the  Effett  of  very  curious  Ob- 
fervation. 

M  AT  AG  ENE. 

No,  hang  it,  I  never  make  it  my  Bufinefs  toobferve 
any  thing,  that  is  mechanic.  But  all  this  I  do,  you  ihall 
fee  me  if  you  will.  But  here  comes  her  Ladylhip  and 
Sir  Noble, 

C3 


Enier 


54  Friendship  in  Fashion. 

Enter  Lady  Squeamish  and  Sir  Noble  Clumsey. 
Lady  SQUEAMISH, 

Oh.  dear  Mr.  Truman,  refcue  me.  Nay,  Sir  Noble, 
for  Heav’ns  Sake. 

CLUMS  E  T. 

I  tell  thee,  Lady,  I  mud  embrace  thy  lovely  Body : 
Sir,  do  you  know  me  !  I  am  Sir  Noble  Clumjey:  I  am  a 
Rogue  of  an  Eftate,  and  I  live  ■  ■  —  ■  Do  you  want  any 

Money  ?  1  have  fifty  Pounds. 

VALENTINE. 

Nay,  good  Sir  Noble,  none  of  your  Generofity  we  be- 
feech  you.  The  Lady,  the  Lady,  Sir  Noble. 

C  LU  MS  EY. 

Nay,  ’cis  al!  one  to  me  if  you  won’t  take  it,  there  it 

is. - Hang  Money,  my  Father  was  an  Alderman. 

M  A  L  AG  E  N  E. 

’Tis  pity  good  Guineas  fhould  be  fpoil’d,  Sir  Noble,  by 
your  Leave.  [Picks  up  the  Guineas. 

CLUMS  EY. 

But,  Sir,  you  will  not  keep  my  Money  ? 

MALAGE  NE. 

Oh,  hang  Money,  Sir,  your  Father  was  an  Alderman. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Well,  get  thee  gone  for  an  Arch-Wag — I  do  but 
Siam  all  this  while — but  by  Dad  he’s  pure  Company. 
TRUMAN. 

Was  there  everfuc’n  a  Blockhead  !  Now  h3s  he  never- 
thelefs  a  mighty  Opinion  of  himfelf,  and  thinks  all  this 
Wit  and  pretty  Difcourfe. 

CLUMSEY. 

Lady,  once  more  I  lay  be  civil,  and  come  kifs  me  ;  I 
lhall  ravilh  eife,  I  {hall  ravifh  mightily. 

VALE  NT  1  N  E. 

Well  done,  Sir  Noble,  to  her,  never  fpare.  ■ 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  AMISH. 

I  may  be  even  with  you  tho’  for  all  this,  Mr.  V alen- 

tine : 
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tine:  Nay,  dear  Sir  Noble :  Mr.  Human,  I’ll  fwear  he’ll 
put  me  into  Fits. 

CLUMS  EY. 

No,  but  let  me  falute  the  Hem  of  thy  Garment.  Wilt 
thou  marry  me  ?  [ Kneels . 

MALAGENE. 

Faith  Madam,  do  let  me  make  the  Match. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMISH, 

Let  me  die,  Mr.  Malagene,  you  are  a  Grange  Man, 
and  I’ll  fwear  have  a  great  deal  of  Wit.  Lord,  why  don’t 
you  write  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Write  ?  I  thank  your  Ladyfhip  for  that  with  all  my 
Heart.  No,  I  have  a  Finger  in  a  Lampoon  or  fo  fome- 
times,  that’s  all. 

7  RUM  AN. 

But  he  can  aft. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

I’ll  fwear,  and  fo  he  does  better  than  any  one  upon 
our  Theatres;  I  have  feen  him.  Oh  the  EngiiJI}  Co¬ 
medians  are  nothing,  not  comparable  to  the  French  or 
Italian:  Befides,  we  want  Poets. 

C  LU  MS  EY. 

Poets  !  why  I  am  a  Poet.  I  have  written  three  Afti 
of  a  Play,  and  have  nam’d  it  already.  ’Tisto  be  a  Tragedy. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  Coufin,  if  you  undertake  to  write  a  Tragedy,  take 
my  Counfel.  Be  fure  to  fay  foft  melting  tender  Things  in 
it  that  may  be  moving,  and  make  vour  Ladies  Charac¬ 
ters  virtuous  whate’er  you  do. 

CLU  MS  EY. 

Moving  !  Why,  I  can  never  read  it  myfelf  but  it 
makes  me  laugh  :  Well,  ’tis  the  prettied  Plot,  and  fo 
full  of  Waggery. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMIS  H. 

Oh  ridiculous  ! 

C4 
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UAL  AG  ENE. 

Bat,  Knight,  the  T.tle;  Knight,  the  Title. 

C  LU  MS  E  r. 

Why  let  me  fee  ;  ’tis  to  be  call’d,  The  merry  Conceits  of 
home',  or  7 he  Lfe  and  Death  of  the  Emperor  Charles  the 
Fifth,  with  the  Humours  of  his  Dog  Bobadillo. 

MALAGENE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha. 

VALENTINE. 

[  Bat  Sir  Noble,  this  founds  more  like  a  Comedy. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Oh,  but  I  have  refolv’d  it  fnall  be  a  Tragedy,  becaufe 
Bobadillo' s  to  be  kill’d  in  the  Play.  Comedy  !  no,  I 
fcorn  to  write  Comedy.  I  know  feveral  that  can  fquirc 
Comedy, — I’ll  tell  you  more  of  this  when  I  am  fober. 

Lady  S  QU  E  A  M  1  S  H. 

EutdearMr.  Malagene,  won’t  you  let  us  fee  you  aft 
a  little  fomething  of  Harlequin  ?  I’ll  fwear  you  do  ic 
fo  naturally,  it  makes  me  think  I  am  at  the  Louvre  or 
Whitehall  all  the  time.  [Mal.tffTr.]  Oh  Lord,  don’t,  don’t, 
neither :  I’ll  fwear  you’ll  make  ine  burll.  Was  there  ever 
any  thing  fo  pleafant  ? 

T  R  UM  AN. 

Was  ever  any  thing  fo  affefted  and  ridiculous  ?  Her 
whole  Life  fure  is  a  continued  Scene  of  Impertinence. 
What  a  damn’d  Creature  is  a  decay’d  Woman,  with  all 
the  exquifite  Sillinefs  and  Vanity  of  her  Sex,  yet  none  of 
[  the  Charms !  [Malagene /peaks  in  Punchinello’s  Voice . 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

O  Lord,  that,  that;  that  is  a  Pleafure  intolerable. 
Well,  let  me  die  if  1  can  hold  out  any  longer.  Pray 
Mr.  Malagene,  how  long  have  you  been  in  love  with 
Mr; .  Tawdry  the  Aftrefs  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Ever  fince  your  Ladylhip  has  been  off  from  the  Hooks 
with  Mr.  Valentine.  [/«  his  own  Voice  aloud . 

Lady 
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Lady  S  QU  E  A  M 1 S  H. 

Uh  !  gud,  I  always  chought  Mr.  Malagene  had  been 
better  bred  than  to  upbraid  me  with  any  fuch  bafe  thing 
to  my  Face,  whatever  he  might  fay  of  me  behind  my 
Back  :  But  there  is  no  Honour,  no  Civility  in  the  World, 
that  I  am  fatisfy’d  of. 

VALENTINE. 

Can  your  Lidyflvp  take  any  thing  ill  from  Mr.  Ma¬ 
lagene  ?  A  Woman  (hould  bear  with  the  unlucky  Jerks  of 
her  Buffoon  or  Coxcomb,  as  well  as  with  the  Ill-manners 
of  her  Monkey  fometimes :  The  Fools  and  Rafcals  your 
Sex  delights  in,  ought  to  have  the  Privilege  of  faying, 
as  well  as  they  have  of  doing  any  thing. 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  AMIS  H. 

Which  you  men  of  Wit  (as  you  think  yourfelves 
are  very  augry  you  Ihould  be  debarr’d  of  :  Lord,  what 
pity  ’cis  your  good  Parcs  ihould  be  your  Misfortune. 
VALENTINE. 

Ay,  Madam,  I  feel  the  Curie  of  it :  f  who  had  juft 
Senfe  enough  to  fall  in  love  with  fo  much  Beauty  and 
Merit,  yet  could  not  be  able  to  keep  the  Paradife  I  was 
fo  happily  poffeft  of. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

This  Malice  and  111-nature  ihall  not  ferve  your  Turn  ; 
I  Hull  know  all  your  Proceedings  and  Intrigues  with  Ca¬ 
milla,  and  be  reveng’d  on  your  Love  to  her,  for  all  the 
Affronts  and  Injuries  you  have  done  to  mine. 

Enter  Cater  and  Saunter. 

CAPER. 

Oh  dear  Madam,  we  are  utterly  undone  for  want  of 
your  Ladyfhip’s  Company  I’ll  vow.  Madam  Gooduile  is 
coming  with  the  Fiddles  to  wak  on  you  here. 

[Cuts  backwards. 

CLU  MS  E  r. 

Sir,  are  you,  a  Dancing-Mailer  ?  you  are  very  nimble, 
methiriks* 

C5 
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CAPER. 

Ay  Sir,  I  hate  to  ftand  ftill.  But  Sir  Noble,  I  thought 
you  had  known  me,  I  doubt  you  may  be  a  little  over¬ 
taken  ;  Faith,  dear  Heart,  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee  fo  merry. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Yes,  I  do  love  dearly  to  be  drunk  once  a  Year  or  fo, 
’tis  good  for  my  bodily  Health.  But  do  you  never  drink? 

CAPER. 

No,  Sir  Noble ,  that  is  not  my  Province  you  know  : 
I  mind  dancing  altogether. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Nor  you  ?  can’t  you  drink,  ha  ? 

S  AUNT  E  R. 

No,  I  make  love  and  fing  to  Ladies. 

C  L  UMS  E  r. 

Whores  to  my  Knowledge,  errant  rank  common 
Whores.  A  Pox  on  your  Woman  of  Quality  that  you 
carry’d  me  to  in  the  Mall. 

TRU  MAN. 

Why,  what  was  the  Matter,  Sir  Noble  ? 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

By  yea,  and  by  n2y,  a  foul  over-grown  Strumpet,  with 
a  running  Bawd  inftead  of  a  Waiting-woman,  a  great 
deal  of  Paint,  Variety  of  old  Cloaths,  and  nothing  to  eat. 

Lady  S^U  E  AMISH. 

O  dear, let  me  die, if  that  was  not  extravagantly  pleafant. 

7  R  U  MA  N. 

I  believe  Sir  Noble  is  much  in  the  right ;  for  I  never 
came  near  t’nefe  giddy  intriguing  Blockheads,  but  they 
were  talking  of  Love  and  Ladies ;  nor  ever  met  with  a 
hackney  ftripping  Whore  that  did  not  know  em. 

CAPER. 

Ned  Valentine,  I  have  a  Kindnefs  to  beg  of  you. 

VALENTINE. 

Sir,  you  may  command  me  any  thing. 

CAPER. 

Why,  you  mull  know  I  am  in  love  with  Camilla ^ 
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VALENTINE. 

Very  good. 

CAPER . 

Now  I  would  have  you  fpeak  to  Frank  Goodvile  not 
to  make  love  to  her  as  he  does,  i’faith  I  can’t  bear  it  ; 
for  to  tell  you  the  Truth  on’t,  I  intend  to  marry  her  ;  I 
catch’d  him  at  it  but  now  :  Faith  it  made  my  Heart  ach, 
never  ftir  if  it  did  not. 

VALE  NTINE. 

In  troth)  Sir,  ’tis  very  uncivil.  Truman,  this  Goodvile 
has  a  mind  to  oblige  us  both  ;  he’s  providing  a  Wife  for 
me  too  as  fall  as  he  can.  Camilla's  his  Quarrey  now  I 
underftand,and  by  that  time  he  has  play’d  as  fair  a  Game 
with  her  as  he  has  done  with  yourMiftrefs  Vittoria,  I  may 
Hand  fair  to  put  in  for  the  Rubbers. 

TRUMAN. 

Valentine,  thou  art  upon  too  fure  Grounds  for  him 
there  ;  Camilla  has  both  too  much  Wit  and  Virtue,  and 
each  with  as  little  Affe&adon  as  the  other. 

VAL  E  NTINE. 

Jack,  after  this  I  cannot  but  be  very  free  with  you.  I 
know  there  is  fome  Love  hatching  between  you  and  his 
Wife  :  Both  our  Revenge  lies  in  thy  Hands  ;  and  if  thou 
doll  not  thyfelf  and  me  Juftice,  I’lldifown  thee  for  ever. 
T  RU  MAN. 

See  where  he  comes,  with  a  Heart  as  gay  and  light, 
as  if  there  were  nothing  but  Honefly  in  it. 

Enter  Goodvile  finging. 

When  Beauty  can't  move,  and  our  P ajjlons  grow  co’d, 
IVine  JliU  keeps  its  Charms,  and  we  drink  when  we're  old. 

GOODVILE. 

- Jack  Truman,  yonder  have  I  and  ViBoria  been 

laughing  at  thee  till  we  were  weary.  She  fwears  thou 
art  fo  very  modeft,  lhe  would  not  for  all  the  World  mar¬ 
ry  thee  for  fear  of  fpoiling  that  Virtue, 


TR  U - 
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T  RUM  A  N. 

Nay.  then  I  doubt  I  have  loft  her  for  ever ;  for  if  fhe 
complains  of  my  Modefty,  file  has  found  a  Fault  which 
tI  never  thought  I  had  been  guilty  of  before. 

GOOD  VILE. 

But  that  is  a  Quality,  which  tho’  they  hate  ever  fo 
much  in  a  Gallant  they  are  apt  for  many  Reafons  to  value 
in  a  Hufband:  Fear  cot,  Dillimulation  is  the  natural  Ad¬ 
junct  cf  their  Sex  ;  and  I  would  no  more  defpair  of  a 
Woman,  tho’  fhe  fwore  fhe  hated  me,  than  I  would  be- 
;  lieve  her  tho’  fhe  fwore  fhe  lov’d  me. 

\Enter  Lady  Squeamish  and  the  rejl  of  thi  Company, 
with  the  Fiddles. 

Lady  S.%  U  E  AM  IS  H. 

Oh  a  Country  Dance,  a  Country  Dance  !  Mr.  Caper , 
where  are  you  ?  you  fhall  dance  with  Madam  Camilla. 
Mr.  Saunter,  wait  on  Victoria.  Mr.  Good-vile,  your 
humble  Servant.  Dear  Mr.  Truman,  won’t  you  oblige 

me?  Madam  Goodwin - -ha,  ha,  ha  :  I’ll  fwear  I 

had  utterly  forgotten  Mr.  Valentine. 

VALENTINE. 

Your  Ladyfhip  knows  me  to  be  a  civil  Perfon,  if  you 
p'eafe,  I’ll  keep  good  Orders.  [_AH  take  out  the  Women. 
UAL  AGE  NE. 

Faith  AW  do,  and  I’ll  keep  the  Mufic  in  tune  :  Away 
with  it ;  \_Mafic  plays  ]  Hold,  hold  —  what  infufferable 
Rafcals  are  thefe  ?  why  ye  fcurvy  tbralhing  fcraping 
Mongrels,  ye  make  a  worie  Noife  than  crampt  Hcdghogs. 
An  old  gouty  Dancing-Mafter  that  teaches  to  dance  with 
his  Spedlacles  on,  makes  better  Mufic  on  his  crack’d  Kit 
_ _ .’Sdeath  ye  Dogs,  can’t  you  play  now  as  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  lings  ?  ha - 

G  0  0  D  V I  L  E. 

Sir,  will  you  never  leave  this  naufeous  Humour  of 
.yMurs  ?  I  can  never  be  with  you  but  I  muft  be  forc’d 
to  ufe  you  ill,  or  endure  the  perpetual  Torment  of  your 
Impertinence.  " 
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M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

Well  Sir,  I  have  done  Sir,  I  have  done:  But  ’cis 
very  hard  a  Man  can’t  be  permitted  to  (hew  his  Parts. 
’Sdeath,  F rank,  doll  thou  think  thou  underfland’it  Mufic  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Sir,  I  underfland  it  fo  well,  that  I  won’t  have  it  inter¬ 
rupted  in  my  Company  by  you. 

MALAGENE. 

I  am  glad  on’t  with  all  my  Heart ;  I  never  thought  you 

had  underftood  any  thing  before - 1  think  there  I 

was  pretty  even  with  you. 

GOODVILE . 

Saucinefs  and  Ill-manners  are  fo  much  your  Province, 
that  nothing  but  kicking  is  fit  for  you. 

MALAGENE. 

Sir,  you  may  ufe  your  Pleafure  ;  but  I  care  no  more 
for  being  kickt,  than  you  do  for  kicking.  But  pr’ythee, 
Frank ,  why  Ihould  you  be  out  of  Humour  fo?  The 
Devil  take  me,  if  I  (hall  not  give  thee  fuch  a  Jerk  pre- 
fently  will  make  thee  angry  indeed. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMIS  H. 

Lord,  Mr.  Gcodvile,  how  can  you  be  fo  ill- natur’d  ? 
I’ll  fwear,  Mr.  Malagene  is  in  the  right.  Thefe  People 
have  no  Manners  in  the  leail,  play  no:  at  all  to  Dancing: 
But  I  vow  he  himfelf  fings  a  Tune  extreme  prettily. 

GOODVILE . 

Death,  Hell  and  the  Devil,  how  am  I  teaz’d  1  I  (hall 
have  no  Opportunity  to  purfue  my  Bufinefs  with  Camilla: 
1  mud  remove  this  troublefome  Coxcomb,  and  that  per¬ 
haps  may  put  a  (top  at  lead  to  her  Impertinence.  [. Ajide. . 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Mr.  Truman,  Mr.  Goodvile,  and  Ladies,  Ibefeechyou 
do  me  the  Favour  to  hear  Mr.  Malagene  I\vi g  a  Scotch 
Song:  1*11  fwear  I  am  a  drange  Admirer  of  Scotch  Songs, 
they  are  the  prettied  foft  melting  gentle  harmlefs 
Things - - 


SAUN. 
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SAUNTER. 

By  Dad,  and  fo  they  axe. —In  January  lajl — [ Singi . 

VALENTINE. 

Deliver  us !  a  Scotch  Song  !  I  hate  it  worfe  than  a 
Scotch  Bagpipe,  which  even  the  Bears  are  grown  weary  of, 
and  have  better  Mufic.  I  wifh  1  could  fee  her  Ladyfhip 
dance  a  Scotch  Jig  to  one  of  ’em. 

MALAGENE. 

I  mull  needs  beg  your  Ladyfhip’s  Pardon,  I  have  for* 
gotten  the  lad  new  Scotch  Song  :  But  if  you  pleafe  I’ll 
entertain  you  with  one  of  another  Nature,  which  I  am 
apt  to  believe  will  be  as  pleafant. 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  AMISH. 

Let  me  die,  Mr.  Malagene,  you  are  eternally  obliging 
me.  [Malagene  Jings  an  Irifh  Cronon. 

MALAGENE. 

Well,  Madam,  how  like  you  it.  Madam,  ha: 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Really  it  is  very  pretty  now - the  prettied  odd 

out-of-the  way  Notes.  Don’t  you  admire  it  drangely  ? 

MALAGENE. 

I’ll  afiure  your  Ladyfhip  I  learnt  it  of  an  Iri/h  Mufi- 
cian  that’s  lately  come  over,  ar.d  intend  to  prefent  it  to 
an  Author  of  my  Acquaintance  to  put  it  in  his  next  Play. 
Lady  S  QJJ  E  A  M  1  S  H. 

Ha,  ha,  Mr .Valentine!  I  would  have  you  learn  it 
for  a  Serenade  to  your  Midrefs - ha,  ha,  ha. 

V  A  L  E  NT  IN  E. 

My  Page,  Madam,  is  docible,  and  has  a  pretty  Voice, 
he  fhall  learn  it  if  you  pleafe  ;  and  if  your  Ladyfhip  has 

any  further  Service  for  him - 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Ah  Lord,  Wit,  Wit,  Wit,  as  I  live !  Come  let’s 
dance. 

TRUMAN. 

Valentine ,  thou  art  fomething  too  rough  ;  I  am  afraid 

her 
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her  Ladylhip  will  be  reveng’d;  I  fee  Mifchief  in  her 
Eyes :  ’Tis  fafer  provoking  a  LancaJhireNTnc\\,  than  an 
old  Miftrefs ;  and  flie  is  as  violent  in  her  Malice  too. 
GOOD  FILE. 

Malagene,  a  Word  with  you - hark  ye,  corne 

hither.  [ Goes  to  the  Door. 

MALAGENE. 

Well  Frank ,  what’s  the  Bulinefs  now  ?  I  am  clearly 
for  Mifchief :  fhall  I  break  the  Fiddles,  and  turn  the 
Rafcals  out  of  Doors  ? 

GOOD  VILE. 

No,  Sir;  but  I’ll  be  fo  civil  to  turn  you  out  of  doors. 
Nay,  Sir,  no  ftrugglirig,  I  have  Footmen  within. 

MAL  AGENE, 

Whoo,  pr’ythee  what’s  all  this  for  ?  What  a  pox,  I 
know  my  Lady  well  enough  for  a  filly  affedled  fantafti- 
cal  Gipfy  :  I  did  all  this  but  o’  purpofe  to  (hew  her — — 
Let  me  alone.  I’ll  abufe  her  worfe. 

GOODVIL  E. 

No,  Sir,  but  I’ll  take  more  Care  of  your  Reputation, 
and  turn  you  out  to  learn  better  Manners.  No  Refif- 
tance  as  you  tender  your  Ears  ;  but  be  gone.  \_Ex.  Mai. 
So,  he’s  gone,  and  now  I  hope  I  may  have  fome  little 
Time  to  myfelf. - Fiddles  ftrike  up.  [Dunce. 

T  R  UMAN. 

Thus,  Madam,  you  freely  enjoy  all  the  Pleafures  of  a 
fingle  Life,  and  eafe  yourfelf  of  that  wretched  formal 
Aullerity  which  commonly  attends  a  married  one. 

Mrs.  GOO  DV  1LE. 

Who  would  not  hate  to  be  one  of  thofe  fimperir.g 
Saints  that  enter  into  Marriage  as  they  would  go  into  a 
Nunnery,  where  they  keep  very  firidl  to  theirDevotion  for 
awhile,  but  at  lalt  turn  as  errant  Sinners  as  ever  they  were. 

TRUMAN. 

Marriages  indeed  (hould  be  repair’d  to  as  commonly 
Nunneries  are  for  handfome  Retreats  and  Conveniences,  ] 

not 
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not  for  Prifons,  where  thofe  that  cannot  live  without  ’em 
may  be  fafe,  yet  fometimes  venture  too  abroad  a  little. 
Mrs.  GO  0  D  V  I  L  E. 

But  never,  Sir,  without  a  Lady  Abbefs,  or  a  Con- 
fell'or  at  leaft. 

TRUMAN. 

Might  I,  Madam,  have  the  Honour  to  be  your  Con- 
feffor,  I  (hould  be  very  indulgent  and  laviih  of  Abiolu- 
tion  to  io  pretty  a  Sinner. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V I  L  E. 

See,  Mr.  Goodvile  and  Madam  Camilla  I  believe  are 
at  Shrift  already. 

TRUMAN. 

And  poor  Ned  V alaitine  looks  as  penfively  as  if  ail  the 
Sins  of  the  Company  were  his  own. 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V  I  L  E. 

See,  Mr.  Caper,  your  Miftrefs. 

CAPER. 

Ha,  Camilla  !  Sir  your  Servant,  may  I  have  the  Ho¬ 
nour  to  lead  this  Lady  a  Coranto  ? 

GOODVILE. 

No,  Sir,  Death  !  furely  I  have  Fools  that  relt  and 
harbour  in  my  Houfe,  and  they  are  a  worfe  plague  than 
Bags  and  Moths :  Shall  I  never  be  quiet  ? 

V  AL  E  NT  I N  E. 

Sir  Noble,  Sir  Noble,  have  a  care  of  your  Miftrefs !  do- 
you  fee  there  ? 

C  LU  MS  E  r. 

Hum — ha — where?  oh —  \lVa\es  and  rifts. 

SAUNTER. 

Nay,  faith  Madam,  Harry  Caper's  as  pretty  a  Fellow  ! 
’Tis  the  wittieft  Rogue  :  He  and  I  laugh  at  all  the  Town. 
Harry,  I  lliall  marry  her. 

C  LU  MS  E  r. 

M  irry.  Sir !  whom  will  you  marry  Sir  ?  you  lie.  Sweet 
Heart  come  along  with  me,  I’ll  marry  thee  myfelf  p.-e- 
fently.  P  1  C- 


Friendship  in  Fashion.  65 

VICTORIA. 

You,  Sir  Noble! — what  d’ye  mean  !  \Sbe fqueaks. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Mean !  honourably,  honourably,  I  mean  honour¬ 
ably.  Thefe  are  Rogues,  my  Dear,  errant  Rogues.  Come 

along -  [  Ex .  Sir  Nob.  and  Vi&. 

CAPER. 

Ha,  Saunter.— 

SAUNTER. 

Ay  Caper,  ha  I  Let  us  follow  this 'drunken  Knight. 
CAPER. 

Pfaith,  and  fo  I  will - 1  don’c  value  him  this  ! 

[Cuts.  [Ex.  Cap.  and  Saunt. 
lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  I’ll  fwear  my  Coufin  Sir  Noble  is 
a  (Irange  pleafant  Creature.  Hear  Madam,  let  us  follow 
and  fee  the  Sport.  Mr.  Truman,  will  you  walk  ?  O  dear 
\is  violent  hot.  [Exeunt. 

VALENTINE. 

I’ll  withdraw  too,  and  at  fome  Diftance  obferve  how 
Matters  are  carry’d  between  Goodvile  and  Camilla.  [Ex. 
G  00  D  V 1  LE. 

Are  you  then,  Madam,  refolv’d  to  ruin  me  ?  Why 
ihould  all  thatStock  of  Beauty  be  thrown  away  on  one  that 
can  never  be  able  to  deferve  the  Gleanings  of  it  ?  I  love 
you - 

CAMILLA. 

And  all  the  Sex  befides.  That  ever  any  Man  fliould 
take  fuch  Pains  to  forfwear  himfelf  to  no  purpofe  ! 
GOOD  VILE. 

Nay,  then  there’s  Hopes  yet  ;  if  you  pretend  to  doubt 
the  Truth  of  my  Love,  ’tis  a  Sign  you  have  fome  In¬ 
clinations  at  leall  that  are  my  Friends. 

CAMILLA. 

This  Good-vile  I  fee  is  one  cf  thofe  fprucepolifh’d  Fools 
who  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  themfelves,  that  they 
think  no  Woman  can  refill  ’em,  nor  Man  of  better 

Senfe 
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Senfe  defpife  ’em.  I’ll  feem  at  prefent  to  comply,  and 
try  how  far  ’twill  pafs  upon  him.  [ AJide . 

G  O  ODV1L  E. 

Well,  Madam,  have  you  coniider’d  on’t  ?  Will  the 
Stone  in  your  Heart  give  way  ? 

CAMILLA. 

No,  Sir,  ’tis  full  as  firm  and  hard  as  ever  it  was. 

G  0  O  DV  IL  E, 

And  I  may  then  go  hang  or  drown,  or  do  what  I  will 
withmyfelf?  ha! 

C  A  MIL  L  A. 

At  your  own  Difcretion,  Sir,  tho’  I  fhould  be  loth  to 
fee  fo  proper  a  handfome  Gentleman  come  to  an  ill  End. 

G  0  O  D  V 1  L  E. 

Good  charitable  Creature  !  But,  Madam,  know  I  can 
be  reveng’d  on  you  for  this ;  and  my  Revenge  (hall  be  to 
love  you  dill ;  gloat  on  and  loll  after  you  where-e’er  I 
fee  you  ;  in  all  public  Meetings  haunt  and  vex  you  } 
w  rite  lamentable  Sonnets  on  you,  and  fo  plain,  that  every 
Fop  that  fings  ’em  (hall  know  ’tis  you  1  mean. 

CAMILLA. 

So  Sir,  this  is  fomething  :  Cou’d  not  you  as  well  have 
told  me  you  had  been  very  ill-natur’d  at  (ird?  you  did 
not  know  how  far  it  might  have  wrought  upon  me; 
befides,  ’tis  a  thoufand  times  better  than  vowing  and 
bowing,  and  making  a  deal  of  Love  and  Noife,  and  all 
to  as  little  Purpofe  as  any  thing  you  fay  elle. 

G  O  O  D  V 1 L  E. 

Right  exquifite  Tyrant  !  I’ll  fet  a  Watch  and  Guard 
fo  drift  upon  you,  you  (hall  not  entertain  a  well-drefs’d 
Fool  in  private,  but  I’ll  know  it ;  then  in  a  leud  Lampoon 
publilh  it  to  the  Town  ;  till  you  (hall  repent  and  curfe 
the  Hour  you  ever  faw  me. 

CAMILLA. 

Ah  would  I  could,  ill-natur’d  cruel  Man  ! 

GOODV1LE. 

Ha,  how’s  that  ?  am  I  then  miflaken  ?  and  have  I 
wrong’d  you  all  this  while  ?  I  a(k  ten  thoufand  Pardons  ; 

curft 
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curd  damn’d  Sot  that  I  was !  I  have  ruin’d  myfelf  now 
for  ever. 

CAMILLA. 

Well  Sir,  ihould  I  now  forgive  you  all,  conld  you  con- 
fent  to  wrong  your  Lady  fo  far  ?  you  have  not  yet  been 
married  a  full  Year :  Howmuit  I  then  fufpedt  your  Love 
to  me,  that  can  fo  foon  forget  your  Faith  to  her  ? 

G  0  O  D  V 1LE. 

Oh  Madam,  what  do  you  do  ?  The  Name  of  a  Wife  to 
a  Man  in  love  is  worfe  than  cold  Water  in  a  Fever  :  ’Tis 
enough  to  ilrike  the  Diltemper  to  my  Heart  and  kill  me 
quite:  My  Lady,  quoth-a  ! 

CAMILLA. 

Befides,  Valentine  you  know  is  your  Friend. 

GOODV1LE. 

I  grant  it,  he  is  fo  ;  a  Friend  is  a  Thing  I  love  to  eat 
and  drink  and  laugh  withal :  Nay  more,  I  would  on  a 
good  Occafion  lofe  my  Life  for  my  Friend,  but  not  my 
Fleafure.  Say  when  and  where  it  fhall  be  ? 

CAMILLA. 

Never,  I  dare  not. 

GO  O  D  VILE. 

You  mud  by  and  by  when  ’tis  a  little  darker,  in  the 
left-hand  Walk  in  the  loweft  Garden. 

CAM1LL  A. 

I  won’t  promife  youj  can’t  you  trail  my  good  Nature  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Charming  Creature  I  do  :  Now  if  I  can  but  make  up 
the  Match  between  Truman  and  Victoria,  my  Hopes  are 
compleated. 

C  AM  ILL  A. 

Haile  !  haile  !  away  Sir,  I  fee  Valentine  coming. 

[_Ex.  Good. 

Enter  Va  lentinu. 

VALE  NT  IN  E. 

Madam,  you  are  extremely  merry  ;  1  am  glad  Mr. 
Goad-vile  has  left  you  in  fo  good  a  Humour. 

C  A - 
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CAMILLA. 

Ay  Sir,  and  what  may  pleaie  you  more,  he  is  parted 
hence  in  as  good  a  Humour  as  he  has  left  me  heie. 

Enter  Laly  Squeamish,  Bridget  at  the  Door. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AMISH. 

Valentine  and  Catnilla  alone  together  !  Now  for  an 
Opportunity  to  be  reveng’d  !  ah,  how  I  love  Malice  1 
V  ALENA  1  N  E. 

Ungratefulleit  of  Women  ! 

C  A  I\i  ILL  A. 

Foolilhef  of  Men  !  Can  you  be  fo  very  filly  to  be  jea¬ 
lous  ?  for  I  find  you  are  fo  :  What  have  you  ever  obferv’d 
fince  firfl  your  Knowledge  of  me  that  might  perfuade 
you  I  (hould  ever  grow  fond  of  a  Man,  as  notoriouily 
falfe  to  all  Women,  as  you  are  unworthy  of  me  ? 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  AMIS  H. 

Has  Valentine  been  falfe  to  her  too  ?  Nay,  then  there 
is  fome  Pleafure  left  yet,  to  think  I  am  not  the  only 
Woman  that  has  fufrer’d  by  his  Bafenefs.  [ Afide . 

VALE  NT  I NE. 

What  then,  I’ll  warrant  you  were  alone  together  half 
an  Hour  only  for  a  little  harmlefs  Rallery  or  fo  ?  an 
Honour  I  could  never  obtain  without  hard  Suit  and  hum¬ 
ble  Supplication. 

CAMILLA. 

Alas,  how  very  politic  you  are  grown  !  you  would 
pretend  Difpleafure  to  try  your  Power.  No— I  lhall 
henceforth  think  you  never  had  a  good  Opinion  of  me  ; 
but  that  your  Love  was  at  firft  as  ill  grounded  as  your 
fantaftical  Jealoufy  is  now. 

VALENTINE. 

What  fpecious  Pretence  can  you  urge?  (I  know  a 
Woman  can  never  be  without  one  ;)  come,  I  am  eafy 
and  good-natur’d,  willing  to  believe  and  be  deceiv’d — 
What,  not  a  Word  ! 
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CAMILLA. 

Tho’  I  can  hardly  defcend  to  fatisfy  your  Diftruft,  for 
which  I  hardly  value  you,  and  almoft  hateyou;  yet  to  tor¬ 
ment  you  farther,  know  I  did  difcourfe  with  him  and  of 
Love  too  ;  nay  more,  granted  him  an  Appointment,  but 
one  I  never  meant  to  keep,  and  promifed  it  only  to  get 
rid  of  him.  This  is  more  than  I  am  oblig’d  to  tell  you, 
but  that  I  wanted  fuch  an  Opportunity  as  this  to  check 
your  Pretences,  which  1  found  too  unruly  to  be  kept  at 
a  dillance. 

VAL  E  NTINE. 

Tho’  I  had  fome  Reafon  to  be  in  doubt,  yet  this  true 
Refentment  and  juft  Proceeding  has  convinc’d  me  :  For 
Goodvile  is  a  Man  I  have  little  Reafon  to  truft,  as  will 
appear  hereafter,  and  ’twas  my  Knowledge  of  his  Bafe- 
nefs  made  me  run  into  fo  mean  a  Diftruft  of  you  :  But 
forgive  me  this, and  when  I  fail  again  difcard  me  for  ever. 
CAMILLA. 

Yes:  but  the  next  time  I  lhall  happen  to  difcourfe  with 
a  Gentleman  in  private,  I  (hall  have  you  likening  at  the 
Door,  or  Eves-dropping  under  the  Window.  What,  dif¬ 
truft  your  Friend,  the  honourable  worthy  Mr.  Goodvile ! 
Fie,  how  can  you  be  fo  ungenerous  ? 

VALE  N-TINE. 

There  is  not  fuch  another  Hypocrite  in  the  World  : 
He  never  made  love  but  to  delude,  nor  Friendfhip  but 
for  his  Ends:  —  Even  his  own  Kinfwoman  and  Charge, 
Victoria,  he  has  long  fince  corrupted,  and  now  would  put 
her  on  his  bed  Friend  Truman  for  a  Wife. 

CAMILLA. 

J  cannot  but  laugh  to  think  how  eafily  he  fwallow’d  the 
Cheat  :  He  could  not  be  more  tranfported  at  Poffeflion, 
than  he  was  with  Expe&ation  ;  and  he  went  away  in  a 
greater  Triumph  than  if  he  had  conquer’d  the  Indies. 
VALENTINE. 

Where  did  you  promife  him  ? 

CAMILLA. 

In  the  left-hand  Walk  in  the  lower  Garden.  Lady 
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Lady  S  $JJ  E  AMIS  H. 

So,  in  the  left-hand  Walk  in  the  lower  Garden  :  I 
heard  that.  \_Aftde. 

But  Mr.  Valentine,  you  may  chance  to  meet  another 
there  :  Let  me  die,  this  is  pleafant. 

VALENTINE. 

And  when  ? 

CAMILLA. 

Anon,  when  it  begins  to  grow  dark. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AMIS  H. 

Enough,  I  know  the  Time  and  Place  ;  and  Madam 
Camilla,  I  fhall  make  bold  to  cheat  you  of  your  Lover 
to-night.  Alas,  poor  inconfiderable  Creature,  how  this 
makes  me  loath  her  1  \AJide. 

CAMILLA. 

Now  would  this  News  be  more  welcome  to  her  Lady- 
fhip  Madam  Squeamijh,  than  a  new  Falhion,  a  new  Dance, 
or  new  Song.  How  many  Vifits  would  Ihe  make  on 
the  Occafion  !  not  a  Family  in  Town  would  be  at  reft 
for  her  till  Ihe  had  made  it  a  fell,  from  the  Mother  of 
the  Maids,  to  the  Attorney’s  Wife  in  Holborn. 

VALENTINE. 

But  for  fome  private  Reafons  I  would  have  it  kept  from 
her,  and  from  Madam  Goodvile  too.  There  are  Affairs  to 
be  carry’d  on  to-night,  which  the  leaft  Accident  may 

interrupt. - Befides,  I  have  thought  upon’t,  and  will 

fo  contrive  the  Matter,  that  Good-vile  (hall  keep  his  Afiig- 
nation,  and  her  Ladylhip  herfelf  fupply  the  Place  of  the 
much-expeded  charming  Camilla. 

CAMILLA. 

But  would  you,  Sir,  do  me  fuch  an  Injury  as  to  make 
me  break  my  Word  \wt\\Nh.Goodvile?  that  were  inhuman. 

VALENTINE. 

Good  confcionable  Creature,  have  Patience,  and  don’t 
you  think  of  paying  Debts  too  fall ;  there’s  an  Account 
yet  between  you  and  I  which  mull  be  made  even,  and  I 
think  I  had  bell  fecure  it  now  I  have  you  in  my  Cuftody. 

S  C  A- 
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CAMILLA. 

Ay,  but  Sir,  if  I  part  with  any  thing,  I  fhall  expefl  to 
have  fomething  to  (hew  for’t. 

V  A  L  E  N  T I N  E. 

Nay,  if  I  don’t  offer  as  lufty  Security  and  Conditions  as 
any  Man,  let  me  lofe  all  I  lay  claim  to,  that’s  fair.  [Exeunt. 

Lady  S  QJJEAMIS  H. 

So,  are  they  gone  ?  Now  let  me  but  live  if  this  In¬ 
trigue  be  not  extremely  furprizing.  Bridget,  go  home, 
and  fetch  me  the  Morning-Gown  I  had  laft  made  in 
imitation  of  Camilla's,  for  perhaps  I  fhall  go  a  mafquera- 
ding  to-night,  or  it  may  be  not,  but  fetch  it  neverthelefs. 

BRIDGET. 

Madam,  won’t  the  other  ferve  ?  you  may  rememberyou 
left  it  at  my  Lady  Foploue' s  t’other  Night ;  that’s  nearer. 

Lady  SQUEAMIS  H. 

Impertinent  Creature  !  and  wouldft  thou  have  me 
appear  in  it  twice  ?  Do  as  I  bid  you,  I  fay  ;  and  d’ye 
hear,  bring  me  a  Mafk  with  an  Amber-Bead,  for  I  fear 
1  may  have  Fits  to-night. 

BRIDGET. 

I  never  knew  her  without  fantaftical  ones,  I  am  fure, 
for  they  coft  me  many  a  weary  Errand.  [Exit. 

Enter  V  ictoria. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  my  dear  Vidoria  !  the  rnoft  unlook’d-for  Happi- 
nefs !  the  pleafant’ft  Accident  !  the  ftrangeft  Difcovery  ! 
the  very  thought  of  it  were  enough  to  cure  Melancholy. 
Valentine  and  Camilla,  Camilla  and  Valentine,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

VICTORIA. 

Dear  Madam,  what  is’t  fo  tranfports  you  ? 

Lady  S  QU  EAMISH. 

Nay,  ’tis  too  precious  to  be  communicated  :  Hold  me, 
hold  me,  or  I  fhall  die  with  Laughter — ha,  ha,  ha. 

Camilla 
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Camilla  and  Valentine,  Valentine  and  Camilla — -ha,  ha, 

ha - O  dear,  my  Heart’s  broke. 

VICTORIA. 

Good  Madam,  refrain  your  Mirth  a  little,  and  let  me 
know  the  Story,  that  I  may  have  a  Share  in  it. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMISH. 

An  Affignation  !  an  Affignation  to-night  in  the  lower 

Garden  ; - by  ftrong  good  Fortune  I  overheard  it  all 

juft  now - but  to  think  on  the  pleafant  Confequence 

that  will  happen,  drives  me  into  an  Excefs  of  Joy  be¬ 
yond  all  Sufferance. 

VICTORIA. 

Madam,  in  all  Probability  the  pleafanteft  Confequence 
is  like  to  be  theirs,  if  any  body’s;  and  I  cannot  guefs 
how  it  fhould  touch  your  Ladylhip  in  the  leaft. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AMIS  H. 

O  Lord,  how  can  you  be  fo  dull?  Why  at  the  very 
Hour  and  Place  appointed  will  I  meet  Valentine  in 
Camillas,  ftead,  before  fne  can  be  there  herfeif  ;  then 
when  fhe  comes  expofe  her  Infamy  to  all  the  World, 
till  I  have  thoroughly  reveng’d  myfelf  for  all  the  bafe 
Injuries  her  Lover  has  done  me. 

VICTORIA. 

But  Madam,  can  you  endure  to  be  fo  malicious  ? 

Lady  S  ^VE  AMISH. 

That,  that’s  the  dear  Plealure  of  the  Thing;  for  I 
vow  I’d  fooner  die  ten  thoufand  Deaths,  if  1  thought 
I  fhould  hazard  the  leaft  Temptation  to  the  Prejudice  of 
my  Honour. 

VI  CTO  R  1A. 

But  why  fhould  your  Ladyfhip  run  into  the  Mouth  of 
Danger  ?  Who  knows  what  fcurvy  lurking  Devil  may 
Hand  in  readinefs,  and  feize  your  Virtue  before  you  are 
aware  of  him  ? 

Lady  S  E  A  M  IS  H 

Temptation  ?  No,  I'd  have  you  know  I  fcorn  Temp¬ 
tation  :  I  durft  trull  myfelf  in  a  Convent  amongft  a  Ken¬ 
nel  of  cramm’d  Friers  :  Beftdes,  that  ungrateful  ill-bred 
3  Fellow 
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Fellow  Valentine  is  my  mortal  Averfion,  more  odious  tome 
than  foul  weather  on  a  May-day ,  or  ill  fmell  in  a  Morning. 
VICTORIA. 

Nay,  now,  Madam,  you  are  too  violent. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMIS  H. 

Too  violent !  I  would  not  keep  a  Waiting-woman  that 
fhould  commend  any  one  thing  about  him  :  DearVifforia, 
urge  nothing  in  his  Behalf  j  for  if  you  do,  you  lofe  my 
Friend fhip  for  ever  :  Tho’  I  fwear  he  was  a  fine  Perfon 
once,  before  he  was  fpoil’d. 

VICTORIA. 

I  am  fare  your  Ladyfhip  had  the  bell  Share  in  his  Spoil¬ 
ing  [_Afide, 

Lady  $  QU  E  A  M I S  H. 

No,  were  I  inclined  to  entertain  Addrefies,  I  affure 
you  I  need  not  want  for  Servants  ;  for  I  fwear  I  am  fo 
perplex  d  with  Billet-Doux  every  Day,  I  know  not  which 
way  to  turn  myfelf:  Befides,  there’s  no  Fidelity,  no  Ho¬ 
nour  in  Mankind.  Oh,  dear  Vifiorja  !  whatever  you  do, 
never  let  Love  come  near  your  Heart :  Tho’  really  I  think 
true  Love  is  the  greateft  Pleafure  in  the  World. 


VICTOR  I  A, 

Would  I  had  never  known  Love  ;  my  Honour  had  not 
then  lain  at  the  mercy  of  fo  ungrateful  a  Wretch  as  Good 
wile,  who  now  has  certainly  abandon’d  and  forgotten  me. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Well,  certainly  l  am  the  moil  unileddy,  reftlefs,  humour- 
fom  Woman  breathing  :  Now  I  am  fo  tranfported  at  the 
thoughts  of  what  I  have  defign’d,  that  I  long  till  the 

Hour  comes,  with  more  impatience  than - I’ll  fwear 

I  know  not  what  to  fay - Dear  ViAoria,  ten  thoufand 

Adieus - Wilh  me  good  Succefs— Yet  now  I  think  on’t 

I’ll  (lay  a  little  longer— I’ll  fwear  I  mull  not  neither— 
Well!  I’ll  go— No,  I’ll  flay —Well,  I’m  refolved  net’ 

ther  to  Hand  Hill - fit  Hill - nor  lie  Hill - nor  have 

one  thought  at  reft - till  the  Bufinefs  be  over _ I’jl 

fwear  I’m  a  ftrange  Creature.  [ Exit  L.  Squeamifh. 

You  II.  D  VIC-: 
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VICTORIA 

Farewell  Whirligig. 

Enter  G  o  o  d  v  i  l  e. 
GGODVILE, 

Viftoria  here  !  To  meet  with  an  old  Miflrefs  when  a 
Man  is  in  purfuit  of  a  frelh  one,  is  a  worfe  Omen  than  a 

Hare  in  a  Journey. - I’ll  ftep  afide  this  Way  till  Ihe’s  pad 

me ;  fo  farewell  Fubb.  [  MakesMoutbs.~\Ex.  Vidl.JNow  for 
the  lovely  kind  yielding  Camilla!  How  I  long  for  the 
happy  Hour !  Swelling  burning  Breads,  dying  Eyes,  bal¬ 
my  Lips,  trembling  Joints,  Millions  of  KilTes,  and  un- 
fpeakable  Joys  wait  for  me. 

Enter  Truman  and  Valentine. 

Well,  Gentlemen,  now  you  have  left  the  Ladies,  I  hope 
there  may  be  room  near  your  Hearts  for  a  Bottle  or  two. 
T  RU  MAN. 

Dear  Goodvile,  thou  art  too  powerful  to  be  deny’d  any 
thing.  ’Tis  a  fine  cool  Evening,  and  a  fwift  Glafs  or 
two  now  were  feafonable  and  refrelhing,  to  wafe  away 
the  Toil  and  Fatigue  of  the  Day. 

VALE  NT  IN  E. 

After  a  Man  has  been  dilturb’d  with  the  public  Im¬ 
pertinences  and  Follies  he  meets  withal  abroad,  he  ought 
to  recompenfe  himfelf  with  a  Friend  and  a  Bottle  in 
private  at  Night. 

GOODVILE, 

Spoken  like  Men  that  deferve  the  Life  you  enjoy. 
I'll  in  before,  and  put  all  things  in  readinefs. 

[Ex.  Goodvile. 

VALE  NT  IN  E. 

This  worthy  Perfon,  for  his  Honefly  and  Sobriety, 
would  have  made  a  very  good  Dutch  Burgomafter:  But 
he  is  as  damnable  an  EngUJb  Friend  and  Gentleman,  as 
one  would  wife  to  meet  withal. 


TRU- 
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T  RU  MAN. 

Valentine ,  thou  art  too  much  concerned  at  him  :  Me- 
thinks  Camilla's  Juftice,  and  the  pleafant  Cheat  fhe  has, 
put  upon  him,  fhould  rather  make  thee  defpife  and  laugh 
at  him  as  I  do. 

VALENT  IN E. 

Truman ,  thou  indeed  haft  Reafon  :  And  when  I  (hall 
know  the  happy  Succefs  of  the  Revenge  thou  haft  in  ftore 
for  him,  I  may  domyfelf  and  him  that  Juftice  as  to  fcom 
him,  but  am  too  angry  yet. 

T  RUM  AN. 

Then  to  give  thee  Eafe  (for  I  dare  truft  thee)  know  this 
very  Night  I  alfo  have  an  Afiignation  with  his  Wife  in 
the  Grotto  at  the  upper  End  of  the  Garden,  the  oppofite 
Walk  to  that  whe  e  he  expe&s  to  meet  Camilla . 

VALENTINE. 

Then  I  am  at  reft  ;  let’s  in.  I  have  nothing  elfe  to 
do  but  take  care  fo  to  finilh  him,  as  that  you  (hall  fear  no 
Interruption :  At  leaft  he  will  be  fo  full  of  his  Expeftation 
of  Camilla,  that  he’ll  never  dream  in  what  Pofture  his 
own  Affairs  (land  in  another  Place. 

J  RUM  AN. 

Away  then  ;  and  may  good  Luck  attend  us :  Ere  yet 
two  Hours  are  paft  his  Wife’s  my  own.  Methinks  al¬ 
ready  in  that  fecure  dark  private  Grotto, 

Ciofe  in  my  Arms,  and  languilhing  fhe  lies. 

With  dying  Looks,  fhort  Breath,  and  wifhing  Eyes ; 

And  the  fupine  dull  Cuckold  nothing  fpies.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  IV.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE,  Night- Garden. 

Enter  Goodvile  at  one  Door  ;  Mrs.  Goodvile  and 
Lett  ice  fell  swing  her  at  the  other. 

GOODVILE. 

SO,  I  think  I  came  off  in  good  Time  :  Hold,  now  for 
Camilla:  by  Jove,  I  think  I  am  little  better  than 
drunk.  Hah  1  who’s  there  i  ViSloria  as  I  live  ;  nay,  it 
mufl  be  fhe,  as  I  Laid  before.  The  poor  Gipfy’s  jea¬ 
lous  ;  has  had  fome  Intimation  of  my  Appointment  with 
Camilla:  I’ll  loof  off,  and  obferve  which  Way  Ihe  fleers. 
Mrs.  GO  O  D  V I  L  E. 

Lettice,  I Lear  that’s  Mr.  Goodvile  s  Voice:  Whatever 
you  do,  if  any  crofs  Accident  happens,  be  fure  you  call 
me  V iflona, 

GOODVILE. 

Ay,  ay  ’tis  ViSloria  /  vigilant  Devil  1  but  I’ll  take  this 
Way,  and  wait  at  the  lower  End  of  the  Walk. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Lettice,  look  well  round  you  that  nobody  fee  us,  and 
then  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  T  r  u  man. 

TRUMAN. 

Thus  far  all  is  well.  How  I  pity  poor  Valentine  f 
yonder  is  he  plying  Bumpers,  as  they  call  ’em,  more  fu- 
rioufly  than  a  foreign  Miniiler,  that  comes  into  England 
to  drink  for  the  Honour  of  his  Country.  I  have  waited 
fomething  long  tno’  j  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Lettice. 

’Tis  I,  Sir,  your  Servant  Lettice. 


T  RU- 
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T  RU  MAN. 

My  little  good  natur’d  Agent  is’t  you  ?  Where’s  thy 
Lady  ?  She’s  too  cruel  to  let  a  poor  Lover  languifh  here 
fo  long  in  Expedition  :  It  looks  as  if  (he  rather  meant 
to  make  a  Trial  of  my  Patience,  than  my  Love:  Is 
(he  coming  ? 

LET  TICE. 

Well,  I  fwear  (as  my  Lady  Squeamijb  (ays)  you  area 
ftrange  <^reature.  But  I’ll  go  and  tell  her ;  tho’  I’ll  vow 
I  utterly  difown  having  any  Hand  in  the  BufineJs;  and  if 
any  ill  comes  of  it,  ’tis  none  of  my  Fault. 

T  RUM  A  N. 

No,  no,  not  in  the  leaft.  Pr’ythee  difpatcb.  How’s 
this  !  more  Company  !  who  comes  there  ? 

Enter  Valentine. 

VALE  NT  I  NE. 

*Tis  I,  Jack  Truman  ;  your  Friend  Valentine. 

TRUMAN. 

My  dear  Encourager  of  Iniquity,  What  News  ? 
W here’s  Good-vile  ? 

VALE  NT1NE. 

No  matter  for  Goodvile  ;  here  comes  your  MiHrefs 

Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile,  Valentine  retires. 
TRUMAN, 

Now,  now,  now  !  what  the  Devil  ails  me  ?  how  I 

(hull  quake  and  tremble  ? - Madam,  dea'r  Madatfi, 

where  are  you  ? 

Mn.  GOODVILE. 

Mr.  Truman,  is’t  your  V oice  ?  Lettiie  you  may  go  again 

if  you  will - — [Ex.  Lettice.]  Well,  Sir ;  I’ll  vow,  Sir, 

had  it  not  been  that  I  hate  to  break  my  W ord,  I  would 
not  have  ventur’d  abroad  this  cold  damp  Evening  for  a 
World. 

TRUMAN. 

I’ll  warrant  you*  Madam,  while  you  are  in  my  PoB 
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feffion,  no  Cold  (hall  hurt  you  :  Come,  (hall  we  with¬ 
draw  to  the  Grotto  ? 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V 1  L  E. 

Withdraw  to  the  Grotto  ?  blefs  me,  Sir  !  what  do  you 
mean  ?  I’ll  fwear  you  make  my  Heart  ache. 

‘ TRUMAN . 

Oh  Madam  !  I  have  the  bed  Cure  for  the  Paffion  of 
the  Heart  in  the  World.  I  have  try’d  it.  Madam,  ’tis 

Probatum:  Come,  come,  let’s  retire - Do,  make  a 

Difturbance,  and  ruin  yourfelf  and  me,  do  ! 

Mrs.  GOO  DV  1LE. 

Nay,  I’ll  fwear.  Sir,  you  are  unfufferably  rude  :  You 
had  bed  make  a  Noife  and  alarm  my  Hu(band,  you  had  ; 
for,  hang  me,  I  (hall  cry  our. 

7  RU  MAN. 

No,  no,  I’m  fure  you  won’t  complain  before  you  are 

hurt;  and  I’ll  ufe  you  fo  gently — hark  ! - don’t  you 

here,  there’s  fomebody  coming 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V  1  L  E. 

Where,  where,  where  ?  If  we  are  feen  we  are  undone 
for  ever.  Well,  I’ll  never  give  you  fuch  an  Advantage 
again. 

7R  UM  AN. 

I’m  fure  you  would  not,  if  I  (hould  let  (lip  this. 
Come,  come,  Delays  are  dangerous,  and  I  can  endure 
'em  no  longer. 

Mrs.  GOODV ILE. 

Ab  Lord,  you  kill  me?  --■■what  will  become  of  me 

-  ah . .  '■  [ Carries  her  in. 

VA  L  E  N  71 N  E. 

Nay,  faith,  Madam,  your  Condition  is  fomething  def- 
perate,  that’s  certain.  ’Tis  a  pretty  Employment  I  am 
like  to  have  here  ;  but  it  is  for  the  Sake  of  my  Friend  and 
my  Revenge  :  And  two  dearer  Arguments  there  cannot 
be  to  perfuade  me  to  any  Thing, 
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Enter  Malagene  at  fame  Di fiance. 

MAL  AG  E  N  E. 

So,  Jack  Truman  and  Madam  Goodvile  have  order’d 
Matters  pretty  well,  I’ll  fay  that  for  my  Kinfwoman, 
fhe  lays  about  her  handfomely.  But  certainly  I  hear  ano¬ 
ther  Voice  this  Way  :  I’ll  withdraw  once  again,  there 
may  be  more  Sport  yet. 

VALENTINE. 

That  (hould  be  Goodmile  :  I’ll  ftep  behind  this  Tree, 
and  fee  how  he  and  her  Ladyiliip  behave  themfelves. 
This  is  like  to  be  a  Night  of  as  civil  Bufinefs,  as  I  have 
known  a  great  while. 

Enter  G  0  o  o  v  i  l  e. 

GO  OD  V 1LE. 

Death  and  the  Devil !  how  that  puny  Rogue  Vahn^ 
tine,  has  fous’d  me  ?  if  I  Ihould  have  overliay’d  the 
Time  now,  and  mifs’d  of  myAppointment  with  Camilla — 
Truman  is  reel’d  home,  that’s  certain;  and  Valentine,  I 
believe,  has  follow’d  him  by  this  Time.  Camilla ,  dear, 
lovely,  kind,  tender,  melting  Camilla,  where  art  thou  ? 

Enter  Lady  S  q^u  e  a  M  I  S  H. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

That  mull  be  Valentine  ;  nay,  I’m  fure  it  is  he  !  how 
fneakingly  will  he  look  when  he  lhall  find  his  Miftake  ? 
But  I’ll  take  care,  if  poffible,  that  no  fuch  Thing  lhall 
happen  ;  fo  mine  be  the  Pleafure,  and  Camilla's  the 
Scandal ;  i’ll  rulh  by  him  thro’  the  Walk  into  the  Wil- 
dernefs.  [  Runs  crofs  the  Walk. 

GO  O  D  V 1  LE. 

That  mull  be  Ihe  :  how  foftly  Ihe  flew  along,  as  if  Ihe 
fear’d  to  be  too  late,  loofely  attir’d,  and  fit  for  J oys !  Now 
all  the  Power  of  Love  and  good  Fortune  direft  me.  [Exit. 
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VALE  NT  IN  E. 

So,  thanks  to  our  Stars,  he’s  fafe  ;  tho’  a  Pox  on’t, 
methinks  this  dry  Pimping  is  but  a  fcurvy  Employment. 
Had  1  but  a  Sifter  or  Kir.fwoman  of  his  to  keep  doing 

withal,  there  were  fome  Comfort  in  it,- - but  here 

comes  Truman  and  the  Lady  ;  Imuft  not  be  feen.  [Exit. 

Enter  Truman  and  Mrs.  Goodviie. 
TRUMAN. 

irou  fnall  not  go  :  Come  but  back  a  little,  I  have 
Something  more  to  tell  you  that  nearly  concerns  us  both  : 
Befides,  Mr.  Goo  drills  is  in  the  Garden ;  and  if  he  (hould 
chance  to  meet  us,  what  Excufe  could  we  make  to  him  ? 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V  1  L  E. 

Eut  will  you  prcmife  me  Vifforia  fnall  never  rob  me 
ct  your  Heart  ?  She  does  not  defe>  ve  it,  I  am  fure,  half 
fo  well  as  L 

Kird  t;nder  hearted  Creature,  I  know  it;  Nor  fhall 
fbe  ever  come  fo  near  it,  as  to  know  that  I  have  one 
■ - Alas !  we  talk  too  long.  [Noife~\  I  hear  Com¬ 

pany  coming,  we  (hall  be  furpriz’d  and  difappointed,  and 
then  I  am  undone. 

Mrs.  GOODV  I  LE. 

I’ll  fwear  you  make  me  tremble  every  joint  of  me  : 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ; 

TRUMAN. 

See,  fee,  who  are  yonder  ? 

[Exeunt  Truman  and  Mrs.  Goodviie. 

Enter  Goodvile  and  Lady  Squeamish. 

GOODVILE. 

What  a  Feaft  of  Delight  have  I  had!  furely  (he  was  born 
only  to  make  me  happy  !  her  natural  and  unexperienc’d 

Tendernefs  exceeded  practis'd  Charms : - Dear,  bleft, 

lovely  Camilla,  oh  !  my  Joys. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AM  IS  H. 

Ha.  ha,  ha  ! 
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GOODV1LE. 

How’s  this  ?  my  Lady  Squeami/h  ! - Death  and  the 

Devil. 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  A  M I  S  H, 

Truly,  fweet  Mr.  Valentine ,  the  fame.  Now,  Sir,  I 
hope— —  Uh  gad  !  Mr.  Goodvile  ! 

[7 'hey  Jlare  at  each  other. 

GOODVILE. 

Have  I  been  mumbling  an  old  Kite  all  this  while  in- 
fttad  of  my  young  Partridge?  a  pox  of  my  depraved 
Palate,  that  could  diltinguifh  no  better. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  A  M  1  S  H. 

Lord,  Mr.  Goodvile,  what  ails  you  l - This  was  an 

unexpedled  Adventure  ;  but  let  me  die,  it  is  very  pleafant* 
ha,  ha,  ha-1 

GOODVILE. 

A  pox  on  the  Pleafures,  and  you  too,  I  fay. 

Lady  S^U  E  AMIS  H. 

This  malicious  Devil  Camilla  has  over-reach’d  me  t 

- Well,  Mr.  Goodvile,  you  are  the  worthiell  Perfon  ; 

- had  I  an  only  Daughter,  I  durft  trull  her  with 

you,  you  are  (o  very  civil. - Well,  Innocence  is  the 

greateft  Happinefs  in  the  World. 

GOODVILE. 

Right,  Madam,  it  is  fo,  and  you  know  we  have  been- 
very  innocent ;  done  no  harm  in  the  World,  not  we. 

Lady  S  VU  E  A  M  IS  H. 

The  cenforious  World,  if  they  knew  of  this  Accident,. 
I  know  would  be  apt  enough  to  (peak  reproachfully;  but 
fo  long  as  I  myfelf  am  fatisfied  in  the  Integrity  of  my 
Honour,  the  World  is  a  Thing  I  defy  and  fcorn. 
GOODVILE. 

Very  philosophically  fpoken  : - But,  Madam,  fo- 

long  as  the  World  is  to  be  a  Stranger  to  our  Happinefs,. 
why  fhould  we  deny  ourfelvcs  the  fecond  Pleafute  of 
Cong  ratulation  ? 

Lady  S  $Jj  E  AMIS  H. 

Alas,  alas,  Mr.  Goodvile,  you  cannot  fay  that  you- 
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have  had  the  leaft  Advantage  over  my  Frailty  :  Well 
what  might  have  happen’d,  if  the  ftridt  Severity  of  both 
our  Virtues,  had  not  fecur’d  us  ? 

GOO  D  VILE. 

This  affedted  Impudence  of  her’s,  is  beyond  all  the 
Impertinence  I  ever  knew  her  guilty  of. — -—Virtue  with 
a  Pox !  I  think  I  have  Reafon  to  know  her  pretty  well, 
and  the  Devil  of  any  Virtue  found  I  about  her. 

Lady  S  QJJ  EAMIS  H. 

But,  dear  Sir,  let  us  talk  no  more  of  it :  Tho’  I  am 
extremely  miftaken  if  I  faw  not  Mr.  Valentine  enter  the 
Garden  before  me,  and  am  as  much  miftaken  if  a  Lady 
was  not  with  him  too. 

GOODV1LE. 

Hell  and  Confufion  !  that  muft  be  Vidlaria:  I  thought 
indeed  I  faw  her,  but  being  hot-headed,  and  apprehend¬ 
ing  fhe  came  with  a  malicious  Defign  of  difcovering  me, 
avoided  her— — Falfe  to  me  with  Valentine  ? 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

I’ll  fwear,  Mr.  Good-vile,  I  have  lor.g  fufpedled  an  In¬ 
trigue  between  you  and  Madam  Vidloria ,  and  this  Jealoufy 
has  confirmed  me  ;  and  I  would  not  for  all  the  World 
but  have  known  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

G  O  0  D  V  I  L  E. 

Death,  Madam  ?  this  is  beyond  all  Sufferance— — -dif- 
appointed,  and  jilted  by  Camilla  !  abufed  by  Vifloria! 
and  with  Valentine  too,  Tinman  s  Friend,  who  1  thought 

fhould  have  marry’d  her! - Shame  and  Infamy  light 

upon  the  whole  Sex  ;  may  the  belt  of  ’em  be  ever  fuf- 
pedted,  and  the  molt  cautious  always  betray'd. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMISH. 

Dear  Mr.  Goodvile,  be  patient :  Let  me  die,  you  are 
enough  to  frighten  our  whole  Sex  from  ever  loving  or 

trufting  Men  again - Lord,  I  would  not  be  poor 

Madam  Victoria  to  gain  an  Empire.  I’ll  fwear  if  yon 
are  not  more  moderate,  you’ll  difcompofe  me  ftrangely  : 
—How  my  Heart  beats  1 
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GOOD  VIL  E. 

Patience !  preach  it  to  a  galled  Lion  — No,  I  am 
fure  (he  is  not  far  off,  and  I  will  find  her;  furprize  her 
in  the  midft  of  her  Infamy  and  Proftitution.— — ’Sdeatb, 
Madam,  let  me  go. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AMISH. 

I  will  not  part  with  you,  you  ill-natur’d  Creature  ; 

you  (hall  not  go - 1  vow,  I’ll  cry  a  Rape  if  you  offer 

to  ftir - Oh  my  Heart,  here's  Malagene. 

Enter  Malagene  finging,  Frank,  Frank,  Frank,  63V. 

MALAGENE. 

Why  how  now,  Frank ,  what  a  Pox  out  of  Humour  f 
Why  Madam,  what  have  you  done  to  him  ?  what  have 
you  done  to  him,  Madam  ?  Lord  how  he  looks  l  ■■  ■— 
Why  Frank,  1  fay,  pr’ythee  bear  up. 

GOODVILE. 

Hark  you,  Dog,  Fool,  Coxcomb,  hold  that  imper¬ 
tinent  impudent  Tongue  of  yours,  or  I’ll  cut  it  out  i 
’Sdeath,  you  Buffoon,  I  will. 

MALAGENE. 

No,  but  hark  you  dearHeart,  good  Words,  good  Words 
do  you  hear,  or  I  fhall  publifh  ;  by  my  Soul,  Joy,  I  (hall. 

GOODVILE. 

How  am  I  continually  plagu’d  with  Rogues  and  Owls ! 
I’ll  fet  my  Houfe  o’fire,  rather  than  have  it  haunted  and. 
pefler’d  by  fuch  Vermin. 

MALAGENE. 

Faith  Frank  do  :  I  have  not  feen  a  Houfe  o’  fire  this 
great  while  ;  it  would  be  a  pretty  Frolic,  pr’ythee  let  ua 
about  it  prefently. 

Lady  S$JJ  E  AMIS  H. 

Dear  Mr.  Goodvile ,  you  fhall  be  perfuaded ;  Don’t 
run  yourfelf  into  Danger  thus  rafhly. 

GOODVILE. 

Do  you  hear  then,  Monfieur  Pimponioj  as  you  ex- 
peft  to  live  a  quiet  Hour,  run  in  and  call  for  fome  Lights, 
and  return  with  ’em  inftantly. 
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Say  no  more  dear  Heart,  I’ll  do’t  ;  if  Mifchief  comes 

not  of  this,  the  Devil’s  in’t - but,  dear  Frank,  flay  till  I 

come  again,  I’ll  be  back  in  a  trice  ;  take  t’other  turn 
with  her  Ladyfhip  into  the  Wildernefs ;  or  any  Thing. 

[Ex.  Malagene. 

Lady  S  $U  E  AM  IS  H. 

Let  me  not  live,  this  Mr.  Malagene  is  a  very  obli¬ 
ging  Perfon,  and  methinks  Mr.  Good-vile  you  ufe  him 
too  feverely. 

G  0  0  D  V 1  L  E. 

I  wilh,  Madam,  he  may  deferve  that  Charafler  of  you  : 
He  is  one  of  thofe  Worldlings  you  were  fpeaking  of,  that 
are  apt  to  talk  reproachfully ;  and  I  believe  knows  all 
that  has  palled  between  us  to  night,  for  he  has  a  ihrewd 
difcerning  Judgment  in  thefe  Matters. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AM  IS  H. 

Lord,  Mr.  Gocdvi/e,  what  can  he  fay  of  me  ?  I  defy 
even  Envy  itfelf  to  do  me  or  my  Honour  any  Prejudice  : 
Tho’T  wilh  I  had  let  this  Frolic  alone  to-night. 

G  00  D  VILE. 

Frolic  with  a  Pox  ! - If  thefe  be  her  Frolics, 

what  the  Devil  is  (he  when  Ihe  is  in  earntft  ?  O  he  returns 

with  the  Lights  ? - Look  who  are  thefe  ;  by  Heaven 

the  fame. 

Enter  Truman  and  Mrs.  Goodvile. 

T  R  U  M  A  N. 

Gently,  gently,  Madam,  for  fear  of  an  Ambufcade; 
I  wonder  I  hear  nothing  from  Ned  Valentine  fince. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

See,  fee,  Sir,  here’s  Mr.  Goodvile:  Halle,  halledown 
ihe  other  Walk,  or  we  are  ruin’d. 

TRUMAN. 

Fear  not,  trull  all  to  my  Conduct.  [Ex. 

[As  Mrs.  Goodvile  is  going  away,  Goodvile  catches 
hold  f  her  Gcwn—Jfce  dags  on  her  Mafque. 

GOOD . 
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GOODVILE. 

Stay,  Madam  Victoria  ;  nay  you  may  flay,  ’tis  in  vain 
to  fly,  I  have  difcovered  all  your  Falfliood,  I  have :  Was 
mine  a  Paflion  to  be  thus  abufed  ?  I  who  have  given  you 
all  my  Heart !  perfidious  falfe  Woman  !— — is  your  Lover 
too  alhamed  or  afraid  to  fhew  himfelf  ?  where  is  he  ?  why 
comes  he  not  forth  ? 

Enter  T  R  v  m  a  n. 

TRUMAN. 

Here  I  am.  Sir. 

GOO  DV 1 LE. 

Ha,  Truman  f  [Mrs.  Goodvile  gets  loofe  and  Ex. 

TRU  MAN. 

Yes,  Sir,  the  fame;  ready  both  to  acknowledge  and 
)uftify  my  being  here  with  ViStoria, which  I  thought,  Sir, 
might  have  been  allowed  without  any  Offence  to  Mr. 
Good-vile.  That  (he  is  innocent  as  to  any  Thing  on  my  part 
I  am  ready  with  my  Sword  to  make  good ;  but  Sir,  1 
wear  it  too  to  do  my  own  Honour  Juftice,  and  to  demand 
of  you  on  what  Grounds  you  appear  to  highly  concern’d 
for  a  Woman  you  were  pleafed  to  commend  to  your 
Friend  for  a  Wife  ? 

GOOD  V IL  E. 

Concern’d  Sir !  have  I  not  Reafon  to  be  concern'd  for 
the  Honour  of  my  Family  ?  for  a  Kinfwoman  under  my 
Charge  to  be  abroad  and  alone  with  a  Gentleman  at  this 
unfeafonable  Hour,  might  alarm  a  Man  lefs  tender  of  his 
Reputation  than  I  am. 

TRUMAN. 

Sir,  this  Excufe  won’t  ferve  my  Turn  ;  nor  am  I  fo 
blind  as  not  to  be  fenfible  (which  I  before  fufpefted)  that 

Victoria  has  been  long  your  Miltrefs. - A  pox  of  the 

Honour  of  your  Family?  you  had  given  her  all  your 
Heart,  you  faid  ;  and  your  Paflion  was  not  a  Thing  to  be 
thus  abufed  :  Nor,  Sir,  is  my  Honour. 
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GO  0  D  V I L  E. 

No,  butdear  Jack  Truman ,  thou  art  my  Friend. 

TRUMAN. 

You  would  have  made  me  believe  fo  indeed  ;  but  the 
Daubing  was  too  coarfe,  and  the  artificial  Face  appear’d 
too  plain. — One  would  have  thought,  Sir,  that  you  who 
keep  ageneralDecoy  here  forFools  and  Coxcombs,  might 
have  found  one  to  haverecompenfed  a  call  Miftrefs  withal, 
and  not  have  endeavour’d  the  betraying  the  Honour  of  a 
Gentleman  and  your  Friend.  But  Sir,  I  am  glad  J  have 
heard  it  from  your  own  Mouth  :  I  hope  it  will  not  be 
efteemedmuch  Ill-nature  in  me,  if  worthy  Mr.  Malagene 
and  I  join  Forces  to  publ  fh  a  little,  as  he  calls  it. 

MALAGENE. 

Faith,  Jack  Truman,  with  all  my  Heart ;  now  I  have 
him  on  my  Side,  I  dare  fay  any  Thing - —Frank  Good¬ 
win - pugh. 

GOO  D  V  1LE. 

Sir,  I  fhall  require  a  better  Account  of  this  hereafter. 

Lady  S  %U  E  AMISH. 

Lord,  Mr.  Truman,  what  ails  Mr.  Goodvilc  ?  how  hap¬ 
pen’d  this  Difference  ? — I’ll  fwear  I’m  firangely  furpriz’d. 

TRUMAN. 

Your  Ladyfhip  I  fuppofe,  can  belt  give  an  Account  how 
Matters  are  with  him  :  I  am  apt  to  believe  he  has  been 
very  free  with  you. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  A  M  1  S  H. 

Dear  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I’ll  fwear  you  are  a 
fcandalous  Perfon. 

G  O  0  D  V 1  L  E. 

Sir,  fince  you  are  fo  rough,  be  pleafed  not  to  concern 
yourfelf  with  the  Honour  of  this  Lady  ;  you  may  have 
enough  to  do,  if  you  dare  jullify  your  own  to-morrow. 

TRUMAN. 

If  I  dare  ; — nay  Sir,  fince  you  queflion  it,  I’ll  con¬ 
vince  you  prefently  ; — Draw.  [2io  J^e. 

Enter 
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Enter  Valentine. 
VALENTINE. 

Hold,  hold,  what’s  the  Matter  here  ? — —Jack  Tru¬ 
man ,  Frank  Gcodwle,  for  Ihame  put  up. 

Enter  Mrs.  Goodvi  L  E. 

Mrs.  GOODV1LE. 

Where  is  this  perfidious  falfe  Man  ?  where  is  Mr.  Gooi- 
' ville  ?  So,  Sir,  I  have  found  now  the  Original  of 
ail  my  Misfortunes :  I  have  a  Rival  it  feems  ;  Victoria, 
the  happy  Vittorio,  poffelfes  all  my  Joys ;  What,  have  you 
been  fighting  too  for  the  Honour  of  your  Miftrefs  ?— — 
here,  come  kill  me  :  Would  I  had  been  laid  in  my  Grave, 
ere  I  had  known  thy  odious  polluted  Bed. 

G  O  0  D  V  1  L  E. 

’Sdeath,  I  thought  file  had  been  in  her  Chamber  this 
Hour  at  lead  ' 'Tis  true,  my  dear,  I  mull  own  a  Kind- 
nefs  for  Vittoria,  as  my  Kinfwoman  ;  but— — — 

Mrs.  GOO  DV  HE. 

How  !  dare  you  own  it  ?  and  to  my  Face  too  ?  match- 
lefs  Impudence  !  let  me  come  at  him,  that  I  may  tear 
out  thofe  hot,  lafcivious  glowing  Fyes  that  wander  after 

every  Beauty  in  their  Way  : - O  that  I  could  blaft 

him  with  a  Look  !— - — Was  my  Love  fo  defpicable,  to 
be  abandon’d  for  Vittoria  !  the  Thought  of  it  makes  me 
mad  :  I’ll  endure  it  no  longer,  1  will  have  Revenge,  or 
I  will  die  !  011  1 

TR  UMAN. 

Delicate  Diffimulation!  how  I  love  her  ?  \_Ajicte. 

G  O  O  D  V 1 L  E. 

Dear  Madam,  hear  me  fpeak — Madam,  I  fay  that— 
Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V 1 L  E. 

I  know  you  cannot  want  an  Excufe  ;  Diffimulation  and 
Fallhood  have  been  your  Pradlice  : — But  that  you  fiiould 
wrong  me  w'nhVittoria,  a  Woman  that  for  the  Sake  of  your 
Relation  I  had  made  my  Friend,  (foreveryThing  that  was 

ally ’d 
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ally’d  to  you  was  dear  to  me)  is  an  Injury  fo  great,  that 

it  diftrafls  my  Reafon - —I  could  pardon  any  Thing 

but  my  wrong’d  Love. - Let  me  be  gone  ;  fend  me  to 

a  Nunnery  ;  confine  me  to  a  Charnel-Houfe,  vile  ungrate¬ 
ful  Wretch  !  any  Thing  but  thy  Prefence  I  can  endure. 
GOO  D  V IL  E. 

Ts  there  every  Way  fo  damn’d  a  Creature  as  a  Wife  ?— 
Lord,  Madam,  do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Mrs.  GOOD  V  1  LE. 

I’ll  warrant  it,  you  would  peri'uade  me  I  am  mad  :  — 
Would  I  had  been  born  a  Fool  !  I  might  then  have  been 
happy  ;  patiently  have  pafs’d  over  the  many  tedious 
Nights  I  have  endur’d  in  your  Abfence  ;  contented  myfelf 

with  Piayers  for  your  Safety - 

M  ALA  G  E  N'E . 

O  Lord  ;  Prayers  1 

Mrs.  GO  O  DV  1LE. 

When  you,  in  the  very  Inftant,  were  languilhing  in 
the  Arms  of  a  Profiitute. 

GO  ODV 1LE. 

Lord,  Madam,  I  thought  you  had  been  in  your  Cham- 
ber  now. - Curfe  on  her,  wiiat  fhall  I  do  ! 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V  I  L  E. 

*Tis  a  fign  you  believ’d  me  fafe  enough  ;  you  would 
not  certainly  elfe  have  the  Impudence  to  have  brought  a 

new  Miftrefs  under  my  Nofe  ; - 1  fee  there  how  guilty 

fhe  Hands— —have  you  a  Stomach  fo  hot  that  it  can  di- 
ge(t  Carrion,  that  has  been  buzz’d  about  and  blown  upon 
by  all  the  Flies  in  the  Town  ?  or  was  it  the  Fantallical- 
nefs  of  your  Appetite,  to  try  how  fo  coarfe  a  Difh  would 

relith,  after  being  cloyed  with  better  Feeding  ? - Nay, 

Sir,  I  have  been  inform’d  of  all - 

VALE  NT  IN  E. 

Has  then  your  virtuous  Ladylhip  been  taking  a  little 
Love  and  Air  with  Mr.  GoodviU  this  Evening  ? 

[To  Lady  Squeam;{h. 

GOOF- 
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GOODVILE. 

Well,  (he  has  dealt  with  the  Devil,  that’s  certain 
a  Pox  on’t,  I  fee  there’s  no  living  for  me  on  this  Side  of 
the  World  : — Go,  let  the  Coach  be  made  ready  ;  I’ll 
into  the  Country. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Nay,  Sir,  I  know  my  Prefence  has  always  been  uneafy 
to  you  :  Day  and  Night  you  are  from  me,  or  if  ever  you 
come  home,  ’tis  with  an  aking  Head  and  heavy  Heart, 
which  VtRoria  only  has  Charms  enough  to  cure.  This  in 
the  firft  Year  of  our  Marriage !  nay,  and  to  own  it,  pro¬ 
claim  your  own  Falfhood,  and  my  difgraceful  Injury,  in 
the  Face  of  the  World,  when  Malagent  too,  the  Trumpet 
of  all  the  Scan.dal  inTown,  was  by  to  be  a  Witnefs ;  ’twas 
very  difcreetly  done,  and  doubtlefs  would  be  aSecret  long. 

GOO  DVIL  E. 

Whirr, - nay  fince  it  is  fo,  what  the  Devil  fhould  I 

llrive  to  fmother  my  good  Adlions — Well,  if  you  will 
have  it  fo.  Madam  Viftoria  has  been  my  Miftrefs,  is  my 
Miftrefs,  and  fhall  be  my  Miftrefs,  and  what  a  Pox  would 
you  have  more  ?  and  fo  good  bye  to  you. 

Enter  Sir  Noble  Clumsey,  Caper,  and  Saunter. 
CLU  MS  ET. 

How’s  this  !  who’s  that  fpeaks  difhonourably  of  my 
Love,  and  Lady  that  fhall  be,  Victoria  ?  Before  George 
fhe’s  a  Queen,  and  whoever  fays  to  the  contrary,  I’ll  firft 
make  him  eat  my  Sword,  and  then  beat  out  his  Teeth 
with  the  Hilt  of  it, 

CAPER. 

Oh  !  dear  Madam,  yonder’s  all  the  Town  in  Mafque- 
rade  ;  won’t  you  walk  in  ?  they'll  be  gone  if  they  fee  no 
Company  ;  Jack  Truman,  dear  Jack,  pr’ythee  go  and 
take  one  Frilk  : — as  I  hope  to  be  faved,  there  are  three 
or  four  of  the  fineft  Ladies^-the  delicateft  fhaped  Women  ; 
1  am  fure  I  know  ’em  all. 


TRU- 
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TRUMAN. 

Sir,  I  wifli  you  good  Fortune,  but  I  dare  not  venture, 
you  know  my  Temper  ;  I  (hall  be  very  boifterous,  and 
millake  ’em  for  Whores,  tho’  if  they  be  of  your  Acquain¬ 
tance,  I  know  they  mull  be  of  Quality. 

CAPE  R. 

I  gad,  and  fo  they  are  ;  but  Mum  for  that - One 

of ’em  is  fhe  that  gave  me  this  Ring  ;  and  the  other  pre- 
fented  me  with  a  gold  enamell’d  Watch  could  not  coll 

lefs  than  thirty  Guineas ; - Trifles  Jack ,  which  I  have 

the  Fortune  to  meet  withal  fometimes. 

SAUNTER. 

Nay,  Sir,  you  mull  not  come  off  fo - Vifioria  your 

Miflrefs  ! 

G00DV1LE. 

Yes,  Sir,  and  how  are  you  concern’d  at  it  ? 

S  AUNT  E  R. 

Nay  Sr,  I  can  be  as  civil  as  any  Body — — VMoria 
your  Miflrefs ! 

GOOD  VILE. 

’Sdeath,  you  Coxcomb,  mind  your  flnging,  do  you 
Fear  ?  and  play  the  Fool  by  yourfelf,  or  — 

SAUNTER. 

Sing  Sir,  fo  I  can,  Fa,  la,  la,  la.  Sc c.  Viftoria.  your 
Miflrefs ! 

GOO  DV  1LE. 

Yes  Sir,  I  fay  my  Miflrefs. 

CLUMSEY. 

Ounds,  then  draw. 

VALENTINE. 

Hold  Sir  Noble,  you  are  too  furious ;  what’s  the  matter  ? 

CAPER. 

Why  how  now  Saunter  ?  How  doll  do  dear  Heart- 
Sir,  this  Gentleman’s  my  Friend,  ancL— — ■. 

GOO  D  VILE. 

Was  ever  Man  fo  overwhelm’d  with  Fools  ar,d  Block¬ 
heads?  Why  you  ill  order’d,  addle-pated,  wadling  Brace 

of 
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of  Puppies  : — —You  Fool  in  the  firft  place  fing  and  be 
fafe — and  you  flight  Grafshopper,  dance  and  divert  me  : 
Dance  Sirrah,  do  you  hear  ? 

CAPER. 

Dance  Sir,  and  fo  I  think  I  can,  S‘r,and  fence,  and  play 
at  Tennis,  and  make  love,  and  fold  up  a  Billet-Doux,  or 
any  Thing  better  than  you  Sir,  Dance  quoth  a — there.  Sir. 
Mrs.  GOO  DV  ILE. 

Nay  Sir  Noble,  not  only  fo,  but  own’d  and  boafted  of 

it  to  my  Face.  Told  me - 

CLU  MS  E  T. 

Soul  of  my  Honour,  ’tis  unpardonable  j  and  I’ll  eat  his 
Heart  for’t, 

GOOD  V IL  E. 

Dear  Raw-head  and  Bloody-bones,  be  patient  a  little-—. 
See,  fee,  you  Beagles,  Game  for  you,  frefli  Game  ;  that 
great  Towfer  has  flarted  it  already  ?  on,  on,  on,  halloo, 
halloo,  halloo.  [l Thrufts  'em  at  his  Wife,  and  Exit . 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

But  dear  Mr.  Caper,  Mafqueraders  did  you  fay  !  I’ll 
fwear  I’ll  among  ’em;  (hall  1  not  have  your  Company  i 
Oh  !  dear  Mafqueraders !  I’ll  vow  I  can  flay  no  longer. 

[Exit  hafiily. 

VALENTINE. 

Curfe  on  her,  {he’s  gone,  and  has  prevented  me— 
Caper,  Saunter,  did  you  not  hear  my  Lady  call  you  ? 
She’s  gone  to  the  Mafqueraders,  for  lhame  follow  her  ; 
lhe’11  take  it  ill  you  did  not  wait  on  her, 
SAUNTER. 

Faith  Caper  and  fo  (he  will.  Well,  I  am  refolv’d  to 

marry  Vifloria  for  fear  of  the  word  : - Madam,  your 

moll  devoted  Servant :  I  hope  our  Difference  with  Mr. 
Goodvile  to  night — y  ■■■■■— 

Mrs,  GOODVILE , 

Dear  Sir,  it  needs  no  Excufe. 

GAPER. 

My  Refentment,  Madam 


TRU- 
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TRU  M  AN. 

You  are  too  ceremonious,  Gentlemen,  and  my  Lady 
will  fear  (he  has  loft  you. 

CAPER. 

Dear  "Jack,  as  I  told  thee  before,  I  muft  bring  thee 
acquainted  with  thofe  Ladies.  ■ 

SJUNTER. 

Pr’ythee  put  on  a  Mafque,  and  come  among  us,  Jack, 
Faith  do. 

T  RU  MAN. 

Sirs,  I'll  wait  on  you  in  a  Moment. 

BOTH . 

Dear  Soul,  adieu.  [Embracing  him, 

F.xeunt  Singing  and  Dancing. 

TRUMAN. 

Thefe  Coxcombs,  Madam,  came  in  a  good  Time ;  they 
were  never  feafonable  before. 

Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V I L  E. 

D  ifeafes  andVifitations  are  neqeflary  fometimes  to  fweep 
away  the  noifome  Crouds  that  infeft  and  incumber  the 
World. 

MALAGENE. 

As  I  have  ofteti  faid  I  muft  publilh,  I  muft  fpread  ;  and 
fo  good  b’ye  to  you.  [Exit. 

Enter  L  e  t  t  I  c  E. 

LETT  ICE. 

Oh!  Madam,  yonder’s  ray  Mailer  raving  for  his  Coach: 
Bays  he’ll  into  the  Country  prefently  ;  Has  given  Order 
to  diiperfethe  Company  ;  what  will  you  do  ? 

Mrs.  G  0  0  D  V  I  L  E.. 

Let  him  go,’twere  pity  to  hinder  him  : — Ha,  ha,  ha,  into- 
the  Country  ?  I’d  as  foon  believe  he  would  turn  Capuchin. 
T  R  UMAN. 

But,  Madam,  it  was  inhumanly  done  to  come  yourfelf 
upon  him  :  One  would  have  thought  that  I  had  ufed  him 
bad  enough  for  the  wife  Miftake  he  made  of  ViRoria. 

Mrs . 
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Mrs.  G  O  0  D  V I L  E. 

I  would  not  have  mifs’d  it  for  the  World.  Now  would 
he  come  on  his  Knees  for  Composition  ;  and  if  I  do  not 
bring  nim  to  it  within  thefe  four  Hours - 

T  RU  MAN. 

Why,  Madam,  what  will  you  do  ? 

Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V 1  L  E. 

Put  on  all  the  notorious  Affectations  and  ridiculous 
Impertinences  that  ever  the  moil  eminent  of  our  Sex 
have  ftudy’d,  or  the  Coxcombs  of  your  Sex  admired  ; 
then  of  a  fudden  feem  to  grow  fond  of  both  thofe 
clincant  Fools,  which  I  am  fure  he  of  all  Things  loaths  ; 
yet  do  it  too  fo  fotc’dly,  that  he  himfelf  Shall  find  it  only 
intended  to  give  him  Vexation. 

7  RU  MAN. 

Have  you  then  malicioufly  defign’d,  in  fpite  of  Nature, 
to  keep  me  conftant  ? 

Mrs.  GOOD  FILE. 

Which  you  will  be  fure  to  be. 

TRUMAN* 

A  dozen  new  frefh  young  unfeen  Beauties,  and  the 
Devil  himfelf  in  the  Rear  of ’em, cannot  make  me  other- 
wife  ;  I  never  really  lov’d  or  liv’d  till  now.  There  is 
nothing  1  ’d  not  wifh  to-be,  except  the  very  Husband  him¬ 
felf,  rather  than  lofe  you. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Camilla. 

VALENTINE. 

Jack  Truman  / 

TRUMAN. 

Well,  Ned,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

VALENTINE. 

Treafon,  Truman  ;  your  being  here  with  Mrs.  Gcodvile 
I  fear  is  difcover’d  ;  I  heard  fome  fuch  Thing  whifper’d 
among  the  Mafqueraders,  and  Good-vile  himfelf  feems 
fuddenly  alter  d  ;  I  would  advife  you  to  come  and  fhevv 
yourfelf,  and  make  the  bell  on’t. 


Mrs. 
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Mn.  G  O  0  D  V 1  LE. 

Let  me  alone ;  I’ll  fecure  all,  I’ll  warrant  you.  I’m  fure 
he  can  have  nopofitive  Proofs :  I’ll  inilantly  go  and  put 
all  Things  in  a  Confufion,  contradifl  all  the  Orders  he 
has  given  for  going  in  the  Country  ;  fhut  up  myfelf  in 
my  Chamber,  and  not  hear  a  Word  of  him  dll  he  comes 

upon  Submiflion  j - Lettice,  follow  me  to  my  Chamber 

prefently.  [Exit. 

TRUMAN. 

Right  exquifite  Woman  and  Wife,  good  Luck  attend 
thee.  [Exit. 

LETTICE. 

Well,  my  Lady  certainly  of  a  young  Lady  knows  her 
Bufmefs,  and  underltands  the  managing  of  a  Husband 
the  bell:  of  any  Woman  in  the  World  :  I’ll  fwear  Ihe  is  an 
ingenious  Perfon  :  Forty  Ladies  now,  at  fuch  an  Accident, 
would  have  beenhurry’d  and  afraid,  and  thepoorWaicing- 
Woman  mull  have  been  fent  forward  and  backward,  and 
Backward  and  forward  to  hearken  and  enquire ;  but  Ihe 
fhows  all  her  Changes  in  a  Motion. 

Enter  G  o  o  d  v  i  l  e. 

„  GOO  DV  I  LE. 

How  now  Lettice  ?  where’s  your  Lady  ? 

LETTICE.  - 

Within  Sir,  in  her  Chamber. 

GOO  D  FILE. 

Are  you  fuie  of  it  ? 

LETTICE. 

She  commanded  me  to  follow  her  thither  but  now’. 

GOO  DV  1L  E. 

Is  Ihe  alone  there  ? 

LETTICE. 

Ay  Sir,  I’llaffure  you  (he  feldom  defires  Company — — 
But  I  mult  halten  and  follow  her. 

GOODV1LE. 

Stay  a  little,  are  you  fure  Ihe  was  in  the  Houfe,  before 
this  Dilturbancc  happened  in  the  Garden  ? 

r  *  LET- 
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L  E  TT IC  E. 

Sure  St!  why  I  myfelf  was  at  the  Chamber-Window 
with  her,  when  fultfhe  heard  you  exclaim  againft  Madam 
VtSloria  !  Poor  Creature,  I  was  afraid  fhe  would  have 
fallen  down  dead  on  the  Floor  :  I  catch’d  her  in  my  Arms, 
begg’d  her  on  my  Knees  not  to  run  out ;  but  Ihe  would 
hear  nothing,  but  in  fpite  of  Force  broke  from  me,  and 
came  hither  with  all  that  Impatience  and  Rage,  the  too 
fenfible  Refentment  of  your  Unkindnefs  had  rais’d  in  her. 

GO  OD  VILE. 

Get  you  in  prefently,  do  you  hear;  and  take  no  Notice 
of  what  I  have  faid  to  you,  as  you  tender  your  well-being. 
LETT  ICE, 

Yes  Sir ; — but  if  I  conceal  a  Word  of  it,  may  I  never 
ferve  a  London  Lady  again,  but  be  condemn’d  to  be  a 
CountryChamber-maid,and  kdIFleas  as  long  asl  Jive.[ Ex. 
GOODVILE. 

If  I  Ihould  have  been  in  the  wrong  all  this  while,  and 
miftaken  my  own  dear  Wife  for  Viftoria  ! — Ah  !  Curfe 
on  this  hot  Head  of  mine  !  Pox  on’t,  it  is  impollible  1  Yet 
that  mifchievous  Rogue  Malagtne  was  all  the  while  in 
the  Garden,  and  he  has  been  at  his  Doubts  and  Ambi¬ 
guities,  and  may-be’s  with  me  ;  — By  this  Light  I  am  a 
Cuckold,  ao  arrant  rank  ftinkbg  Cuckold. 

Enter  Victoria. 

VICTORIA. 

What  will  become  of  me  !  whither  fliall  I  fly  to  hide  my 
Misfortune  ?  Oh !  that  I  might  never  fee  the  Light  again, 
but  be  for  ever  conceal’d  in  thefe  Shades. 

GOODVILE. 

Dear  VtAoria,  is't  you  ?  be  free  with  me,  were  you 
reaPy  in  the  Garden  before  to-night,  or  no  ? 

VICTORIA. 

I  have  not  been  out  of  the  Houfe  fince  it  was  dark 
till  this  Minute,  nor  had  I  come  hither  now,  but  that  I 

am 
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am  deftitute  where  to  conceal  myfelf  from  the  malicious 
Eyes  and  Tongues  of  thofe  to  whom  your  Bafenefs  has 
given  an  Opportunity  of  triumphing  over  my  Misfortune 
and  ruin’d  Honour. 

GOO  D  V  IL  E. 

Be  not  fo  outrageous ;  I’ll  reconcile  all  yet. 

VICTORIA. 

Which  Way  is’t  poffible  ?  By  to  morrow  Morning  your 
very  Footmen  will  have  it  in  their  Mouths ;  and  Malagene, 
that  keeps  an  Office  of  Intelligence  for  all  the  Scandal  in 
Town,  will  be  fpreading  it  among  his  Coffee-Houfe 
Companions,  and  at  the  Play  whifper  it  to  the  Orange  - 
Women,  who  (hall  make  a  fulfom  Jeft  of  it  to  the  next 
Coxcomb  that  comes  in  half  drunk,  to  loll  and  play,  and 
be  naufeoufly  lewd  with  ’em  in  public. 

GOODVILE. 

I  tell  thee  it  fhall  not  be  ;  Malagene  s  my  Creature,  or 
at  leaft  henceforth  i’ll  make  him  fo;  I  have  Reafons  for 
it,  and  to  believe  alfo  that  my  Wife,  my  own  delicate 
damn’d  Wife,  was  the  fame  I  miftook  for  you  in  the 
Garden  to-night. 

VICTORIA. 

’Tis  true,  I  was  at  the  fame  Time  to  fee  for  her  in  her 
Chamber,  and  Ihe  was  not  there ;  but  cannot  believe  her 
in  the  leaft  guilty  of  what  you  feem  to  accufe  her  of. 

GOODVILE. 

Confound  her  l - (he’s  an  exqurfite  Jiilt,  thorough- 

pac’d  and  practis'd  in  all  the  cunning  Arts  and  Slights 
of  FaKhood  :  ’Sdeath  how  I  could  mince  her  !  But  here 
comes  Malavjne,  he  knows  all,  and  I’ll  make  him  con- 
fefs  all,  or  I’ll  murder  him. 

Enter  Malacene. 

Well  Sir,  what  fay  you  to  this  Matter  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Faith,  Bully  I  think  my  dear  Kinfwoman  has  maul’d 
you  to  fome  Purpofe ;  I’ll  fay  this  for  her,  (he  has  the 
3  true 
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true  Blood  of  the  Malagene’s  in  her :  Tol  Iol  dara  lal,  £sV. 

GOO  DV  I  L  E. 

What  is’tyou  mean,  Fool  ?  Be  plain,  and  unfold  yourfelf. 

MA  LAG  £  N  E. 

Why  you  mull  know,  Frank,  having  a  particular Efteem 
for  my  Family,  (the  nearell  Relation  of  which  I  would 
go  fifty  Miles  to  fee  hang’d)  I  do  think  her  a  very  a— 
But  no  more, - Mum,  dear  Heart,  Mum,  I  fay, 

GOO  D  VI  LE. 

What’s  that  you  fay  S:r,  what  do  you  think  my  Wife  I 

MALAGENE. 

Ay  what,  Frank  ?  what  now  ? 

GOOD  FILE. 

Nay  Sir,  that  you  mull  refolve  me. 

MALAGENE. 

Why  then  I’ll  tell  thee,  Frank  j  doll  thou  really  think 
I  love  thee  ? 

GOO  DV  1  LE. 

I  know  you’ll  fay  fo,  Sir,  becaufe  you  fear  me. 

MALAGENE, 

Then  pr’ythee  do  fo  much  as  lend  me  ten  Guineas  for 
a  Day  or  two. 

GOODVILE. 

Oh,  Sir,  to  the  purpofe,  to  the  purpofe,  be  brief. 

M  A  L  AG  E  N  E. 

Nay  then,  Mum,  I  fay  again. 

GOODVILE. 

Will  you  never  leave  vexing  me  with  your  Imperti¬ 
nence  ?  Mull  1  be  always  forc’d  to  ufe  you  ill,  to  bring 
you  to  Good-manners  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Faith,  Child,  I  am  loth  to  make  Mifchief;  I  have  been 
a  very  wicked  ill-natur’d  impudent  Fellow,  that’s  the 
Truth  on’t :  But  I  find  I  lofe  my  fell  by  it ;  the  very  Poets 
themfelves,  that  were  wont  to  Hand  in  awe  of  me,  care 
not  aLoufe  for  me  now ;  and  there’s  not  a  common  Whore 
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in  Town  but  calls  me  Rogue  and  Rafcal  to  my  Face,  as 
impudently  as  if  I  were  her  Pimp. 

GOO  DF IL  E. 

Therefore,  Sir,  refolve  to  turn  honeft,  and  be  juft  to 
your  Friend. 

— MALAGENE. 

The  Devil  take  me,  Frank ,  if  thou  art  not  a  very  im¬ 
pertinent  Fellow  : — Know  !  why  who  fhould  know  bet¬ 
ter  than  yourfelf  ?  ha  ! 

GO  OD  FILE. 

Here  are  five  Guineas  for  you,  upon  condition  you 
make  a  full  and  true  Relation  of  all  you  have  difcover’d 
this  Night. 

MALAGENE. 

I’ll  do’t  j  down  with  your  Duft. 

GOOD  F1L  E. 

What  will  not  this  Rakehell  do  to  borrow  Money  ?  I 
knew  him  make  love  to  a  Chamber  Maid  till  he  had 
borrow’d  Five  Pounds  of  her  at  half  a  Crown  a  Time. 
MALAGENE. 

Well  Frank  Good-vile,  you  may  think  as  you  pleafe  of 
me  ;  but  hang  me  like  a  Dog  if  I  am  not  a  very  honeft 

Fellow  in  my  Heart - You  would  have  me  deal  freely 

with  you,  you  fay,  in  this  Bufinefs  ? 

G  0  0  D  F 1 L  E. 

I  would  fo  Sir,  or  I  fhall  deal  very  roughly  with  you, 

MALAGENE. 

And  you  lent  me  thefe  five  Guineas  to  that  purpofe? 

GOODF1LE. 

You  are  much  in  the  right,  Sir. 

MALAGENE. 

Then  to  make  fhort  of  the  Matter ;  thou  art  as  arrant 
a  poor  filly  Cuckold  as  one  would  wilh  to  drink  withal, 
and  confound  me  if  I  fhall  not  be  afham’d  of  thyCompany. 
G  O  0  D  F 1  L  E. 

Confounded  Whore  ! - Oh  for  a  Legion  of  Devils  to 

hurry  her  to  Hell,  and  that  I  had  but  the  driving  of  ’em! 

MALA- 
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MAL  AG  E  NE. 

Nay,  nay,  Man,  fince  ’tis  fo,  never  be  angry  for  the 
Matter.  What  a  Pox,  you  thought  to  put  the  Miftrefs 
upon  Truman  ?  Truman  has  put  the  Cuckold  upon  you  ; 
Valentine  has  been  Pimp  in  the  Bufinefs;  and  the  Devil 
take  me  if  I  dont  think  myfelf  the  honefteft  Fellow 
amongft  you. 

VICTORIA , 

Now,  Sir,  confider  what  a  wretched  Thing  you  have 
made  me. 

GOOD  VIL  E. 

No  more.  I’m  thine  ';  and  here  I  feal  my  Heart  to  thee 
for  ever. 

M  A  L  AG  E  N  E. 

Well,FVtf«£,can  I  ferve  thee  any  farther  in  thisBufinefs  ? 

GO  O  D  V  ILF.. 

That,  Sir,  is  as  Time  fhall  try  :  And  to  convince  you 
how  fit  I  think  you  for  my  Purpofe  ;  I  know  you  are  a 
Rafcal  not  to  be  trufted  :  Therefore  obferve  it,  if  you 
offer  to  ftir  beyond  the  Limits  I  fet  you,  at  that  very  in- 
ftant  I’ll  murder  you. 

MALAGENE. 

Pr’ythee  talk  not  to  me  of  Limits  and  Murdering;  I 
hope  you  take  me.  Sir,  (under  the  Rofe)  for  no  Fool ; 
and  what  a  Pox  do  you  think  to  make  of  me  ? 

G  0  O  D  V 1  L  E, 

A  Spaniel  to  hunt  and  fet  the  Game  I  mean  to  take  : 
Oh !  Malagene,  there  will  be  Mifchief,  Malagene,  and 
new  ripe  frefh  Scandal  to  treat  of :  I  know  it  is  an  Office 
thou  lov’it,  and  therefore  do  it  to  oblige  thee. 

MALAG  E  NE. 

I’faith,  and  fo  I  do  with  all  my  Heart :  But,  Frank ,  I 
don’t  knowhow  this  Bufmefs  will  be  brought  about  well  : 
I  have  promis’d  to  meet  two  or  three  hearty  old  Souls  to¬ 
morrow  at  Dinner,  to  fwear  and  drink,  and  talk  Bawdy 
a.r  d  Treafon  together  for  an  Hour  or  two  j  they  are  all 
Atheifts,  and  very  honeft  Fellows. 
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GOO  DV 1LE. 

O  Sir  you  may  be  hang’d  in  good  Time  :  Bat  for  this 
prefent  Occalion  1  mull  ule  you :  Viftoria,  do  you  with  all 
your  utmoll  Art  dilTemble  but  the  leaft  Knowledge  of 
what  has  happen’d  to  night  :  and  Sir,  do  you  keep  ftill 
that  lying  fnearing  ugly  merry  Face  which  you  always 
wear  when  you  defign  Mifchief:  I’ll  pretend  this  Morn¬ 
ing  to  puifue  my  Defign  of  going  into  the  Country ; 
then  when  they  are  in  the  Height  of  their  Pleafures  and 
Affurance  of  their  Safety,  return  and  furprize  ’em. 
VICTORIA. 

But  do  you  believe,  Sir,  that  you  can  utterly  abandon 
all  Senfeof  your  paft  Love  and  Tendtrnefs  for  a  Woman 
who  has  been  fo  dear  to  you  ?  You  will  be  apt  to  relapfe 
again. 

GOOD  V ILE. 

I  will  fooner  return  to  my  Vomit:  I  am  rather  glad 
of  the  Occafion  to  be  rid  of  fo  troublefome  uneafya  Bur¬ 
den  :  A  Wife  after  a  Year,  like  a  Garment  that  has  been 
worn  too  long,  hangs  loofe  and  aukwardly  on  a  Man, 
and  grows  a  Scandal  to  him  that  wears  it. 

VICTORIA. 

But  can  you  then  refolve  to  quit  and  difown  her  for  ever  ? 

G  0  O  D  V I  L  E. 

For  ever,  my  ViSloria  ! — —No  more,  but  ftraight  go 

to  thy  Chamber,  and  wait  for  the  happy  HTue  ; - You, 

Sir,  keep  clofe  to  me.  ■  —  .  Quit  her !  as  chearfully  as  I 
would  a  Shoe  that  wrings  me.  Then  how  loofely  Ihall 
1  move. 

Free  and  unbounded  tafte  the  Sweets  of  Life  ! 

Love  where  I  pleafe,  and  know  no  more  the  Strife 

That’s  bred  by  that  domeftic  Plague  call’d  Wife. 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  Victoria*!  Chamber. 

Enter  VICTORIA. 
VICTORIA. 

NOW  I  am  fatisfy’d  I  mult  be  wretched  !  Oh  Love  ! 

Unhappy  Womens  Carle,  and  Mens  flight  Game 
to  pafs  their  idle  Time  at :  I  find  too  in  myftlf  the  com¬ 
mon  Companion  of  Infamy,  Malice.  Has  Goodvile’ s 
Wife  ever  wrong’d  me  r  Never.  Why  then  Ihould  I 
confpire  to  betray  her  ?  No,  let  my  Revenge  light 
wholly  on  that  falfe  perjur’d  Man;  as  he  ha$  deceiv’d 
and  ruin'd  me,  I’ll  play  falfe  with  him,  make  myfelf 
privy  to  his  whole  Defign  of  furprizing  Truman  and  his 
Wife  together:  Then  like  a  true  Miftrefs  betray  his 
Counfels  to  her,  that  fhe  like  a  true  Wife  may,  fpite  of 
his  Teeth,  deceive  him  quite,  and  fo  I  have  the  Pleafure 
of  feeing  him  afeal’d  ftigmatiz’d  fond  believing  Cuckold  ; 
’twill  at  leaft  be  fome  Eafe  to  me.  Here  he  comes  equipp’d 
and  prepar’d  for  the  pretended  Journey. 

Enttr  Goddvile  and  Boy. 
GOODV1LE. 

Go  bid  the  Coachman  halten.and  get  all  Things  ready  ; 
I  am  uneafy  till  I  am  gone,  ’  fis  Time  we  were  fee  out. 
The  Wolves  have  prey'd ,  and  look  the  gentle  Day , 
Bifore  the  Wheels  of  Phoebus,  all  about 
Dapples  the  drovofy  Eaf  with  Spots  of  Gray. 

Wife!  adieu  dear  Wife.  Ah  my  Victoria,  up  already  ?  fo 
diligent  to  wifh  me  a  happy  Journey  ?  Certainly  my  good 
Angel  is  like  thee, and  vvhenfoever  I  err  muft  meet  me  in 
thy  Shape,  and  with  fuch  Softnefs  fmile  and  direfl  ine. 
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VICTORIA . 

As  tbo/e  ’whom  Will  -with  the  Whifp  bewitches 
Thro ’  B  gs ,  thro'  Hedges,  and  thro ’  Ditches. 

G  O  O  DV1L  E. 

No,  thou  haft  led  me  out  of  the  crooked  froward  Road 
of  Matrimony,  into  the  pleafant  eafy  Path  of  Love,  where 
I  can  never  lofe  my  Way,  and  muft  be  always  happy. 
But  where’s  Malagene  ? 

VICTORIA. 

Below  with  Sir  Noble.  Whilft  the  Butler  was  afleep, 
they  ftole  the  Key  from  him  :  And  there  they  are  with 
the  fat  red-fac’d  Fiddler  that  plays  upon  the  Bafe,  fitting 
crofs-leg’d  upon  the  Floor,  ftripp’d  to  their  Shirts,  and 
drinking  baudy  Healths. 

GOO  DV IL  E. 

That  fulfome  Rogue  will  ruin  all  our  Bufinefs.  See 
here  what  I  have  difeovered  juft  now  in  the  private  Cor¬ 
ner  of  a  Window,  (a  Place  I  fuppofe  appointed  for  the 
Purpofe)  I  found  this  Billet  to  my  fweet  Wife. 

Reads.  If  Good  vile  goes  out  of  Town  this  Morning ,  let 
me  know  it,  that  I  may  wait  on  you,  and  tell 
you  the  refi  of  my  Heart,  for  you  do  not  know 
bw  much  I  love  you  yet.  Truman. 

Now  if  I  am  not  a  Cuckold,  let  any  honeft  Wittal  judge 
ha,  ha,  ha.  How  it  pleafes  me  !  Blood  !  Fire  !  and  Dag¬ 
gers  ! 

VIC  TO  R  I  A. 

But,  Sir,  what  do  you  refolve  on  ? 

G  0  0  D  V  1LE. 

As  I  told  thee,  inftantly  to  pretend  a  Journey  out  of 
Town,  and  return  and  furprize  ’em  ;  for  I  am  fure  they’ll 
rot  be  long  afunder  when  I  am  out  of  the  Way  :  Oh  !  this 
Billet  is  a  very  honeft  Billet,  and  I  know  won’t  lye. 
But  why  fhould  I  fpend  my  Time  in  talking  of  what  but 
vexes  me  when  Pleafures  are  fo  near  me  ?  come  my 
Vidleria,  take  me  to  thyArms,  a  Moment’s  Joy  with  thee 
would  fweeten  Years  of  Cares.  The  Devil . 


Enter 


Friendship  in  Fashion.  103 
Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile  and  Lettice. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Good  Morning  to  you,  Sir. 

G  O  ODV1L  E. 

Good  Night  to  you.  Madam. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

How  fo,  Sir? 

GOO  DVIL  E. 

Why  good-night  or  good-morrow  ’tis  all  one  ;  Cere¬ 
mony  is  the  lead  Thing  I  take  care  of:  You  fee  I  am  bufy. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

I  mull  confefs,  confidering  the  humhle  Duty  of  a  Wife, 
’tis  fomething  rude  in  me  to  interrupt  you  ;  but  I  hope, 
when  you  know  my  Intentions,  you’ll  pardon  me. 
They  were  only  to  take  a  civil  Leave  of  you  :  I  find 
you  are  preparing  for  the  Country,  Sir. 

GOODVILE. 

Ay  !  a  little  Air  will  be  very  feafonable  at  prefent. 
Madam  ;  I  fhall  grow  rank  elfe,  and  all  the  Company  I 
keep  will  fmell  me  out. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Oh  !  what  Joy  will  fill  each  neighbouring  Village, 
to  hear  our  Landlord’s  Honour’s  coming  down.  The  Bells 
fhall  jingle  out  of  Tune  all  Day  ;  and  at  Night  the  Cu¬ 
rate  of  the  Hamlet  comes  in  the  Name  of  the  whole  Pa- 
rifh  to  bid  his  Patron  welcome  into  the  Country,  and 
invite  himfelf  the  next  Lord’s  Day  to  Dinner. 

GOODVILE. 

I  am  glad  to  fee  you  fo  pleafant.  Madam. 

Mrs.  GOOD  VILE. 

Then  the  next  Morning  our  Tenant’s  dainty  Daughter 
is  fent  with  a  Prefent  of  Pippins  of  the  largeil  Size,  cull’d 
by  the  good  old  Drudge  her  Mother,  which  (he  delivers 
with  a  Curt’fy,  and  blufhes  in  expedlation  of  what  his 
Worlhip  will  bellow  upon  her. 
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G  O  0  D  V  1  L  E. 

Oh  Madam,  let  not  any  Thoughts  of  that  Nature 
didurb  you  ;  I  (hall  leave  all  my  wanton  Inclinations  here, 
and  only  pleafe  myfelf  when  Tam  there  fometimes  to 
contemplate  your  Ladylhip’s  Pi&ure  in  the  Gallery. 

Mrs.  G  O  0  D  V 1  L  E. 

Then  come  the  Country  Squires;  and  their  Dogs,  the 
cleanlier  Sort  of  Creatures  of  the  two :  Straight  we’re 
invited  to  the  noble  Hunt,  and  not  a  Deer  in  all  the 
Fored’s  fafe. 

GOO  DV 1  LE. 

No,  Madam  ;  no  horn’d  Bead  (hall  fuller  for  my 
Pleafure  ;  I  am  lately  grown  a  Philofoper,  Madam;  and 
find  we  ought  not  to  hurt  our  Fellow-Creatures. 

Mrs.  GO  0  DV  I  LE. 

What  is  the  Reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

G  0  O  DV  1 L  E. 

Whatis’t  I  would  not  do  to  purchafe  Quietnefs  ?  Your 
injurious  Sufpicions  of  me  were  tolerable,  but  the  Wrongs 
your  Jedoufy  h:;s  done  Vidor  ia- 

Mrs.  GOO  DV1LE. 

I  jealous  of  Vidor i a  !  No,  the’  my  Pafiion  lad  Night 
made  me  extravagant  when  I  difeoter’d  you  with  that 
naughty  Lady  Squesmijb,  which  I  can  eafily  forgive,  if 
you’ll  but  promife  to  forget  her;  For  I  am  confident  it 
was  your  fird  Tranfgreffion. 

G  0  0  D  VI  LE. 

Very  quaint  and  pretty. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Yet  I  am  too  well  fatisfy’d  of  VilLria  sVirtue,  for  (he’s 
my  Ftiend  ;  and  tho’  I  fhou’d  fee  her  in  your  Arms,  I 
could  not  harbour  fuch  a  Thought.  No,  Vidoria,  you 
rr  ud  love  me,  and  I’ll  love  you  ;  you  lhall  call  me  your 
Love,  and  I’ll  call  you  my  Dear,  and  we'll  always  go  to 
the  Piay  together,  and  to  the  Park  together,  and  every 
where  together ;  and  when  Mr.  GiodviU'h  out  of  Town, 
we’ll  lie  together. 
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Enter  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Sir,  the  Coach  is  ready. 

GOOD  V 1L  E. 

You  think,  Madam,  you  have  a  fine  eafy  Fool  to  play 
withal,  but  the  Gaynefs  of  your  Face  is  too  thin  to  hioe 
the  Rancour  of  your  Heart ;  and  fo  my  dear  jocund  witty 
Devil  Wife,  I  take  my  leave  of  you,  never  more  from 
this  Minute  to  look  on  you. 

Mrs.  G  O  0  D  V  1  L  E. 

Are  you  then  inexorahle  ?  Relentlefs  cruel  Man  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Good  eafy -melting  kind -hearted  Woman, farewell.  [Fa1. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Ah  wretched  me  ! 

L  ETT  ICE. 

My  Lady  fwoons.  Dear  Madam  Vifloria ,  batten  and 
bring  my  Matter  back  again  j  you  can  do  any  Thing 
with  him.  [  Ex.  Victoria. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE , 

No,  no,  Lettice!  Let  him  alone,  art  thou  fare  he’s  gone. 

LETT  1C  E. 

I  hope  fo,  Madam. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Then  fo  foon  as  I  am' return’d  to  my  Chamber,  be 
fure  you  go  yourfelf  to  Mr.  Truman,  and  tell  him  if  he 
has  nothing  elfe  to  do  he  may  come  hither  to-day. 

Enter  Victoria. 

VI  CTO  R  1A. 

There  is  no  prevailing  with  him,  he  cries  aloud  his 
Houfe  is  infe&ed,  and  that  no  Man  that  values  his  Health 
will  (lay  in  it.  My  Lady  Squeamijb  too  is  arriv’d  juft  as 
he  lefc  the  Door ;  1  am  fure  lhe’11  come  in  j  will  you  fee 
her,  Madam  f 
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Mrs.  GOO  D  V  1LE. 

Oh  I  am  fick  at  the  very  Name  of  her  :  Let  all  the 
Doors  be  barr’d  againft  her,  and  Gunpowder  put  under 
each  Threlhold  Place,  ready  to  blow  her  up  if  fhe  but 
offer  an  Entrance.  Lettice,  lend  me  your  Hand  a  little ;  I’ll 
to  my  Chamber  inftantly  :  Oh  my  Head  !  [£*.  with  Let. 
VICTORIA 

This  Management  of  hers  fo  charms  me,  that  I  can 
almoft  forget  all  the  Mifchief  fhe  has  done  me  :  ’tis  true 
fhe  reproach’d  me,  but  ’twas  done  fo  handfomely  that  I 
doubly  deferv’d  it  to  have  taken  Notice  of  it. 

Enter  Lady  S  Q_u  E  a  m  I  s  H. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH* 

Oh  Dear,  Viftoria,  what  will  become  of  me !  I  am  loft 
and  undone  for  ever  ;  Oh  I  fhall  die,  I  fhall  die  !  the 
Lord  of  my  Heart,  the  Jewel  of  my  Soul  is  falfe  to  me. 

VICTORIA 

What  ails  your  Ladyfhip  J  furely  fhe’s  diftradled. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  Goodvile,  Good-vile!  the  falfe,  cruel,  remorfelefs 
Goodvile  !  I  came  juft  as  his  Coach  was  parting  from 
the  Door,  yet  he  would  not  fpeak  to  me,  would  hardly  fee 
me,  but  away  he  drove,  and  fmiling  mock’d  my  Sorrows. 

VICTORIA. 

Alas!  herLadyfhip  is  paffionate,as  I  live  very  pafiionate. 
Lady  S  QJJEA  M  I  S  H. 

So  The/eus  left  the  wretched  Ariadne  on  the  Shore;  fo 
fled  the  falfe  /Eneas  from  his  Dido. 

VICTORIA. 

What  could  you  expett  lefs  of  him,  Madam  ?  Fal- 
fhood  is  his  Province  :  Your  Ladyfhip  fhould  have  made 
Choice  of  a  civil  fober  difcreet  Perfon ;  but  Goodvile  you 
know  is  a  Spark,  a  very  Spark. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

That  has  been  my  Ruin  ;  it  was  therefore  I  adored  him  : 

What  Woman  would  doat  on  a  dull  melancholy  Afs, 

becaufe 
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becaufe  (he  might  be  fure  of  him?  No,  a  Spark  is  my 
Life,  my  Darling,  the  Joy  of  my  Soul.  Oh  how  I  doat 
on  a  Spark  ?  I  could  live  and  die  with  a  .Spark.  Vifioria 
I  make  you  a  Confident,  and  you  muft  pardon  me  for 
robbing  you  of  Mr.  Goodvile :  Come,  come,  I  know  all. 

VICTORIA. 

Your  Lady(hip  knows  more  than  all  the  World  befides. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

And,  as  I  was  faying,  A  Spark  is  the  deareft  Thing  to 
me  in  the  World  ;  I  have  had  Acquaintance  I  think  with 
all  the  Sparks.  Well,  one  of  ’em  that  you  know  was 
a  fweet  Perfon  :  Oh  he  danc’d,  and  fung,  and  dreft  to  a 
Miracle,  and  then  hefpoke  French  as  if  he  had  been  bred 
all  his  life-time  at  Paris ,  and  admir’d  every  thing  that 
was  French  :  Befides,  he  would  look  fo  languifhingly,  and 
lifp  fo  prettily  when  he  talk’d  ;  and  then  never  wanted 
Difcourfe  ;  I’ll  fwear  he  has  entertain’d  me  two  Hour3 
together  with  the  Defcription  of  an  Equipage. 

VICTORIA.  . 

That  muft  needs  be  very  charming. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

But  Mr.  Goodvile  was  a  Wit  too:  Oh  I  never  had  a 
Wit  before,  for  to  fpeak  the  Truth,  now  I  think  on’t  bet¬ 
ter,  all  my  Lovers  have  been  a  little  foolifli  I’ll  fwear, 
ha,  ha,  ha  !  [57r  Noble  and  Mai.  at  the  Door  drunk. 

MALAGENE. 

Scour,  fcour,  fcour. 

C  LUMSET. 

Down  goes  the  Main-Mall,  down,  down,  down.  [ They 
enter.']  Malagene,  roar,  roar,  and  ravifh,  here  are  Punks 
in  beaten  Sattin,  Sirrah  j  Termagant,  triumphant,  firft- 
rate  Punks,  you  Rogue. 

VICTORIA. 

How  came  thefe  Ruffians  here  ? 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Ruffians !  do  you  know  who  you  talk  to,  Madam  ?  I 
am  a  civil,  fober,  difcreet  Perfon  ;  and  come  particularly 
to  embrace  thy  lovely  Body. 


MA- 
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M  A  L  A  G  E  N  E. 

I.ook  you,  Madam,  make  no  Noife  about  this  Matter, 
Th's  is  a  Perfon  of  Quality,  and  a  Friend  of  mine,  there¬ 
fore  pray  be  civil. 

Lady  S  QJJ  E  A  M 1  S  H. 

Has  Mr.  Goodvile  left  no  Footmen  at  home  to  cudgel 

fuch  Fops?  Fogh - - - how  like  drunken  Journey  men- 

Taylors  they  look  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Journeymen, Madam  I  hold  there!  none  of  your  Lady - 
fhip’s  Journeymen,  that’s  one  Comfort !  Woe  to  the 
poor  Devil  that  is,  I  fay. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Were  Mr.  Goodvile  at  home  you  durft  not  talk  thus, 
you  fcandalous  Fellow. 

MALAGENE. 

Goodvile,  fay  you-— hark  you,  my  Dear,  were  he  here 
in  Perfon,  I  would  firit  of  all  decently  kick  him  out  of 
Doors,  then  turn  up  thy  Keel,  and  difcover  here  to  thy 
Kinfm2n  what  a  leeky  VelTel  thou  art. 

CL  U  MS  E  r. 

Why,  what  is  that  Goodvile  ?  will  he  wrellle  ?  or  will 
he  box  for  fifty  pound.  Look  you,  this  Fellow  is  myPimp. 

’  Pis  true,  his  Countenance  is  none  of  the  belt :  but  he’s 
a  neat  Lad,  and  keeps  good  Company. 

MALAGENE. 

Hark  you,  Knight  :  you’ll  bear  me  out  of  this  Bufi- 
nefs,  Knight :  For,  under  the  Rofe,  I  have  Apprehenfion, 
that  this  Carcafe  of  mine  may  fuffer  eTfe. 

CLU  MS  E  r. 

No  more  of  that,  Pv.ogue!  no  more.  Take  notice  good 
People,  this  civil  Perfon  fhn.ll  marry  my  Sifter :  the  is  a 
pretty  hopeful  Lady— T'rnly  Ihe  is  not  full  thirteen— but 
fhe  has  had  two  Children  already.  Odd’s  heart. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMIS  H. 

Ridiculous  Oaf. 
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CLUMS  E  r. 

Come  let  us  talk  Bawdy. 

VICTORIA. 

I’ll  call  thofe  lhall  talk  with  you  prefently.  \Ex.  Vitt. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Wheugh — — (he’s  gone. 

Lady  S$JJE  AMISH. 

Beall  !  Brute !  Barbarian  !  Sot  ! 

CLUMS  ET. 

Oh  law !  my  Aunt  1  what  have  I  done  now  ?  Madam, 

as  I  hope  to  be - - 

[ Runs  aga'tnji  her,  and almoft  beats  her  backward. 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  help ;  I  am  murder’d  1  Oh  my  Head  ! 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Nay,  Lady,  that  was  no  Fault  of  mine:  You  fhall  fee 
I’ll  keep  my  Diftancej  and  (as  I  was  faying)  if  I  have 
offended—— 

[  Reels  agatnji  a  Table,  and  throws  down  a  China  far, 
and  Jeveral  little  China  Di/hes. 

Lady  S  2>U  E  AMISH. 

Oh  infufferable  !  quickly,  quickly,  a  Porter  and  Bafket, 
to  carry  oat  this  Swine  to  a  Dunghill. 

CLUMS  Er. 

Look  you,  Madam,  no  harm  !  no  harm  1  you  lhall 
fee  me  behave  myfelf  notably  yet — as  for  example— 

fuppofe  now - fuppofe  this  the  Door  [G«j  to  the  Door. 

Very  well ;  thus  then  I  move - 

[5  teps  forwards  and  leaves  his  Peruke  on  one  of  the  Hinges, 
Hah,  who  was  that  ?  Rogues !  Dogs !  Sons  of  Whores ! 

Enter  Servants, 
i  SERVANT. 

Such  as  we  are,  Sir,  you  lhall  find  us  at  your  Service. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Murder,  Murder,  Murder !  « 
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malagene. 

When  there  is  fuch  Odds,  a  Man  may  with  Honour 
retire  and  Heal  off.  [Ex.  Mai. 

Enter  Caper  and  Saunter. 

CAPER. 

Where  is  this  Rafcal?  this  Coxcomb  ?  this  Fop?  how 
dare  you  come  hither,  Sir,  to  affront  Ladies  and  Perfons 
of  Quality  ? 

C  LU  MS  E  r. 

Sir, your  humble  Servant :  Did  you  fee  my  Perriwig  ? 

CAPER. 

Sir,  you  are  an  Afs ;  and  never  wore  a  Perriwig  in  your 
Life  :  Jernie,  what  a  Bulh  of  Briars  and  Thorns  is 
here  ?  The  Mane  of  my  Lady  Squeamitb' s  Shock  is  a 
Chedreux  to  it. 

C  LU  MS  ET. 

Why,  Sir,  I  know  who  made  it.  He  was  an  honeft 
Fellow,  and  a  Barber,  and  one  that  lov’d  Mufic  and 
Poetry. 

SAUNTER. 

How  Sir ! 

CAPER. 

But,  Sir,  come  clofe  to  the  Bufinefs :  How  durft  you 
treat  Ladies  fo  rudely  as  we  faw  you  but  now  ?  Anfwer 
to  that,  and  tell  not  us  of  Mufic  and  Poetry. 

CLU  MS  EY. 

Why,  he  had  all  Wejhninfter  Drollery,  and  Oxford 
Jefts  at  his  Fingers  Ends.  And  for  the  Cittern,  if  ever 
Troy  Town  were  a  Tune,  he  matter'd  it  upon  that  In- 
ttrument,  when  he  was  our  Butler  in  the  Country :  An 
old  Maid  of  my  Grandmother’s  took  great  Delight  in  him 
for  it. 

SAUNTER. 

But,  Sir,  this  is  nothing  to  our  Bufinefs. 

C  LU  MS  EY. 

Bufinefs !  hang  Bufinefs !  I  hate  a  Man  of  Bufinefs  : 
If  you’ll  drink,  or  whore,  break  Windows,  or  commit 
Murder,  lam  for  you.  CAPER. 
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CAPER. 

Sir,  will  you  fight  f 

clu  ms  e  r. 


Fight !  with  whom  ?  for  what  ? 

CAPER. 


With  me. 
With  me. 


SAUNTER. 
CLU  MS  ET. 
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Ay,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart ;  I  love  fighting,  Sir. 

CAPER. 

But  will  you,  Sir  ?  dare  you  ? 

SAUNTER. 

Ay  Sir,  will  you  fight  ?  do  you  think  you  dare  fight  ? 

CLU  M  SET. 

Why,  you  fvveet  perfum’d  Jeflamine  Knaves !  you 
Rogues  in  Buckram  !  were  there  a  Dozen  of  you,  I’d 
beat  you  out  of  your  artificial  Svveetnefs  into  your  own 
natural  Ranknefs.  You  Stinkards  !  (hall  I  draw  my  Cer- 
btrus  and  cut  you  off,  you  gaudy  Popinjays  ? 

CAPER. 

This  Fellow’s  mad,  Saunter  !  (lark  mad,  by  Jerico  : 
Dear  Knight,  how  long  haft  thou  been  in  this  Pickle  ? 
this  Condition,  Knight  ?  ha  ? 

C  LUMSET. 

What  Pickle  ?  what  Condition  ?  you  Worms. 

SAUNTER. 

Ay,  ay,  ’tis  fo,  the  poor  Devil  muft  to  Bedlam  :  Bed¬ 
lam,  Knight,  the  Mad -man’s  Hofpital. 

C  LUMSET. 

What  will  become  of  you  then,  you  Vermin  ;  There’s 
never  an  Hofpital  for  Fools  yet ;  Mercy  on  me  if  there 
were  !  how  many  handfome  Fellows  in  this  Town  might 
be  provided  for  ?  [ Fiddles  play  within. 

CAPER. 


Hey-day,  Fiddles ! 


S  A  UN- 
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S  AU  NT  E  R. 

Madam  Good-vile ,  hearing  we  were  here,  hath  Tent  for 
me  on  purpofe  to  regale  us. 

Enter  Mi  /.Goodvi  ie,  Lady  Sque  amish  with  the  fid¬ 
dles  playing.  Saunter  falls  to  ftng  the  T utie  wit/?  'em , 

and  Caper  dances  to  it.  Lettjce. 

Mrs.  GO  O  D  V I  L  E. 

Let  my  Servants  take  Care  that  all  the  Doors  ftand 
open;  I’ll  have  Entrance  deny ’d  to  no  one  foolinTown. 
Mr  .Caper  and  Mr.  Saunter  here?  then  we  can  neve? 
want  Company.  Come,  Madam,  let  us  begin  the  Re¬ 
vels  of  the  Day;  I  long  to  enjoy  the  Freedom  1  am 
Miftrefs  of.  Let  tic e,  try  your  Vow. 

Lady  S  QU  E  AMISH. 

Oh  Madam  !  this  gallant  Spirit  ravilhes  me.  Dear 
Mr.  Caper,  you  and  Mr.  Saueiter  were  horn  to  be 
happy  !  Madam  Goodvite  has  refolved  to  facrifice  this  Day 
to  Pieafure - what  lhall  we  do  with  ourfelves  ? 

CAPER. 

Do,  Madam  !  we’ll  dance  for  ever. 

Lady  S  $JJ  E  AMIS  H. 

Oh,  ay  dance. 

S  AUNTER. 

And  ling. 

Lady  S  QJUEAMIS  H, 

And  fing. 

BOTH, 

And  love. 

Lady  S  $jj  E  A  M 1 S  H. 

Oh  ay,  love  !  but  Madam  Good-vile  have  you  refolv’d 

to  wear  the  Willow,  and  be  very  melancholy - ha,  ha, 

h3, - Fiddles!  where  are  you?  I  cannot  endure  you 

out  of  my  fight. 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V  1 L  E. 

Willow!  hang  it,  give  it  to  Country- Girls  that  figh 
for  Clowns ;  and  Melancholy  is  a  Difcafe  for  Bankrupt 

Beauty  t 
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Beauty  :  I  have  yet  a  Stock  of  Youth  and  Charms,  un- 
fully’d  by  the  Hands  of  Age  or,  Care  ; 

And  whilji  that  lafts,  what  IV man  would  defpair  ? 

C  LV  MS  E  r. 

In  the  mean  time  I’ll  fcout  out  for  a  Doxy  of  my  Ac¬ 
quaintance  hard  by,  return  in  Triumph,  and  let  Vidloria 
go  hang  and  defpair. 

Sing?. 

To  love  is  a  Plea/ure  di-vine , 

Tit  I'll  never  Jigh  or  be  Jad ; 

They  are  Coxcombs  thet  languijh  and  pine , 

So  long  as  Whores  are  to  be  had.— To  daroll,  darolda . 

Lady  S  %U  E  AMISH. 

Oh  fecure  that  deform’d  Monfter,  that  Rebel  of  mine  : 
Fellows  take  care  of  him,  and  keep  him  up  till  I  talk 
with  him,  and  make  him  fenfible  of  his  Enormities. 

CL  VMS  EY. 

Slaves  avaunt  J  if  my  Lady  will  have  it  fo,  I’ll  walk 
foberly  into  the  Garden,  and  confider  of  what  is  paft. 

To  love  is  a  Pleafure,  &c.  [-Eat.  Clum. 

Mrs.  GOODVJLE. 

Lrttice  ? 

LETTICE. 

Madam. 

Mrs.  GO  O  DV  1L  E. 

Is  Mr.  Truman  come  ? 

LETTICE. 

He’ll  be  here  prefently,  Madam. 

Enter  Page  with  a  Letter . 

PAGE. 

A  Letter  for  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mis.  GOO  DV1L  E. 

Who  brought  it  ? 

PAGE. 

A  Porter^brought  it  to  the  Door,  Madam  :  But  faid  he 
had  no  Orders  to  flay  for  an  Anfwer.  [£*.  Page. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V  1  L  E. 

A  Woman’s  Hand. 

Reads.  Mr.  GoodvileV  Journey  out  of  Town  is  but  a 
Pretence  :  He  is  jealous  of  you  and  Mr.  Truman,  you  will 
fnd  him  anon  return'd  in  hopes  to  furprize  you  together. 
Tho'  he  has  trujled  me  with  the  Secret,  and  oblig'd  me  to 
afjift  him  in  it ;  yet  I  would  ev.de amour  by  this  D  if c  ornery 
to  perfuade  you  that  1  am  your  real  Servant,  Vidloria. 

Pojlcript.  Beware  of  Malagene,  for  he’s  appointed  the 
Spy  to  betray  you. 

This  is  generoufly  done,  Vidloria,  and  I’ll  ftudy  to  de- 
ferveit  of  thee:  Now,  if  I  plague  not  this  wife  jealous 
Husband  of  rnine,  let  all  Wives  curfe  me,  and  Cuckolds 
laugh  at  me  twiddles  lead  in  !  Mr.  Caper  and  Mr.  Saun¬ 
ter,  pray  wait  on  my  Lady,  and  entertain  her  a  little  : 
I’ll  follow  you  prefen tly. 

Lady  S  QJJE  AMISH. 

Come,  Mr.  Caper,  will  you  walk  ? 

CAPER. 

A  Coranto,  Madam. 

Lady  S  QUE  AMISH. 

Ay,  tejadioufand,  ten  thoufand,  Mr.  Saunter,  I  would 
be  always  near  you  too  !  Oh  for  a  Grove  now,  and  a 
purling  Brook  wi  h  that  delightful  charming  Voice  of 
yours !  Come  let  us  walk,  and  ftudy  which  way  to  divert 
ourfelves. 

CAPER. 

Allons !  for  Love  and  Pleafure  :  By  thefe  Hands — — 
S  AUNT  E  R. 

By  thofe  Eyes - 

Lady  SQUEAMISH. 

Oh  no  more  !  no  more  :  I  fhall  be  loft  in  Happinefs. 

( Exeunt . 

Mrs.  GO  0  D  V  1L  E. 

So,  this  Confort  of  Fools  fhall  be  the  Chorus  to  my 
Farce ;  now  all  the  Malice,  Ill-Nature,  Falfliood,  and 
Hypocrify  of  my  Sex  infpire  me,  Lettice !  fee  Camilla 

be 
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be  fent  for  inftantly,  (he  (hall  join  with  me  in  my  Re¬ 
venge,  (he  has  Reafon  ;  Mr.  Valentine,  I  fuppofe,  will 
be  here  with  Mr.  Truman . 

Enter  Mr.  Truman. 

TRUMAN. 

And,  think  you.  Madam,  he  durft  not  anfwer  a  fair 
Lady’s  Challenge  without  a  Second  ? 

Mrs.  GOO  D  V 1L  E. 

You  would  pretend,  I’ll  warrant  you,  to  be  very  flout. 
You  Heftors  in  Love,  areas  arrant  Cheats  as  Hedtors  in 
fighting,  that  blufter,  rant,  and  make  a  Noife  for  the 
prefent ;  but  when  they  come  to  the  Bus’nefs,  prove  er¬ 
rant  Daftards,  and  good  for  nothing. 

TR  UMAN. 

But,  Madam,  you  lhould  find  I  dare  do  fomething, 
would  you  but  be  civil  and  hand  your  Ground. 

Mrs.  GOOD  VIL  E. 

What  think  you  tho’  of  a  Cut-throat  Husband  now 
behind  the  Hangings  ?  what  would  become  of  you  then  ? 
TRUMAN. 

Whilfl  I  have  fuch  Beauty  on  my  Side,  nothing  can 
hurt  me. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Then,  Sir,  prepare  yourfelf ;  Mr.  Goodvile  is  really 
jealous,  and  miftrufts  all  or  more  than  has  paft  between 
us.  His  Journey  out  of  Town  was  but  a  Pretence,  but 
we  (hall  fee  him  inflantly  in  expe&ation  to  catch  us  to¬ 
gether. 

TRU  M  AN. 

Fear  him  not,  Madam  ;  thefe  Moles  that  work  under 
Ground  are  as  blind  as  they  are  bufy  :  Let  him  run  on  in 
his  dull  Jealoufy,  whilfl  we  ftill  find  new  Windings-out, 
and  lofe  him  in  the  Maze. 

Mrs .  GOODVILE. 

Then  if  you  wi(h  to  preferve  me  yours,  join  with  meto- 
day  in  my  Defign,  which  is,  if  poflible,  to  make  him  mad, 

work 
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Work  him  up  to  the  Height  of  furious  Sufpicion,  and  at 
that  Moment,  when  he  thinks  his  Jealoufy  moft  juft,  baffle 
him  out  of  it :  And  let  the  World  know  how  dull  a  Tool 
a  Husband  is,  compar’d  with  that  triumphant  Thing  a 
Wife,  and  her  Guardian  Angel  Lover. 

TRUMAN. 

But  Mr.  Good'vile,  Madam,  has  Wit,  and  fo  good  an 

Opinion  of  it  too. - 

Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V 1 L  E. 

’Tis  that  fhall  be  his  Ruin  :  Were  he  a  Fool,  he  were 
not  worth  the  Trouble  of  deceiving 

TR  U  M  AN. 

Dear  Jewel  of  my  Soul,  proceed  then  and  profper. 
‘  But  what  muft  be  my  Pari  ? 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V  1  L  E. 

To  fecure  Malagene.  That  ill-natur’d  Villain  has  be¬ 
tray’d  us,  and  is  appointed  by  Good'vile  chief  Infirument 
in  the  Difcovery.  He  has  Cowardice  enough  to  fell  his 
Soul  to  buy  off  a  Beating  :  He  never  told  Truth  enough 
to  be  believ’d  once  fo  long  as  he  lives.  Get  him  but  in 
your  Power,  and  he  will  own  'more  Villanies  than  ever 
were  in  his  Thoughts  to  commit,  or  the  Necellity  of  our 
Affair  can  invent  to  put  upon  him. 

T  R  UM  A  N. 

And  I’ll  be  fure  of  him,  or  may  I  never  tafle  thofe 
Lips  again,  but  be  condemn’d  to  call  Miftreffes  in  the 
Side- Box  at  the  Play-Houfe,  or  what  is  worfe,  take  up 
with  a  Sempftrefs,  and  drudge  for  Cuffs  and  Cravats. 

Enter  Malacene. 

Mrs.  G  0  0  DV1L  E.. 

Here  he  comes. 

7  RUM  AN. 

Oh  Monfieur  Malagene ,  welcome  ? 

MALAGENE: 

Jack  Truman,  your  humble  Servant. 


TRU- 
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TRU  MAN. 

Whither  fo  faft,  I  befeech  you.  Sir  !  a  Word  with  you, 
a  Word  with  you. 

MAI  AGE  NE. 

Why,  can  1  do  any  Thing  for  thee  ?  Haft  thou  any 
Bufinefs  for  me  ?  Pr’ythee  what  is  it? 

T  R  V  MAN. 

Sir,  you  muft  lye  for  me. 

MALAGENE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha.  Is  that  all. 

T  R  UMAN. 

Nay,  Sir,  you  muft. 

MALAGENE. 

Anything  in  a  civil  Way,  or  fo,  Jack ;  but  nothing 
upon  Compulfion,  Lad  :  Pr’ythee,  let  me  do  nothing 
upon  Compulfion,  pr’ythee  now. 

TRUMAN. 

Then,  Sir,  to  be  brief,  this  is  the  Bufinefs  :  Goodvih  I 
hear  as  been  inform’d  by  you  of  what  paft  in  the  Garden 
laft  Night  ;  how  durft  you  be  fo  impudent  as  to  pry  into 
any  Secrets,  where  I  was  concern’d  ? 

MALAGENE.  ■ 

Why  look  you,  Jack,  Curiofity  you  know,  and  a  na¬ 
tural  Inclination  which  I  have - — 

T  RU  MAN. 

To  Pimping. 

MALAGENE. 

Confound  me.  Jack,  thou  art  much  in  the  right  :  I 

believe  thou  art  a  Witch.  I  knew  as  well  Man - — 

TRUMAN. 

What  did  you  know  ? 

MA  LAG  E  NE. 

Why,  I  knew  thee  to  be  an  arch  Wag,  and  an  honeft 
Fellow  :  Ah  Rogue  pr’ythee  kifs  me  :  the  Rogue’s  out 
of  Humour. 

TRUMAN. 

No,  Sir ;  I  dare  not  ufe  you  fo  like  a  Friend,  you 
muft  deferve  it  better  full. 


MA- 
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MALAGENE. 

Look  you,  Jack ,  the  Truth  of  the  Bufinefs  is,  I  am 
befpoke  :  But  the  Love  I  have  to  fee  the  Bus’nefs  go  for¬ 
ward  may  perfuade  me  to  much. 

TRUMAN. 


Then  prefently  refolve  entirely  to  difown  and  abjure 
all  the  Intelligence  you  gave  Goodvile,  or  promife  to 
yourfelf  that  wherever  next  I  meet  you,  I’ll  cut  your 
Throat  on  the  fpot. 

MAL  AGE  NE. 

But  hark  you.  Jack,  how  Ihall  I  come  off  with  the 
Bulinefs  ?  I  (hall  be  kick’d  and  us’d  very  fcurvily  :  For 

the  Truth  is,  I  did  tell - - 

T R  UMAN. 

What  did  you  tell  ? 

. MALAGENE. 

Why,  I  told  him,  you  Knave,  I  won’t  tell,  you  little 
cunning  Cur,  I  told  him  all,  Man. 

TRUMAN. 

All,  Sir. 


MALAGENE.. 

Ay,  hang  me  like  a  Log,  all.  But,  Madam,  yon 
muft  pardon  me,  there  was  not  a  Word  of  it  true. 

TRUMAN. 

And  what  do  you  think  to  do  with  yourfelf  ? 

MALAGENE. 

Do  ?  why  I'll  deny  it  all  again  Man,  every  Word  of  it, 
as  impudently  as  ever  1  at  fiift  affirm’d  it :  May  be  he’ll 
kick  me,  and  beat  me,  and  ufe  me  like  a  Dog,  Man 
— — That’s  nothing,  nothing  at  all,  Man,  I  do  not  value 
it  this.  [ Pulls  out  a  Tews  Trump,  and  plays. 

TRUMAN. 

And  this,  Sir,  you’ll  Hand  to  ? 

MALAGENE. 

If  I  do  not,  hang  me  up  for  a  Sign  at  a  Bawdy-Houfe 
Door :  In  the  mean  time  I’ll  retire  and  perufe  a  young 
Lampoon,  which  I  am  lately  the  happy  Father  of. 

TRU 
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E  RU  MAN. 

Nay,  Sir,  you  are  not  to  ftir  from  me. 

Enter  L  e  t  t  i  c  e. 

IE  EE  ICE. 

Oh  Madam,  fhiFt  for  yourfelf.  Madam  Victoria  fent 
me  to  tell  you  that  my  Mailer  is  return’d,  and  that  he 
pretends  to  come  a  Mafquerader. 

M  A  L  AG  E  N  E. 

Well,  fince  it  mull  be  fo,  I’ll  deny  all  indeed  ;  what  an 
excellent  Fellow  might  I  have  been  ?  fome  Men  now 
with  my  Stock  of  Honefty,  and  a  little  more  Gravity, 
would  have  made  a  Fortune.  Well,  I  have  been  a  lazy 
Rogue ;  and  never  knew  ’till  now  that  I  was  fit  for  Bufi- 
nefs. 

Mrs.  GOOD  VILE, 

Mr.  Goodvile  in  Mafquerade,  fay  you  ? 

LEEEICE. 

Yes,  Madam,  and  two  Women  with  him  ;  Madam, 
they  are  jult  now  alighted. 

Mrs.  GOODV1LE. 

Women  with  him  !  nay  then  he  comes  triumphantly 
indeed.  Mr.  Eruman ,  do  you  retire  with  Malagtne.  I’ll 
flay  here,  and  receive  this  Machiavel  in  Difguife.  Now, 
once  more  let  me  invoke  all  the  Arts  of  Affedlation,  all 
the  Revenge,  the  counterfeit  Paffions,  pretended  Love, 
pretended  Jealoufy,  pretended  Rage,  and  in  fum  the  very 
Genius  of  my  Sex  to  my  AlMance. 

Enter  Goodvile,  and  others  majked. 

So !  here  they  come  ;  Now  this  Throw  for  all  my  future 
Peace.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servants. 

GOODVILE. 

Madam,  you’ll  excufe  this  Freedom. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

You  oblige  me  by  ufing  it :  Let  all  the  Company  know 
4  that 
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that  thefe  noble  Perfons  of  Quality  have  honour’d  me 
with  their  Prefence  :  Let  the  Fiddles  be  ready,  and  fee 
the  Banquet  prepar’d  :  And  let  Mr.  Truman  come  to  me 
inftantly ;  I  cannot  live  a  Minute,  a  Moment  without  him. 
GOO  DV  IL  E. 

Delicate  Devil. 

Mrs.  GOOD  V IL  E. 

Sir  !  let  me  beg  your  Patience  for  a  Moment,  whilft 
I  go  and  put  Things  in  Order  fit  for  your  Reception. 

[Exit. 

GOO  DV ILE. 

Footmen  !  take  care  that  the  Engines  which  I  have 
order’d  to  be  ready  when  I  call  for  ’em.  Truman,  I  fee, 
is  a  Man  of  punctual  Affignation  ;  and  my  Wife  is  a 
Perfon  very  adroit  at  thefe  Matters :  Some  hot-brain’d, 
horn-mad  Cuckold  now  would  be  for  cutting  of  Throats, 
but  I  am  refolv’d  to  turn  a  civil,  fober,  difcreet  Perfon, 
and  hate  Blood-fhed  :  No,  I’ll  manage  the  Matter  fo 
temperately,  that  I’ll  catch  her  in  his  very  Arms,  then 
civilly  difcard  her  Bag  and  Baggage,  whilft  you  my  dainty 
Doxies  take  poffefiion  of  her  Privileges,  and  enter  the 
Territories  with  Colours  flying. 

1  WO  MAN. 

And  fhall  I  keep  my  Coach,  Mr.  Goodvile  ? 

GO  O  DV  ILE. 

Ay,  and  fix,  my  lovely  Rampant.  Nay,  thou  fhalt 
every  Morning  fwoop  the  Exchange  in  Triumph,  to  fee 
what  gaudy  Bauble  thou  canft  firft  grow  fond  of:  and 
after  Noon  at  the  Theatre  exalted  in  a  Box,  give  Audi¬ 
ence  to  ev’ry  trim  amorous  twiring  Fop  of  the  Corner, 
that  comes  thither  to  make  a  Noife,  hear  no  Play,  and 
fhow  himfelf ;  thou  lhalt,  my  Bona  Rota. 

2  WOMAN. 

But,  Mr.  Goodvile,  what  fhall  I  do  then  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Oh  thou  1  thou  fhalt  be  my  more  peculiar  Pank,  my 
Houfe-keeper,  my  neceflary  Sin  ;  manage  all  the  Affairs 

of 
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of  my  Eflate  and  Family,  ride  up  and  down  in  my  own 
Coach,  attended  by  my  own  Footmen,  nofe  my  Wife 
where’er  you  meet,  and,  if  I  had  any,  breed  up  my  Chil¬ 
dren.  Oh,  what  a  delicious  Life  will  this  be  ! 

i  WOMAN. 

Hear  you,  Sir  ;  the  Fiddles  ?  [Fiddles  ’without. 

GOODVILE. 

Oh,  the  Proceflion’s  coming,  put  on  your  Vizors,  and 
obferve  the  Ceremony. 

£«/<rTRUMAN,  Mrs.  Goodvile, Caper,  Saunter, 
Lady  Sqjjeamish,  Camilla,  •with  Fiddles,  aLetter. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Mr,  Caper,  Mr.  Saunter,  you  are  the  Life  and  Soul  of 
all  good  Company  ;  command  me  any  Thing,  command 
my  Houfe,  that  and  all  Freedom  are  yours. 

CAPER. 

Mafques,  my  Life,  my  Joy,  my  Top  of  Happinefs  1 
Sir,  your  humble  Servant:  By  your  Leave,  Madam, 
lhall  you  and  I  toufe  and  tumble  together  in  the  Draw¬ 
ing  Room  hard  by  for  Half  an  Hour  or  fo  ?  ha  ?  [Cuts. 
SAUNTER. 

Fa  toldara,  toldara,  i tic.  Ah,  Madam,  what  do  you 
wear  a  Mafque  for  ?  Have  you  never  a  Nofe,  or  but  one 
Eye  ?  Let  me  fee  how  you  arefurnifii’d  ? 

2  WOMAN. 

Sir,  if  I  want  any  Thing,  ’tis  to  be  doubted  you  cannot 
p  ply  me. 

GOODVILE. 

Si  ;  fure  this  mull  come  to  fomeihing  anon. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Ah,  were  but  Mr.  Goodvile  here  now,  what  a  happy 
Day  might  this  be  !  but  he  is  melancholy  and  forlorn  in 
the  Country,  funimoningin  hisTenants  and  their  Rents, 
that  Ihining  Pelf  that  mull  fupport  me  in  my  Pleafures. 
GOODVILE. 

Is  he  then,  Madam,  fo  kind  a  Husband  ? 

Vol.  II.  F 
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Mrs.  GOOD  V 1L  E. 

Oh  the  moll  indulgent  Creature  in  the  World  !  what 
Husband  but  he,  Mr.  Truman,  would  have  To  feafonably 
withdrawn,  and  left  me  Millrefs  of  fuch  Freedom  ?  To 
fpend  my  Days  in  Triumph  as  I  do,  to  facrifke  myfelf, 
my  Soul,  and  all  my  Senfe  to  you,  the  Lord  of  all  my 
Toys,  my  Conqueror  and  Protedtor  ? 

CAMILLA. 

Heav’ns,  Madam,  you'll  provoke  him  beyond  all  Pa¬ 
tience. 

Mrs.  G  0  O  D  V I  L  E. 

Who,  Mr.  Goadvile  !  which  Way  fhall  it  reach  his 
Knowledge  ?  no,  we’ll  be  as  fecret - 

T  RUM  A  N. 

As  we  are  happy.  So  fubtily  lay  the  Scene  of  all  our 
Joys,  that  Envy  or  Malice,  nay  the  very  Husband  him- 
i elf,  and  Matagene  to  boot,  well  hir’d  to  the  Bufinefs,  (hail 
ne’er  difcover  us. 

Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V  IL  E. 

Oh  difcover  us !  a  Husband  difcover  us  !  Were  he  in¬ 
deed  as  jealous  as  he  has  Reafon,  J  could  no  more  ap¬ 
prehend  Difcoveiy  than  a  Kindnefs  from  him. 

G  0  0  D  V  1  L  E. 

This  Impudence  is  fo  rank,  that  I  can  hold  no  longer. 
Say  you  lo.  Madam  ?  [ H;  wimtjks. 

Mrs.  G  O  O  D  V  I  L  E. 

Oh  a  Ghoil!  a  Ghoft  !  fave  me,  fave  me.  Mr.  Tin¬ 
man,  fee  lee  Mr.  Gsodvile  s  Spirit:  Sure  fome  bafe  Vil¬ 
lain  has  murder’d  him,  and  his  angry  Ghoft  has  come  to 
revenge  it  on  me. 

G  0  0  D  V  I  L  E. 

No,  Madam,  fear  nothing,  1  am  a  very  larmlefs  Gob¬ 
lin,  tiro’  you  are  a  little  (hock'd  at  the  Sight  of  me. 

CARER. 

Ha,  ha,  ha.  Gacdvile  return’d  ?  Dear  Frank! 

SAUNTER. 

.  Honed  Goodvi’e,  thou  fecit,  dear  Soul,  we  are  free  here 
in  thy  Abfence. 

G  o  OD- 
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GOOD  VILE. 

I  fee  you  are,  Gentlemen,  and  fhail  take  an  Opportu¬ 
nity  to  return  the  Favour.  Footmen  be  ready. 

Mrs.  GOOD  VILE. 

But  is  it  really  Mr.  Goodvile  then  ?  let  me  receive  him 
to  my  Arms;  welcome  ten  thoufand,  thoufand,  thou¬ 
fand  times.  Dear  Sir,  how  does  my  Picture  in  the  Gal¬ 
lery  do  ? 

GOODVILE. 

Oh,  Madam,  it  look’d  fo  very  charmingly,  that  I  had 
no  Power  to  flay  longer  from  the  dear  loving  Original. 

Mn.  GOODVILE. 

So,  now  begins  the  Battle. 

GOODVILE. 

Well,  Madam,  and  for  your  fet  of  Fools  Here ;  to  what 
End  and  Purpofe  have  you  decreed  them  in  this  new 
Model  of  your  Family  ?  I  hope  you  have  not  defign’J 
’em  for  your  own  Ufe. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Why,  Sir,  methinks  you  (houldnot  grudge  me  a  Cox¬ 
comb  or  two  to  pafs  away  the  Time  withal,  fince  you  had 
taken  your  dearer  Converfation  from  me. 

GOODVILE. 

No,  Midam,  I  underftand  your  D  et  better :  a  Fool  is 
f  too  fquob  and  tender  a  Bit  for  your  fierce  Appetite  :  You 
are  for  a  fubllantial  Difh,  a  Man  of  Heat  and  Honour, 
fuch  as  Mr.  Truman  I  know  is,  and  1  doubt  not  will  do 
me  Reafon. 

T  R  U  MA  N. 

Ay,  Sir,  when  ver  you’ll  demand  ir. 

Mrs .  GOODVILE. 

Nay,  Sirs,  no  quarrelling,  I  befeech  you  ;  what  would 
you  be  at.  Sir  ? 

GOODVILE. 

At  reft,  Madam,  like  an  honeft  Snail  fhrink  up  my 
Horns  into  my  Shell,  and  if  poffible  hold  a  quiet  Poffef- 
flon  of  it. 

F  2 


Mrs. 


142  Friendship  in  Fashion. 

Mrs.  GOODV ILE. 

I  hope  I  have  done  nothing  that  tnay  didurb  your 
Quiet,  Sir. 

G  O  O  D  V 1L  E. 

Nothing,  Madam,  nothing  in  the  lead  ;  how  is  it  pof- 
fible  that  any  thing  fhould  didurb  me  ?  a  Sot,  a  Beetle, 
a  Droan  of  a  Husband,  a  mere  Utenfil,  a  Block  for  you 
to  fafhion  all  your  Falfhood  on,  whild  I  muft  dill,  be 
flupid,  bear  my  Office,  and  never  be  difturbed,  I 
Mrs.  G  0  0  DV  1  LE. 

So,  now  your  Heart  is  opening,  and  for  your  Eafe 
I’ll  give  it  a  little  Vent  myfelf :  You  are  jealous,  alas  ! 
jealous  of  Truman,  are  you  ? 

GOQDV1LE. 

And  have  I  no  Reafon,  Madam,  tho’  I  come  and  catch 
you  in  his  Arms,  rolling  and  throwing  jour  wanton  Eyes 
like  Fireballs  at  his  Heart  ?  ‘  Oh  what  an  indulgent 
‘  Creature’s  Mr.  Goodanle  !  fo  feafonably  to  withdraw 
‘  and  leave  you  Midrefs  of  fuch  Freedom  :  To  fpend 
‘  your  Days  in  Triumph  as  you  do,  to  facrifice  youifelf, 

'  your  Soul  and  Senfe  to  him,  the  Lord  of  all  your  Joys, 

‘  your  Conqueror  and  Protedlor.’ 

Mrs.  GOO  DV  ILE. 

I  am  glad  to  find  my  Plot  fo  well  fucceed  :  I  knew  of 
your  Jealoufy  lad  Night,  knew  too  your  Journey  out  of 
Town  was  but  a  Pretence,  in  hopes  to  return  and  fur- 
prize  me  with  Truman.  I  was  inform’d  too  of  your  Re¬ 
turn  but  now,  and  your  Difguife  ■,  I  knew  you  through  it 
fo  foon  as  I  faw  you,  and  therefore  I  adled  all  that  Fond- 
nefs  to  Truman  before  your  Face.  It  was  all  the  Re¬ 
venge  I  had  within  my  Power. 

GO  ODV  ILE. 

Can  you  deny  your  being  with  Truman  in  the  Garden 
lad  Night  ?  were  you  not  there  fo  openly,  that  even  the 
broad  Eyes  of  Fools  might  fee  ? 

Mrs.  GOO  D  VI  LE. 

What  Fool  ?  what  Villain  have  you,  dares  accufe  me  ? 

GOOD- 
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One,  who  tho’  he  rarely  told  Truth  before,  will  be 
fure  to  do  it  now  ;  Malagene,  your  Kinfman  Malagene , 
a  hopeful  Branch  of  your  own  Stock. 

T  RUM  AN. 

The  Rafcal  dares  not  own  it. 

GO  ODV  ILF.. 

But  he  lhall,  Sir,  tho’  you  proteft  him. 

TRUMAN. 

’Twas  bafely  done  to  feta  Spy  upon  your  Friend,  after 
the  Trick  you  had  plav’d  me  with  Vidoria. 

GOOD  VILE. 

Bafely  done  ? 

TRUMAN. 

Yes,  bafely  Sir. 

GOODVILE. 

Death,  you  lye,  Sir !  why  do  I  trifle  thus  when  I  have 
a  Sword  by  my  Side  ? 

CAPER. 

Nay,  look  you,  Frank  ;  you  had  better  be  patient. 
Here  lhall  be  nothing  done,  therefore  pray  put  up. 

Enter  Valentine. 

V  A  L  E  NT  IN  E. 

What,  again  quarrelling  ?  Goodwill  this  mufl  not  be, 
Truman  is  my  Friend,  and  if  he  has  done  you  wrong, 
I’ll  engage  fhall  make  you  Satisfaflion. 

SAUNTER. 

Ay,  ay,  pr’ythee  Man,  take  fome  other  Time,  and 
don’t  quarrel  now  and  fpoil  good  Company. 

GOODVILE. 

Death  !  you  dancing,  talking,  mettled,  ff ifking  Rogues, 

Hand  off  !  Gh  1  had  forgot - Footmen,  where  are  ye  ? 

Enter  Footmen. 

Here,  take  away  thefe  Butterflies,  and  do  fpeedyExecution 
upon  ’em  as  I  order’d  ;  do  it  inftantly.  [They  fei'z.e  them. 

F  3  CAPER. 
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CAPER. 

Nay,  Frank ,  what’s  all  this  for  ? 

SAUNTER. 

Nay,  Gocduile,  pr’ythee  now,  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Enter  Malacene.  - 

GOODVILE. 

Away  with  ’em — [Ex.  with  Caper  and  Saunter.  Now 
for  Maiagene — Oh,  here  he  comes,  Madam,  who  will 
refrefhyour  Memory  ;  fpeak.  Sir,  as  you  tender  Life  and 
Limb,  whom  did  you  fee  together  in  the  Garden  laid 
Night  ? 

MAE  AG  E  N  E. 

Ha  ! - no  body. 

GOODVILE. 

Were  not  Truman  and  my  Wife  there  to  your  Know¬ 
ledge,  privately. 

M  A  L  AG  E  N  E. 

Ha,  ha,  ha - Child  !  no. 

G  0  O  DVIL  E. 

Did  you  not  tell  me  that  you  overheard  ’em  whifper- 
ing  in  the  Giotto  together  ? 

MALAGENE. 

No. 

GOODVILE. 

Hell  and  Devils !  this  Fellow  has  been  tamper’d  with¬ 
al,  and  inllrudled  to  abufe  me.  This  is  all  Contrivance, 
a  ftudy’d  Scene  to  fool  me  of  my  Reafon. 

Enter  Footmen. 

Here,  take  him  hence  and  harnefs  him  with  the  other 
two,  ’till  he  confefs  the  Truth. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE . 

He  fhal!  nor  go,  touch  him  who  dares.  Mull  People 
then  be  forc’d  and  tortur’d  to  accufe  me  falily  ?  Ah, 
Mr.  Good'vile,  how  have  1  deferv’d  this  at  your  Hands  ? 
Let  not  my  good  Name  be  ravilh’d  from  me  :  if  you 
have  refolv’d  to  break  my  Heart,  kill  me  now  quickly, 
and  put  me  out  of  Pain -  Mai.  runs  aixay. 

GOOD - 


Friendship  in  Fashion.  127 

GOODVILE. 

Nay,  Madam,  here  is  chat  (hail  yet  convince - fee 

here  a  Letter  from  your  Lover,  left  for  you  in  a  private 
Corner  ;  he  a-  n.e  read  it.  And  if  you  have  Model!  y 
enough  left,  blufh. 

Reads.  If  Goodvile  goes  out  of  I  own  this  Morning,  let 
me  kvovo  it,  tl.  at  I  may  wait  on  you,  and  till 
you  the  ref  of  my  limi  t,  for  you  do  not  know 
how  much  I  love  you  yet.  Truman. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Death  and  Deftruftion  !  It  was  all  my  own  Contri¬ 
vance  :  Madded  with  your  Jealoufy,  I  (ought  all  Ways  to 
vex  you.  1  counterfeited  it  with  my  own  Hand,  and  left  it 
in  a  Place  were  you  might  be  fure  to  find  it.  To  con¬ 
vince  you  farther,  fee  here  a  Caution  fent  me  juft  before 
by  one  whom  you  have  trufted  and  lov’d  too  much  for 
my  Quiet :  Perufe  it,  and  when  you  have  done,  confider 
how  you  have  ufed  me,  and  how  I  have  deferv’d  it.  Oh  ! 

[Gives  Vitoria’s  Letter. 

GOODVILE. 

Reads.  'Journey  out  of  Town — is  a  Pretence — return 

and  fur  prize - believe  by  this  Difcovery  —  Tour  Servant 

Viftoria. 

V tSloria,  has  fhe  betray’d  me  ?  nay  then,  I  pronounce 
there  is  no  Truft  nor  Faith  in  the  Sex.  By  Heaven,  in 
every  Condition  they  are  Jilts,  all  falfe  from  the  Bawd 
to  the  Babe. 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

Now,  Sir,  I  hope  I  may  withdraw  ;  from  this  Mmute 
never  expeil  I’ll  fee  your  Face  again  :  No,  I’ll  leave  you 
to  be  happy  at  your  own  Choice.  Love  where  you  pleafe, 
and  be  as  free  as  if  I  ne’er  had  had  Relation  to  you. 
I  (hall  take  care  to  trouble  you  no  more,  but  wifh  you 
may  be  happier  then  ever  yet  I  made  you. 

GOODVILE. 

Stay,  Madam. 

F  4  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  GOODV  1LE. 

No,  Sir,  I’ll  be  gone  ?  I  will  not  flay  a  Moment  longer ; 
inhuman,  cruel,  falfe  Traitor!  Wert  thou  now  languilh- 
ing  on  thy  Knees,  proftrate  at  my  Feet,  ready  to  grow 
mad  with  thy  own  Guilt,  I  would  not  flop  nor  turn  my 
Face  to  fave  thee  from  Defpair. 

GOODVILE. 

You  fhall. 

Mrs.  GOOD  V IL  E. 

For  what  ? 

GOODVILE. 

To  let  the  World  fee  how  much  a  Fool  I  can  be  :  Art 
thou  innocent  ? 

Mrs.  GOODVILE. 

By  my  Love  I  am  ;  I  never  wrong’d  you  ;  but  you 
have  undone  me,  ruin’d  my  Fame  and  Quiet.  What 
Mouth  will  not  be  full  of  my  Dilhonour  ?  Henceforth  let 
all  my  Sex  remember  roe,  when  they’d  upbraid  Man¬ 
kind  for  Bafenefs :  Oh  that  I  could  diffemble  longer  with 
you,  that  I  might  to  your  Torment  perfuade  you  ftill 
all  your  Jealoufies  were  juft,  and  I  as  infamous  as  you  are 
cruel.  [ Exit  in  a  Rage. 

GOODVILE. 

Get  thee  in  then,  and  talk  to  me  no  more ;  there’s 
fomet'hing  in  thy  Face  will  make  a  Fool  of  me ;  and 
there’s  a  Devil  in  this  Bufinefs  which  yet  I  cannot  dif- 
cover.  Truman,  if  thou  haft  enjoyed  her,  I  beg  thee  keep 
it  ciofe,  and  if  it  be  poffible  let  us  yet  be  Friends. 
TRUMAN. 

’Tis  not  my  Fault  if  we  be  Foes. 

GOO  DV  IL  E. 

But  now  to  my  Fools ;  bring  ’em  forth,  and  let  us  fee 
how  their  new  Equipage  becomes  ’em.  Oh  dear  Valentine, 
how  does  the  fair  Camilla  ? 

VALENTINE . 

Faith,  S:r,  fhe  and  I  have  been  difpatching  a  trifling 
Affair  this  Morning,  commonly  call’d  Matrimony. 

GOOD- 


Friendship  in  Fashion.  129 
GOODVILE. 

Marry’d  1  nay  then  there  is  fome  Comfort  yet,  that 

thou  art  fallen  into  the  Snare - Valentine  !  look  to  her, 

keep  her  as  fecretas  thou  wou’dll  a  Murder,  hadfi.  thou 
committed  one  :  Trull  her  not  with  thy  deareft  Friend  ; 
Ihe  has  Beauty  enough  to  corrupt  him. 

Enter  Caper  and  Saunter,  their  Hands  ty'd  behind 
'em,  Fools  Caps  on  their  Heads ,  Caper  with  one  Leg 
ty'd  up,  and  Saunter  gngg'd. 

See  here  thefe  Rogues  how  like  themfelves  they  look. 
Now,  you  paultry  Vermin,  you  Rats  that  run  fqueaking 
from  Houfe  to  Houfe  up  and  down  the  Town ;  that  no 
Man  can  eat  his  Bread  in  quiet  for  you  :  Take  Warning 
of  what  yon  feel,  and  come  not  near  thefe  Doors  again 
on  peril  of  Hanging.  Here,  difeharge  them  of  their 
Punilhment,  and  fee  ’em  forth  the  Gates. 

Enter  Lady  Squeamish,  Sir  Noble  Clumsey» 
and  Victoria. 

Lady  S  QU  E  A  M I S  H. 

Oh  Gallants,  your  humble  Servant.  Dear  Mr.  Good- 
mile,  be  pleas’d  to  give  my  Kinfman,  Sir  Noble,  Joy  : 
He  has  done  himfelf  the  Honour  to  marry  your  Coufin, 
Vifforia,  whom  now  I  mull  be  proud  to  call  my  Relation, 
fmee  Ihe  has  accepted  of  the  Title  of  my  Lady  Clumfey. 
C  LU  MS  EY. 

Ay,  Sir,  I  am  marry’d,  and  will  be  drunk  again  too 
before  Night,  as  limply  as  1  Hand  here. 

GOODVILE. 

Sir  Noble  marry’d  to  Vifioria  too !  nay  then  in  fpite  of 
Misfortunes - 

This  Day  fhall  be  a  Day  of  Jubilee.  But  lirft. 

Good  People  all  that  my  fad  Fortune  fee , 

I  beg  you  to  take  Warning  here  by  me. 

Marriage  and  Hanging  go  by  Dejliny, 

E  fpecially  you  gay  young  marry  d  Blades, 

Beware  and  keep  your  Wives  from  Balls  and  Mafquerades, 
F  S  [Ex.  Oranes, 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  Barry. 

WELL,  Sirs,  if  now  my  Spoufe  and  1  Jbould part. 
To  which  kind  Critic  Jhall  give  my  Heart  ? 
•Stay,  let  me  look,  rot  one  in  all  the  Place 
But  has  a  f curvy  froward  damning  Face. 

Have  you  refolv  d  then  on  the  Poet's  Fall  ? 

Go  ye  ill-natur  d,  ugly  Devils  all. 

The  marry d  Sparks  I  know  this  Play  will  curfe 
For  the  Wife's  fake  ;  but  fome  of  'em  have  worfe. 

Poets  themfelves  their  own  Ill-luck  have  wrought , 

You  ne'er  had  learnt,  had  not  their  Quarrels  taught. 

But  as  in  the  Di/lurbance  of  a  State, 

Each  factious  Maggot  thinks  of  growing  great : 

So  when  the  Poets  firjl  had  jarring  Fits, 

You  all  Jet  up  for  Critics  and  for  Wits  : 

Then  f  might  there  came,  which  cof  your  Mothers  Pains , 
Songs  and  Lampoons  in  Litters  from  your  Brains  : 

Lihels,  like  f pur  tons  Brats,  ran  up  and  down. 

Which  their  dull  Parents  were  ajham'd  to  own  j 
But  vented' em  in  others  Names  like  Whores 
That  lay  their  Bafiards  down  at  honef  Doors. 

For  Shame,  leave  off  this  higling  Way  of  Wit, 

Railing  abroad,  and  roaring  in  the  Pit, 

Let  Peels  live  in  Peace,  in  fuict  write»y 
E  fe  may  tley  all  to  punifh  you  unite  ; 
f  oin  in  one  Force  to  Jiudy  to  abufe  ye. 

And  teach  your  Wives  and  Miffes  how  to  oft  ye. 


THE 
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A. 

COMEDY. 


£>uem  recitas  mew  efl,  O  Fidentitte,  lilellut  ; 
Sed  male  cum  recitas  incipit  ej[e  tuui . 


THE 


DEDI  CATION. 


Mr.  Bentley , 

Have  often  (during  this  Play’s 
being  in  the  Prefs)  been  impor¬ 
tun’d  for  a  Preface,  which  you, 
I  fuppofe,  would  have  fpoke 
fomething  in  Vindication  of  the 
Comedy  :  Now  to  pleafe  you,  Mr.  Bentley , 
I  will  as  briefly  as  I  can  fpeak  my  Mind  upon 
that  Occafion,  which  you  may  be  pleas’d  to 
accept  of,  both  as  a  Dedication  to  yourlelf, 
and  next  as  a  Preface  to  the  Book. 

And  I  am  not  a  little  proud,  that  it  has 
happen’d  into  my  Thoughts  to  be  the  firft 
who  in  thefe  latter  Years  has  made  an  Epiftle 
Dedicatory  to  his  Stationer  :  It  is  a  Compli¬ 
ment  as  reafonable  as  it  is  juft.  For,  Mr. 
Bentley ,  you  pay  honeftly  for  the  Copy  ;  and 
an  Epiftle  to  you  is  a  fort  of  an  Acquittance, 
and  may  be  probably  welcome  ;  when  to  a 
Perfon  of  a  higher  Rank  and  Order,  it  looks 
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like  an  Obligation  for  Praifes, which  he  knows 
he  does  not  deferve,  and  therefore  is  very  un¬ 
willing  to  part  with  ready  Money  for. 

As  to  the  Vindication  of  this  Comedy,  be¬ 
tween  Friends  and  Acquaintance,  I  believe  it 
is  poflible,  that  as  much  may  be  faid  in 
its  behalf,  as  heretofore  has  been  for  a  great 
many  others.  But  of  all  the  api fh  Qualities 
about  me,  I  have  not  that  of  being  fond  of 
my  own  I  flue  ;  nay,  I  mull  confefs  myfelf  a 
very  unnatural  Parent,  for  when  it  is  once 
brought  into  the  World,  e’en  let  the  Brat 
fhift  for  itfelf,  I  fay. 

This  is,  Mr.  Bentley ,  all  I  (hall  fay  in  Be¬ 
half  of  my  Play  :  Wherefore  I  throw  it  into 
your  Arms ;  make  the  bell  of  it  you  can  j 
praife  it  to  your  Cuflomers  *,  fell  Ten  Thou- 
fand  of  them,  if  poflible,  and  then  you  will 
compleat  the  Willies  of 


Tour  Friend  and  Servant * 


Tho.  Otway. 


PROLOGUE, 

By  the  Lord  Falkland. 

FOrfaken  Dames,  with  lefs  Concern,  refledl 
On  their  inconflant  Heroes  cold  mgledi , 

Than  iv c,  ( provok'd  by  this  ungrateful  /Ige ) 

Bear  the  hard  Fate  of  our  abandon'd  Stage  ; 

With  Grief  we  fee  you  ravifh'd from  our  A>ms, 

And  curfe  the  feeble  Virtue  of  our  Charms  : 

Curfe  your  falfe  Hearts,  for  none  fo  falfe  as  they , 

And  curfe  the  Eyes  that  ftole  thofe  Hearts  away. 
Remember,  faitblef  Friends,  there  was  a  Time, 

( But  oh  the  fad  Remembrance  of  our  Prime  !  >. 

When  to  our  Arms  with  eager  Joys  ye  flew, 

And  we  believ'd,  your  treach'rous  Hearts  as  true 
Ae  e'er  was  Nymph  of  ours  to  one  of  you. 

But  a  more  pow'  rful  *  Saint  enjoys  you  now  ;  *  Pope  Joan. 
Fraught  with  fweel  Sins,  and  Abfolutions  too  : 

To  her  are  all  your  pious  Vows  addrefl. 

She's  both  your  Love's  and  your  Religion's  Tefl , 

The  fairefl  Prelate  of  her  Lime,  and  befl. 

We  own  her  more  dferving  far  than  we, 

A  juft  Excufe  for  your  lnconflancy. 

Yet  'twas  unkindly  done  to  leave  us  fo  ; 

Firfl  to  betray  with  Love,  and  then  undo, 

A  horrid  Crime y'  are  all  addidied  to. 

Too  foon,alas  !  your  Appetites  are  cloy'd , 

And  Phillis  rules  no  more  when  once  enjoy'd: 

But  all  rafh  Oaths  of  Love  and  Conftancy, 

With  the  too-fhort  forgotten  Pleafures  die: 

Whilfl  fhe,  poor  Soul,  robb'd  of  her  dear  eft  Eafe, 

Still  diudges  on  with  vain  Deflrt  to  pi  eafe ; 
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And  reliefs  follows  you  from  Place  to  Place, 

For  Tributes  due  to  ber  Autumnal  Face. 

Deferted  thus  by  fuch  ungrateful  Men, 

How  can  we  hope  you'll  e'er  return  agen  ? 

Here's  no  new  Charm  to  tempt  ye  as  before,  "j 

Wit  now's  our  only  Treafure  left  in  Store,  C 

A that' s  a  Coin  will pafs  with  you  no  more  :  3 

You  who  fuch  dreadful  Bullies  would  appear,  1 

(True  Bullies  !  quiet  when  there's  Danger  near )  > 

Shew  your  great  Souls  in  damning  Poets  here.  J 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Capiain  Beaugard, 

C  our  tine, 

Sir  Davy  Dunce, 

S  r  folly  fumble, 

Fourbin,  a  Servant  to  Beaugard, 

Bloody-Bones, 

Vermin,  a  Servant  to  Sir  Davy, 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Dunce, 

Sylvia, 

Maid. 

A  Conftable  and  Watch. 
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Mr.  Betterton. 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr.  Nokes. 
Mr.  Leigh. 
Mr.  fevon. 
Mr.  Richards. 
A  Boy. 


Mrs.  Barrey. 
Mrs.  Price. 
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Soldier’s  Fortune. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Beaugard,  Coutrine,  awc/Fourbin. 

BEAUGARD. 

Pox  o’  Fortune  !  Thou  art  always  teazing 
me  about  Fortune  :  Thou  rifeft  in  a  Morn¬ 
ing  with  ill-luck  in  thy  Mouth  ;  nay,  never 
eatell:  a  Dinner,  but  thou  figheft  two  Hours 
after  it,  with  thinking  where  to  get  the 
next.  Fortune  be  damn’d,  fince  the  World’s  fo  wide. 
COURTINE. 

As  wide  as  it  is,  ’tis  fo  throng’d  and  cramm’d  with 
Knaves  and  Fools,  that  an  honeft  Man  can  hardly  get  a 
living  in  it. 

B  E  JUG  A  R  D. 

Do,  rail,  Courtine,  do  :  It  may  get  thee  Employment. 
COURTINE. 

At  you  I  ought  to  rail ;  ’twas  your  Fault  we  left  our 
Employment  abroad  to  come  home  and  be  loyal,  and  now 
we  as  loyally  ftarve  for  it. 

BEAUGJRD. 

Did  not  thy  Anceftors  do’t  before  thee,  Man  ?  I 
tell  thee.  Loyalty  and  Starving  are  all  one.  The  old 

Cavaliers 


i 38  TJ:e  Soldier’s  Fortune. 

Cavaliers  got  fach  a  Trick  of  it  in  the  King’s  Exiie,  that 
their  Pollerity  could  never  thrive  knee. 

COV  RT  IN  E. 

’T:s  a  fine  Equipage  I  am  like  to  be  reiuc’d  to;  I  (hall 
be  ere  long  as  greafy  as  an  Aifatian  Bully  ;  this  flopping 
Hat,  pin’d  up  cn  one  Side,  with  a  fandy  weather-beaten 
Peruke,  dirty  Linen, and,  to  compleat  the  Figure,  a  long 
fcandalous  iron  Sword  jarring  at  mv  Heels  ;  i.ke  a — — 

BE  A  UG  A  R  D. 

Snarling,  thou  meaneft  like  its  Maker. 

C  OU  RT  I N  E. 

My  Companion’s  the  worthy  Knight  of  the  mok  Noble 
Order  of  the  Poll  :  Your  Peripatetic  Pniloi'ophers  of  the 
1  emple-walks.  Rogues  ir.Rags,  and  yet  not  honeft ;  Vil¬ 
lains  that  undervalue  Damnation,  fcdl  forfwear  themfelves 
for  a  Dinner,  and  hang  their  Fathers  for  half  a  Crown. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

I  am  afham’d  to  hear  a  Soldier  talk  of  Starving, 

COURT  IN  E. 

Why,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  I  can’c  Seal - 

BEAUGARD. 

Tho’  thou  canft  cot  fieal,  thou  hall  other  Vices  enough 
for  any  induftrious  Fellow  to  live  comfortably  upon. 

c  OU  RT1 N  E. 

What  !  wouldft  thou  have  me  turn  Rafcal,  and  run 
cheating  up  and  down  the  Town  for  a  Livelihood?  I 
would  no  more  keep  a  Blockhead  Company,  and  endure 
his  naufeous  Nonfenfe,  in  hopes  to  get  him,  than  I  would 
be  a  Drudge  to  an  old  Woman  with  rheumatic  Eyes, 
hollow  Teeth,  and  kinking  Breath,  for  a  Penkon  :  Of  all 
Rogues  I  would  no:  be  a  Foolmonger. 

BEAUGARD. 

How  well  this  Nicenefs  becomes  thee  !  I’d  fain  fee  thee 
e’en  turn  Parfon  in  a  Pet,  o’purpofe  to  rail  at  all  thofe 
Vices  which  I  know  thou  naturally  art  fond  of.  Why 
furely  an  old  Lady’s  Penkon  need  not  be  fo  defpicable  in 
the  Eyes  of  a  difbanded  Officer  as  Times  go,  Friend. 

COUR - 
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COURT  IN  E. 

I  am  glad,  Reaugard,  you  think  fo. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Why  thou  (halt  think  fo  too,  Man  ;  be  rul’d  by  nse, 
and  I’ll  bring  thee  into  good  Company,  Families,  Gour- 
tine,  Families,  and  i'uch  Families,  where  Formality’s  a 
Scandal,  and  Pleafute  isthh  Bufinefs ;  where  the  Women 
are  all  wanton,  and  the  Men  are  all  witty,  you  Rogue. 
C  0  U  R  T  I N  E. 

Whatfome  of  your  Worfhip’s  Wapping  Acquaintance, 
that  you  made  lull  Time  you  came  over  for  Recruits,  and 
fpirited  away  your  Landlady’s  Daughter  a  Volunteering 
with  you  into  France. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

I’ll  bring  thee,  Cow  tint ,  where  Cuckoldom’s  in  credit, 
and  Leudnefs  laudable,  where  thou  {halt  wallow  in 
PleafuresanJ  Preferments,  revel  all  Day,  and  every  Night 
lie  in  the  Arms  of  melting  Beauty,  fweetas  Rofes,  and  as 
Springs  refrefiiing 

COURT  IN  E. 

Pr’ychee  don’t  talk  thus ;  I  had  rather  thou  wouldft  tell 
me  where  new  Levies  are  to  be  rais’d  :  A  Pox  of  Whore»> 
when  a  Man  has  not  Money  to  make  ’em  comfortable. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

That  {hall  Ihower  upon  us  in  abundance  ;  and  for 
inftance,  know  to  thy  everlafting  Amazement,  all  this, 
dropt  out  of  the  Clouds  to-day. 

COURTINE . 

Ha  1  Gold  by  this  Light!  ■  • 

FOUR  BIN. 

Out  of  the  Clouds! - 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Ay  Gold  !  does  it  not  fmell  of  the  fweetHand  that 

fent  it  ?  fmell - fmell  you  Dog - [To  Fourbin. 

[Fourbin  ftndls  to  the  Handful  of  Gold,  and  gathers  up 
fme  Pieces  in  his  Mouth . 


F  OUR . 
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FOURS  IN. 

Truly.  Sir,  of  heav’nly  Sweetnefs,  and  very  refrefhing. 
CO  U  RT  1 N  E. 

Dear  Beaugard,  if  thou  haft  any  Good  nature  in  thee  ; 
if  thou  wilt  not  have  me  hang  niyfelf  before  my  Time, 
tell  me  where  the  Dev''  haunts  that  helpt  thee  to  this, 
that  I  may  go  make  a  Bargain  with  him  prefently  : 
Speak,  fpeak,  or  I’m  a  loft  Man, 

BEAUGARD. 

Why  thou  mail  kno»v  this  Devil,  which  I  have  given 
my  Soul  to  already,  and  muft  I  (uppofe  have  my  Body 
very  fpeedily,  lives  I  know  not  where,  and  may  for  aught 
I  know  be  a  real  Devil  ;  but  if  it  be,  ’cis  the  beft  natur’d 
Devil  under  Beelzebub' s  Dominions,  that  I’ll  fvvear  to. 

C  OU  R  TINE. 

But  how  came  the  Gold,  then  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

To  deal  freely  with  my  Friend,  I  am  lately  happen’d 
into  the  Acquaintance  of  a  very  Reverend  Pimp,  as  fine 
a  difcreet,  fober,  grey -bearded  old  Gentleman  as  one 
would  wifh,  as  good  a  natur’d  public-fpirited  Perfon  as 
the  Nation  holds ;  one  that  is  never  fo  happy  as  when  he 
is  bringing  good  People  together,  and  promoting  civil 
Under  Handing  betwixt  the  Sexes :  Nay,  rather  than  want 
Employment  he  will  go  from  one  End  of  the  Town  to 
t’other,  to  procure  my  Lord’s  little  Dog  to  be  civil  to  my 
Lady’s  little  languifhing  Bitch. 

COURT  IN  E. 

A  very  worthy  Member  of  the  Commonwealth  1 
BE  A  UGAR  D.  , 

This  noble  Perfon  one  Day — but  F out  bin  can  give  you 
a  more  particular  Account  of  the  Matter.  Sweet  Sir,  if 
you  pleafe  tell  us  the  Story  of  the  firft  Encounter  betwixt 
you  and  Sir  Jolly  Jumble ;  you  muft  know  that’s  his  Tide. 

FOURS  IN. 

Sir,  it  fhall  be  done - Walking  one  Day  upon  the 

Piazza,  about  three  of  the  Clock  i’th’  Afternoon,  to  get 

me 
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me  a  Stomach  to  my  Dinner,  I  chanc’d  to  encounter  a 
Perfon  of  goodly  Prefence  and  worthy  Appearance  ;  his 
Beardand  Hair  white,  grave  and  comely,  his  Countenance 
ruddy,  plump,  fmooth  and  chearful  ;  who  perceiving  me 
alfo  equipt,  as  I  am,  with  a  Mien  and  Air  which  might 
well  inform  him  I  was  a  Perfon  of  no  inconfiderable  Qua¬ 
lity,  came  very  refpe&fully  up  to  me,  and  after  the  ufual 
Ceremonies  between  Perfons  of  Parts  and  Breeding  had 
paft,  very  humbly  enquir’d  of  me  what  it  was  o’Clock— 

I  presently  underflood  by  the  Queffion  that  he  was  a  Man 
of  Parts  and  Bufmefs,  told  him,  I  did  prefume  it  was  at 
moll  but  nicely  turn’d  of  three. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Very  Court-like,  civil,  quaint,  and  new,  I  think. 

FOU  RB  IN. 

The  Freedom  of  Commerce  encreafing  after  fome 
little  inconfiderable  Queftions  pour  pnjfer  le  temps,  and  fo, 
he  was  pleas’d  to  offer  me  the  Courtefy  of  a  Glafs  of 
Wine  :  l  told  hirn  I  very  feldom  drank,  but  if  he  fo 
pleas’d,  I  would  do  myfelf  the  Honour  to  prefent  him 
with  a  Dilh  of  Meat  at  an  Eating-Houfe  hard  by,  where 
I  had  an  Interelf. 

C  OU  RT I  N  E. 

Very  well:  I  think  this  Squire  of  thine,  Beaugard,  is 
as  accompliih’d  a  Perfon  as  any  of  the  Employment  I 
ever  faw.  O 

BE  A  UG  A  RD. 

Let  the  Rogue  go  on. 

FOUR  BIN. 

In  Ihoit  we  agreed  and  went  together  :  As  foon  as 
we  entered  th%Room,  I  am  your  mod  humble  Servant, 

Sir,  fays  he - 1  am  the  meaneft  of  your  Vaflals,  Sir, 

laid  I - 1  am  very  happy  in  lighting  into  the  Acquain¬ 

tance  of  fo  worthy  a  Gentleman  as  you  appear  to  be. 
Sir,  faid  he  again — Worthy,  Sir  Jolly,  then  came  I  up¬ 
on  him  again  on  t’other  fide  (for  you  muff  know  by  that 
Time  I  grop’d  on  his  Title)  I  kifs  your  Hands  from  the 

Bottom 
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Bottom  of  my  Heart,  which  I  (hall  be  always  ready  to 
lay  at  your  Feet. 

C  0  URTINE. 

Wei],  Eourlin,  and  what  reply’d  the  Knight  then  ? 

FOUR  B  IN. 

Nothing,  he  had  nothing  to  fay  ;  his  Senfe  was  tranf- 
ported  with  Admiration  of  my  Parts :  So  we  fat  down, 
and  after  forne  Paufe,  he  defired  to  know  by  what  Title 
he  was  to  diltinguifh  the  Perfon  who  had  fo  highly  ho¬ 
nour’d  him. 

BEAUGARD. 

That  is  as  much  as  to  lay,  Sir,  whofe  Rafcal  you  were. 
FOURS  IN. 

Sir  you  may  make  as  bold  with  your  poor  Slave  as  you 

pleafe- - 1  told  him  thofe  that  knew  me  well  were 

pleas’d  to  call  me  the  Chevalier  Fourbin,  that  I  was  a 
Cadet  of  that  ancient  Family  the  Fourbonois',  and  that  I 
had  the  Honour  of  ferving  the  great  Monarch  of  France 
in  his  Wars  in  Fland.rs,  where  I  contra&ed  great  Fami¬ 
liarity  and  Intimacy  with  a  gallant  Ofhcer  of  the  EnglHh 
Troops  in  that  Service,  one  Captain  Beaugard. 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh,  Sir,  you  did  me  too  much  Honour.  What  a  true- 
bred  Rogue’s  this  ! - - 

GOURTINE. 

Well,  but  the  Money,  Fourbir ■,  the  Money. 

FOURBIN. 

Beaugard,  hum  Beaugard  fays  he  ! — ay  it  mull  be  fo, 

- - a  black  Mania  he  not? - ay, fays  I,  blacicifh — 

a  dark  brown - full  fac’d - yes - a  fly  fubcle 

obferving  Eye? - the  fame- — a  firong-built  well-made 

Man  ? - right - a  devillifh  Fellow  for  a  Wench,  a 

deviliifh  Fellow  fora  Wench,  l  warrant  him?  a  thunder¬ 
ing  Rogue  upon  occafion,  Beaugard!  a  thundring  Feilow 
for  a  Wench,  I  mud:  be  acquainted  with  him. 

CO  URTINE. 

But  to  the  Money,  the  Money,  Man,  that’s  the  Thing 
I  would  be  acquainted  withal. 

BEAU- 
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BE  AUG  ARD. 

This  civil  Gentleman  of  the  Chevalier’s  Acquaintance 
comes  Ytftercay  Morning  to  my  Lodging,  and  feeing  my 
Pifture  in  Miniature  upon  the  Toilet,  t<f!d  me  with  the 
greateft  Ecftacy  in  the  World,  that  was  the  thing  he  came 
to  me  about :  He  told  me  there  was  a  Lady  of  his  Ac¬ 
quaintance  had  fome  favourable  Thoughts  of  me,  and 
1  gad,  fays  he,  Ihe’s  a  Hummer;  fuch  a  Bona  Roba,  ha, 
ha,  ha.  So  without  more  ado  begs  me  to  lend  it  him 
till  Dinner  (for  we  concluded  to  eat  together)  fo  away 
he  fcuttled  with  as  great  Joy  as  if  he  had  found  the  Phi- 
lofopher’s  ftone. 

CO  UR  BINE. 

"Very  well. 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

At  backet's  wre  met  again  ;  where  after  a  thoufand  Gri¬ 
maces  to  Ihew  how  much  he  was  pleas’d,  inftead  of  my 
Pi&ure,  prefents  me  with  the  Contents  aforefaid  ;  and 
told  me  the  Lady  defir'd  me  to  accept  of  ’em  for  the 
Picture,  which  (lie  was  much  tranfported  withal,  as  well 
as  with  the  Original. 

COURT1NE. 

II  a 

BEAUGARD. 

Now,  whereabouts  this  taking  Quality  lies  in  me,  the 
Devil  take  me,  Ned,  if  I  know  :  But  the  Fates,  Ned,  the 
Fa  tes  ! 

COURTINE. 

A  Curfe  on  the  Fates  1  Of  all  Strumpets,  Fortune’s  the 
baled  ;  ’twas  Fortune  made  me  a  Soldier,  a  Rogue  in 
red,  the  Grievance  of  the  Nation  ;  Fortune  made  the 
Peace  juft  when  we  were  upon  the  Brink  of  a  War ;  then 
Fortune  di/banded  us,  and  loft  us  two  Months  Pay  :  For¬ 
tune  gave  us  Debentures  inftead  of  ready  Money,  and  by 
very  good  Fortune  I  fold  mine,  and  holt  heartily  by  it,  in 
hopes  the  grinding  ill-natur’d  Dog  that  bought  it  will 
never  get  a  Shilling  for’e. 
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BEAUGARD. 

Leave  off  thy  railing  for  fhame,  it  looks  like  a  Cur 
that  barks  for  want  of  Bones.  Come,  Times  may  mend, 

and  an  honeft  Soldier  be  in  fafhion  again  -  • 

C  O  U  R*T  I  N  E. 

Thefe  gteafy,  fat,  unwieldy  wheezing  Rogues  that 
live  at  Home,  and  brood  over  their  Bags,  when  a  Fit  of 
Fear’s  upon  ’em,  then  if  one  of  us  pafs  but  by,  all  the 
Family  is  ready  at  the  Door  to  cry,  Heavens  blefs  you. 
Sir,  the  Laird  go  along  with  you. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Ah  good  Men,  what  pity  ’tis  fuch  proper  Gentlemen 
Ihould  ever  be  out  of  Employment. 

COU  R  TINE. 

But  when  the  Bufinefs  is  over,  then  every  Parifh  Bawd 
that  goes  but  to  a  Conventicle  twice  a  Week,  and  pays 
but  Scot  and  Lot  to  the  Parilh,  (hall  roar  out,  Fough,  ye 
loufy  Red-Coat  Rake-hells!  hout,  ye  Caterpillars, ye  Lo- 
cufts  of  the  Nation  ;  you  are  the  Dogs  that  would  enflave 
us  all,  plunder  our  Shops,  and  ravifli  our  Daughters,  ye 
Scoundrels. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  mult  confefs  ravifhing  ought  to  be  regulated,  it  would 
deftroy  Commerce,  and  many  a  good  fober  Matron 
about  this  Town  might  lofe  the  felling  of  her  Daughter’s 
Maidenhead,  which  were  a  great  Grievance  to  the  Peo¬ 
ple,  and  a  particular  Branch  of  Pjoperty  loft.  Fourbtn. 

F  OUR  B  IN. 

Your  Worlhip’s  Pleafure  ? 

‘  BEAUGARD . 

Run,  like  a  Rogue  as  you  are,  and  try  to  find  Sir  Jolly, 
and  deft  re  him  to  meet  me  at  the  BluePoJts  in  the  Hay- 
market  about  Twelve  ;  we’ll  dine  together :  I  muft  inquire 
farther  into  Yeftei  day’s  Adventure  ;  in  the  mean  time, 
Ned,  here’s  half  the  Prize  to  be  doing  withal ;  old  Friends 
muft  preferve  Correfpondence  ;  we  have  ihar’d  good 
Fortune  together,  and  bad  lhall  never  part  us. 

COU  R- 
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COU  RT  1 N  E. 

Well,  thou  wilt  certainly  die  in  a  Ditch  for  this :  Haft 
thou  no  more  Grace  than  to  be  a  true  Friend  ?  nay,  to 
part  with  thy  Money  to  thy  Friend  ;  I  grant  you,  a 
Gentleman  may  fwear  and  lye  for  his  Friend,  Pimp  for 
his  Friend,  hang  for  his  Friend,  and  fo  forth  ;  but  to  part 
with  ready  Money  is  the  Devil. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Stand  afide,  either  I  am  miftaken,  or  yonder’s  Sir 
Jolly  coming  :  Now  Courtine  will  I  (hew  thee  the  Flower 
of  Knighthood.  Ah  Sir  Jolly  1 

Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble. 

Sir  J'Hy  jumble. 

My  Hero  !  My  Darling  !  my  Ganymede  !  how  doft 
thou  ;  Strong  !  wanton  !  lufly  !  rampant  1  hah,  ah,  ah  1 
She’s  thine  Boy,  odd  (he’s  thine,  plump,  foft,  fmooth, 
wanton  !  hah,  ah,  ah  !  Ah  Rogue  !  ah  Rogue  !  here’s 
Shoulders !  here’s  Shape  !  there’s  a  Foot  and  Leg,  here’s 

a  Leg,  here’s  a  Leg - -Qua-a-a-a-a. 

[ Squeaks  like  a  Cat,  and  tickles  Beaugard’r  tegs. 

COURTINE. 

What  an  old  Goat’s  this  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Child,  Child,  Child,  who’s  that  ?  a  Friend  of  thine  ? 
a  Friend  o’  thine  ?  A  pretty  FelIo\v,  odd  a  very  pretry 
Fellow,  and  a  ftrong  Dog  I’ll  warrant  him.  How  doit 
do,  dear  Heart  ?  pr’ythee  let  me  kifs  thee.  I’  1  fwear  and 
vow  I  will  kifs  thee ;  ha,  ha,  he,  he,  he,  he,  a  Toad,  a 

Toad,  oh  Toa-a-a-ad - 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

But  the  Lady,  Sir  Jolly,  that  Lady,  how  does  the 
Lady  ?  what  fays  the  Lady,  Sir  Jolly  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

What  fays  the  Lady  !  why  (he  fays — (he  fays — odd  (he 
has  a  delicate  Lip,  fuch  a  Lip,  fo  red,  fo  hard,  fo  plump, 
fo  blub,  I  fancy  1  am  eating  Cherries  every  Time  I  think 
Vol.  II.  G  on’t 


146  Soldier’s  Fortune. 

and  for  her  Neck  and  Brealls,  and  her - odds  Life  ; 

I'll  fay  no  more,  not  a  Word  more,  but  I  know,  I 
know - - 

BE  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

I  am  forry  for  that  with  all  my  Heart ;  do  you  know, 
fay  you,  Sir,  and  would  you  put  off  your  mumbled  Orts, 

your  Offal  upon  me  ? - 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Hulh,  hulh.  hufh  !  have  a  Care  ;  as  I  live  and  breathe, 
not  I ;  alack  and  well-a-day,  I  am  a  poor  old  Fellow, 
decay’d  and  undone  :  All’s  gone  with  me,  Gentlemen, 
but  my  good  Nature  ;  odd  I  love  to  know  how  Matters 
go  tho’  now  and  then,  to  fee  a  pretty  Wench  and  a  young 
Fellow  touze  and  rouze  and  frouze  and  rnouze  ;  odd  I 
love  a  young  Fellow  dearly,  faith  dearly—— 
COURTINE. 

This  is  the  mod  extraoidinary  Rogue  I  ever  met  withal, 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

But  Sir  Jolly  in  the  firft  place,  you  mud  know  I  have 
fworn  never  to  marry. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

I  would  not  have  thee,  Man,  1  am  a  Batchelor  my- 
felf,  and  have  been  a  Whore-Mailer  all  my  Life ;  be- 
fides  (he’s  married  already,  Man,  her  Hulband’s  an  old 
greafy,  untoward,  ill-natur’d,  flovenly,  tobacco- taking 
Cuckold  i  but  plaguy  jealous. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

Already  a  Cuckold,  Sir  Jolly? 

Sir  Jolly  J  U  M  B  L  E. 

No,  that  fiiali  be  ;  my  Boy,  thou  ihalt  make  him  one, 
and  I’ll  pimp  for  thee,  dear  Heart ;  and  /han’t  I  hold 
the  Door  ?  (han’t  I  peep  ?  hah,  lhan’c  I,  you  Devil,  you 
little  Dog,  fhan’t  I  ? 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

What  Is’t  I’d  not  grant  to  oblige  my  Patron  ? 

Sir  Jolly  J.U  M  B  L  E. 

And  then  doll  thou  hear,  I  have  a  Lodging  for 

thee 
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thee  in  my  own  Houfe  :  dod  hear  old  Soul,  in  my  own 
Houfe,  fhe  lives  the  very  next  Door,  Man,  there’s  but  a 
Wall  to  part  her  Chamber  and  thine;  and  then  for  a  Peep- 
Hole,  odds  fifli  I  have  a  Peep  Hole  for  thee ;  ’sbud  I’U 

ihew  thee.  I’ll  Ihew  thee - 

BEAU  G  A  RD, 

But  when,  Sir  Jolly  ?  I  am  in  hade,  impatient. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Why  this  very  Night,  Man  ;  poor  Rogue’s  in  hade, 

poor  Rogue;  but  hear  you - 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

The  matter  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

Shan’t  we  dine  together  ? 

B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBL  E. 

The  Maw  begins  to  empty,  get  you  before,  and  fpealc 
Dinner  at  the  Blue-Bcjls,  while  I  day  behind  and  gather 
up  a  Dilh  of  Whores  for  a  Defert. 

COU  RT  1  NE. 

Be  fure  that  they  be  lewd,  drunken,  dripping  Whores, 
Siryo/^),that  wont  be  affefledly  fqueamifh  and  troublefom. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

I  warrant  you. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Ilove  a  well  difciplin’d  Whore  that  (hews  all  theTricks 
of  her  Profeffion  with  a  Wink,  like  an  old  Soldier  that 
underftands  all  his  Exercife  by  beat  of  Drum. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ah  Thief,  fay’ll  thou  fo  !  I  mud  be  better  acquainted 
with  that  Fellow ;  he  has  a  notable  Nofe,  a  hard  brawny 
Carle — true  and  trudy,  and  Mettle  I’ll  warrant  him. 

B  E  A  UG  A  R  D. 

Well,  Sir  Jolly,  you’ll  not  fail  us  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Fail  ye  lamia  Knight  ?  hark  ye,  Boys :  I’ll  muder 

G  2  this 
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f  this  Evening  fuch  a  Regiment  of  rampant,  roaring,  myfte- 
nous  Whores,  that  (hall  make  more  Noife  than  if  all  the 
Cats  in  the  Haymurket  were  in  Conjunction.  Whores,  ye 
Rogues,  that  fhall  fwear  with  you,  drink  with  you,  talk 
bawdy  with  you,  fight  with  you,  fcratch  with  you,  lie 
with  you,  and  go  to  the  Devil  with  you.  Shan’t  we  be 

very  merry,  hah  ! - 

COUR  TINE. 

As  merry  asWine,  Women, and  Wickednefs  can  make  us. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Odd  that’s  well  faid  again,  very  well  faid  ;  as  merry  as 
Wine,  Women  and  Wickednefs  tan  make  us :  I  love  a 
Fellow  that’s  very  wicked  dearly  :  methinks  there’s  a 
Spirit  in  him,  there’s  a  fort  of  tantara  rara  ;  tantara  rara, 
ah,  ah  h-h ;  well,  and  won’t  ye,  when  the  Women  come, 
won’t  ye,  and  (hall  I  not  fee  a  little  Sport  amorgft  you  ? 
well  get  ye  gone  ;  ah  Rogues,  ah  Rogues,  da,  da,  I’ll 
be  with  you,  da,  da -  [F.v.  Eeau  andQoux. 

Enter  fei/eral  Whores,  and  three  Bullies. 

1  BU  LLY. 

In  the  Name  of  Satan,  what  Whores  are  thofe  in  their 
Copper  trim,  yonder  ? 

1  WHO  R  E. 

Well,  I’ll  fwear,  Madam,  ’tis  the  fined  Evening  ;  I 
love  the  Mall  mightily. 

2  BU  LIT. 

Let’s  huzza  the  Bulkers. 

2  WHORE. 

Really,  and  fo  do  I  ;  becaufe  there’s  always  good  Com¬ 
pany,  and  one  meets  with  fuch  Civilities  from  every  body. 

3  BULLY. 

Damn’d  Whores,  hout  ye  frlthies. 

3  WHORE. 

Ay,  and  then  I  love  extremely  to  (hew  myfelf  here, 
when  1  am  very  fine,  to  vex  thofe  poor  Devils  that  call 
themfelves  virtuous,  and  are  very  fcandalous  and  crapifh. 
I’ll  fwear ;  O  crimine,  whofe’s  yonder !  Sir  Jolly  Jumble , 
vow.  *  B  U  L  Y. 
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1  BU  LL  r. 

Fogh  !  let’s  leave  the  naily  So  vs  to  Fools  and  Difeafes. 

1  WHORE. 

Oh  Pap*,  Papa !  where  have  you  been  thefe  two  Days, 
Papa  ? 

2  WHORE. 

You  are  a  precious  Father  indeed,  to  take  no  more  care 
of  your  Children  ;  we  might  be  dead  for  all  you,  you- 
naughty  Dady,  you  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Dead,  my  poor  Fubfes  !  odd  I  had  rather  all  the  Rt« 
Iations  I  have  were  dead,  a  dad  I  had  :  Get  you  gone 
you  little  Devils  Babbies ;  oh  Law  there’s  Babbies  !  odd 
I’ll  bite  ’em,  odd,  I  will. 

1  W  HO  RE. 

Nay,  fy,  Papa,  I’ll  fwear  you’ll  make  me  angry,  ex¬ 
cept  you  carry  us,  and  treat  us  to-night;  you  have  pro¬ 
mis’d  me  a  Treat  this  Week,  won’t  you,  Papa  f 

2  WHO  R  E. 

Ay,  won’t  you.  Dad  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  M  B  L  E. 

Odds  fo,  odds  fo,  well  remember’d  !  get  you  gone, 
don’t  Hay  talking;  get  you  gone,  yonder’s  a  great  Lord, 
the  Lord  Beaugard,  and  his  Coufin  the  Baron,  the  Count, 
the  Marquis,  the  Lord  knows  what,  Monfieur  Cmrtine. 
newly  come  to  Town,  odds  fo. 

3  W H  ORE. 

Oh  Law,  where  Dady,  where  ?  Oh  dear,  a  Lord. 

1  WHORE. 

Well,  you  are  the  pureft  Papa  ;  but  where  be  dey  mun. 
Papa - 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

I  won’t  tell  you,  you  Gipfies,  fo  I  won'r— -  except  you 
tickle  me — sbud  they  are  brave  Fellows,  all  tall,  and  not 
a  Bit  fmall;  odd  one  of ’em  has  a  devililh  deal  of  Money.. 

1  WHORE. 

Oh  dear,  but  which  is  he,  Papa  ? 
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2  WHORE . 

Shan’t  I  be  in  love  with  him,  Dady  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

What  no  body  tickle  me  !  no  body  tickle  me  !  not  yet 
tickle  me  a  tittle,  —  tickle  me  a  little,  Jenny — do 

He,  he,  he,  he,  he,  he — | (They  tickle  Aim]  No  more,  oh 
eear,  oh  dear  1  poor  Rogues,  fo,  fo,  no  more,  nay,  if 

you  do,  if  you  do,  odd  I’ll,  I’ll,  I’ll - 

3  WHORE. 

W hat  will  you  do  trow  ? 

'  Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Come  along  with  me,  come  along  with  me,  fncak 
after  me  at  a  Diftance,  that  no  body  take  notice  :  fwinging 
Fellow.',  Mully — fwinging  Fellows  J>n?iy,  a  devililh  deal 
of  Money  :  Get  you  afore  then,  you  little  Dipdappers,  ye 
Wafps,  ye  Wagtails,  get  you  gone;  I  fay  fwinging 
Fellows -  [F.y,  Sir  Jolly  with  tkt  Whores. 

Enter  Lady  Dunce  and  Sylvia. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

D'e  a  Maid,  Sylvia,  fy,  for  Ihame  1  what  a  fcanda- 
lous  Refolution’s  that :  Fivethoufand  Pounds  to  your  Por¬ 
tion,  and  leave  it  all  to  Hofpitals,  for  the  innocent  Re¬ 
creation  hereafter  of  leading  Apes  in  Hell  ?  fy  for  (hame  ! 
S  YL  VIA. 

Indeed  fuch  another  charming  Animal  as  your  Con- 
fort,  Sir  Davy,  might  do  much  with  me ;  his  an  un- 
fpeakable  BldTingto  lie  all  Night  by  a  Horfe-load  of  Dif- 
eafes;  a  beaftly,  ur.favory,  old,  groaning,  grunting  whtaz- 
ing  Wretch,  that  fmells  of  the  Grave  he  is  going  to,  al¬ 
ready.  From  fuch  a  Curfe,  and  Hair-cloth  next  my  Skin, 
good  Heaven  deliver  me. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Thou  miflakeft  the  Ufe  of  a  Huffcand,  Sylvia.  They 
are  not  meant  for  Bedfellows ;  heretofore  indeed  ’tvvas  a 
fulfotn  Fafnion,  to  lie  o’  Nights  with  a  Flusband  ;  but 
the  World’s  improv‘d..and  Cuftoms  alter’d. 
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SYLVIA. 

Pray  inftruft  me  then  what  the  Ufe  of  a  Husband  is. 

Lady  D  UNCE, 

Inttead  of  a  Gentleman  Ulher  for  Ceremonies  fake,  to 
be  in  waiting  on  fet  Days,  and  particular  Occafions  ;  but 
the  Friend,  Coufin ,  is  the  Jewel  unvaluable. 

5  YLV  1  A. 

But  Sir  Davy,  Madam,  will  be  difficult  to  be  fo  go¬ 
verned  ;  I  am  miftaken  if  his  Nature  is  not  too  jealous  to 
be  blinded. 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

So  much  the  better  ;  of  all,  the  jealous  Fool  is  eafiefl 
to  be  deceived:  For  obferve,  where  there’s  jeaioufy 
there’s  always  Fondnefs ;  which  if  a  Woman,  as  fhe 
ought  to  do,  will  make  the  right  Ufe  of,  a  Husband’s 
Fears  (hall  not  fo  awake  him  on  one  Side,  as  his  Dotage 
fhall  blind  him  on  the  other. 

S YL VIA . 

Is  your  Piece  of  Mortality  fuch  a  doting  Doddle  ?  is 
he  fo  very  fond  of  you  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

No,  but  he  has  the  Vanity  to  think  that  I  am  very 
fond  of  him  ;  and  if  he  be  jealous,  ’tis  not  fo  much  for 
fear  I  do  abufe,  as  that  in  Time  I  may,  and  therefore  im- 
pofes  this  Confinement  on  me  ;  tho’  he  has  other  Diver- 
tifements  that  take  him  off  from  my  Enjoyment,  which 
make  him  fo  loathfom  no  Woman  but  mult  hate  him. 

5  YL  VIA. 

His  private  Divertifements  I  am  a  Stranger  to. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Then  for  his  Perfon  ’tis  incomparably  odious;  he  has 
fuch  a  Breath,  one  Rifs  of  him  were  enough  to  cure  the 
Fits  of  the  Mother,  ’tis  worfe  than  Affa  Fattda. 

SYLVIA. 

Oh  hideous ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Every  thing  that’s  nalty  he  affedU,  clean  Linnen  he  fays 
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is  unwholefom  ;  and  to  make  him  more  charming,  he’s 
continually  eating  of  Garlfc  and  chewing  Tobacco. 
SYLVIA. 

Fogh  I  this  is  Love!  this  is  the  Bitfling  of  Matrimony. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Rail  not  fo  unreasonably  again!!  Love,  Sylvia.  As  I 
have  dealt  freely,  and  acknowledged  to  thee  the  Paflion 
J  have  for  Beavgard,  fo  methinks,  Sylvia  need  not  con¬ 
ceal  her  good  Thoughts  of  her  Friend.  Do  not  I  know 
Ciurtine  flicks  in  thy  Stomach. 

SYLVIA. 

If  he  does  I’ll  afl'ureyou  he  (hall  never  get  to  my  Heart, 
But  can  you  have  the  Confcience  to  love  another  Man 
now  you  are  married  J  What  do  you  think  will  become 

of  you  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

I  tell  thee,  Sylvia.  I  was  never  married  to  that  Engine 
vve  have  been  talking  of  ;  my  Parents  indeed  made  me 
£ay  fcmething  to  him  after  a  Prieft  once,  but  my  Heart 
went  not  along  with  my  Tongue.  I  minded  not  what 
it  was :  For  roy  Thoughts,  Sylvia ,  for  thefe  feven  Years 
have  been  much  better  employ’d— Beaugard !  Ah  Curfe 
on  the  Day  that  firlt  fent  him  into  France  ! 

S  YLVIA. 

Why  fo,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Had  he  flay’d  here,  I  had  not  been  facrificed  to  the 
Arms  of  this  Monument  of  Man,  for  the  Bed  of  Death 
could  not  be  more  cold  than  his  has  been  :  He  would 
have  deliver’d  me  from  the  Monfler,  for  even  then  f  lov’d 
him,  and  was  apt  to  think  my  Kindnefs  not  neglefled. 

SYLVIA . 

lfind  indeed  your  Ladyfhip  ha? good  Thoughts  of  him. 

Lady  DUN  C  E. 

Surely  ’tis  impoflibleto  think  too  well  of  him,  for  he 
has  Wit  enough  to  call  his  Good-nature  in  queflion,  and 
yet  Good  nature  enough  to  make  his  Wit  fufpefled. 

SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 

But  how  do  you  hope  ever  to  get  fight  of  him  ?  Sir 
Davy's  Watchfuluefs  is  invincible.  I  darefwear  he  wou’d 
fmell  out  a  Rival  if  he  were  in  theHoufe,  only  by  natural 
Inftinft,  as  fome  that  always  fweat  when  a  Cat’s  in  the 
Room.  Then  again,  Beaugard's  a  Soldier,  and  that’s  a 
Thing  the  old  Gentleman,  you  know,  loves  dearly. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

There  lies  the  greateft  Comfort  of  my  uneafy  Life  y 
he  is  one  of  thofe  Fools  forfooth,  that  are  led  by  the 
Nofe  by  Knaves  who  rail  againft  the  King  and  the  Go¬ 
vernment,  and  is  mightily  fond  of  being  thought  of  a 
Party.  I  have  had  hopes  this  Twelve-month  to  have 
heard  of  his  being  in  the  Gate-Houfe  for  Treafon. 
SYLVIA. 

But  I  find  only  yourfclf  the  Prifoner  all  this  while. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

At  prefent  indeed  I  am  fo  ;  but  Fortune  I  hope  will 
fmile,  would’ft  thou  but  be  my  Friend,  Sylvia. 
SYLVIA. 

In  any  mifchievous  Defign  with  all  my  Heart. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

The  Conclufion,  Madam,  may  turn  to  your  Satisfac^ 
tion  ;  but  have  you  no  Thoughts  of  Courtine  ? 

SYLVIA . 

Not  I,  I’ll  aflure  you,  Coufin. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

You  don’t  think  him  welllhap’d,  llraight,  and  propor¬ 
tionable  ? 

5  YL  VIA. 

Confidering  he  eats  but  once  a  Week,  the  Man’s  well 
enough. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

*'  And  then  he  wears  his  Cloaths,you  know  filthily,  and. 
like  a  horrid  Sloven. 

SYLVIA. 

Filthily  enough  of  all  Confcience,  with  a  threadbare- 
G  5  red 


154  9^  Soldier’s  Fortune. 

red  Coat,  which.  hisTaylorduns  him  for  to  this  Day,  over 
which  a  great  broad  greafy  Buff-Belt,  enough  to  turn  any 
one’s  Stomach  but  a  disbanded  Soldier  ;  a  Peruke  ty’d  up 
in  a  Knot,  to  excufe  its  want  of  Combing ;  and  then 
becaufe  he  has  been  a  Man  at  Arms,  he  muff  wear  two 
Truffles  of  a  Beard  forfooth,  to  lodge  a  Dunghil  of  Snuff 
upon,  to  keep  his  Nofe  in  good  Humour. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Nay,  now  I  am  fere  that  thou  loveff  him. 

5  YL  VIA. 

So  far  from  it,  that  I  proteff  eternally  againff  the  whole 
Lady  DUNCE . 

That  Time  will  belt  demonftrate,  in  the  mean  while 
to  our  Bulinels. 

SYLVIA. 

As  how,  Madam  ? 

Lady  DUNCE : 

To-night  muff  I  fee  Beaugard,  they  are  this  Minute 
at  Dinner  in  the  Hay-market ;  now  to  make  my  evil  Ge¬ 
nius,  that  haur  ts  me  every  where,  my  thing  call’d  a  Hus  • 
band,  himfelf  to  aifift  his  poor  Wife  at  a  dead  lift,  f 
think  would  not  be  unpieafant. 

SYLVIA. 

But  ’twill  be  impoffible. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Iam  apt  to  be  perfuaced  rather  very  eafy  ;  you  know 
our  good  and  friendly  Neighbour,  Sir  J ally  Jumble. 
SYLVIA. 

Out  on  him,  Bead,  he’s  always  talking  filthy  to  a 
Body  ;  if  he  fits  but  at  the  Table  wdth  one,  he’ll  be 
making  nafiy  Figures  in  the  Napkins. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

He  and  my  fweet  Yoke-Fellow  are  the  moft  intimate 
Friends  in  the  World  ;  fo  that  partly  out  of  neighbourly 
Kindnefs,  as  well  as  the  great  Delight  he  takes  to  be 
meddling  with  Matters  of  thk  Nature,  with  a  great  deal 
of  Pains  and  Induflry  he  has  procur’d  me  Btaugard' s  Pic- 
4  ture. 
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ture,  and  given  h  m  to  underdand  how  well  a  Friend  of 
his  in  Petticoats,  call’d  myfelf,  wifbes  him. 

SYLVIA. 

But  what  is  all  this  to  the  making  your  Husband  inftru- 
mental  i  for  I  mud  confefsof  all  Creatures  a  Husband’s 
the  thing  that’s  odious  to  me. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

That  mnd  be  done  this  Night:  I’ll  inftantly  to  my 
Chamber,  take  my  Bed  in  a  Pet,  ancf  fend  for  Sir  Davy. 

SYLVIA. 

But  which  Way  then  mult  the  Lover  come  ? 

Lady  DUNCE . 

Nay,  I’ll  betray  Beaugard  to  him,  (hew  him  the  Picture 
he  lent  me,  and  beg  of  him  as  he  tenders  his  own  Ho¬ 
nour  and  my  Quiet,  to  take  fome  Courfe  to  fecure  me 
from  the  fcandalous  Solicitations  of  that  impudent  Fellow. 

SYLVIA. 

And  fo  make  him  the  Property,  the  Go-between,  to 
bring  the  Affair  to  an  Iffue  the  more  decently. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Right  Sylvia,  ’tis  the  beft  Office  a  Husband  can  do  a 
Wife ;  I  mean  an  old  Husband  ;  blefs  us,  to  be  yok’d  in 
Wedlock  with  a  Paralytic  coughing  decrepid  Dotrel,  to 
be  a  Dry-nurfe  all  one’s  life-time  to  an  old  Child  of 
fixty-five,  to  lie  by  the  Image  of  Death  a  whole  Night, 
a  dull  Immoveable,  that  has'no  Ssnfe  of  Life  but  thro’ 
its  Pains ;  the  Pigeon’s  as  happy  that’s  laid  to  a  fick  Man’s 
Feet,  when  the  World  has  given  him  over  :  For  my  part 
this  fhall  henceforth  be  my  Prayer. 

Curd  be  the  Memory,  nay  doubly  curd, 

Of  her  that  wedded  Age  for  Interell  firft  ; 

Tho’  worn  with  Years,  with  fruitlefs  Wifhes  full, 
’Tis  all  Day  troublefom,  and  all  Night  dull. 

Who  wed  with  Fools,  indeed  lead  happy  lives. 
Fools  are  the  fitted;  fined  things  for  Wives  : 

Yet  old  Men  Profit  bring,  as  Fools  bring  Eafe, 

And  both  make  Youth  and  Wit  much  better  pleafe. 

•  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE  I. 

&>  Jolly  Jumble,  Beaugard,  Courtine, 
and  Fcurbin. 

C  O  URT  IN  E. 

SIR  Jolly  is  the  Glory  of  the  Age. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Nay,  now,  Sir,  you  honour  me  too  far, 

BEAUGARD. 

He’s  the  Delight  of  the  young,  and  Wonder  of  the  old. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

I  fwear.  Gentlemen,  you  make  meblulh. 

C  OURTJNE. 

He  deferves  a  Statue  of  Gold,  at  the  Charge  of  the 
Kingdom. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Out  upon’c,  fy  for  fhame  :  I  proteft  I’ll  leave  your 
Company  if  you  talk  fo  ;  but  faith  they  were  Whores, 
daintily  dutiful  Strumpets,  ha  !  udds-bud,  they’d— -have 
flript  for  t’other  Bottle, 

BEAUGARD. 

Truly,  Sir  Jolly,  you  are  a  Man  of  very  extraordinary 
Difcipline,  I  never  faw  Whores  under  better  Command 
in  my  Life. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

P.lh,  that’s  .  :thi;  g,  Man,  nothing;  I  can  fend  for 
forty  better  wr.er  I  cteafe, Doxies  that  will  flop,,  trip,  leap, 
trip,  and  do  any  ;;  .he  World,  any  thing,  old  Soul. 
COURT  1 N  E. 

Dear,  dear  Sir  Jolly,  where  and  when  ? 

Sir  JOLLY. 

Odd  as  lira  pie  as  I  ftand  here,  her  Father  was  a  Knight, 
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BE  AUG  ARD. 

Indeed,  Sir  Jolly,  a  Knight  fay  you  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

Ay,  but  a  little  decay’d  :  i’ll  affure  you  file’s  a  very 
good  Gentlewoman  born. 

COURTINE. 

Ay,  and  a  very  good  Gentlewoman  bred  to<L 
Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ay,  and  lb  fhe  is. 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

But,  Sir  Jolly,  how  goes  my  Bufinefs  forward  ?  when 
fhall  I  have  a  View  of  this  Quarry  I  am  to  fly  at  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Alas-a-day,  not  fo  bafiy ;  foft  and  fair,  I  befeech  youi 
Ah,  my  little  Son  of  Thunder,  if  thou  hadft  her  in  thy 
Arms  now  between  a  Pair  of  Sheets,  and  1  under  the  Bed 
to  fee  fair  Play,  Boy  ;  Gemini !  what  wou’d  become  of 
me  ?  what  wou’d  become  of  me  ?  there  wou’d  be  Doings, 
oh  lawd,  I  under  the  Bed  ! 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Or  behind  the  Hangings,  Sir  Jolly,  would  not  that  do 

35  Wdl  ’  Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Oh  no,  under  the  Bed  againft  the  World,  and  then  it 
would  be  very  dark,  hah  ! 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Dark  to  chufe  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

No,  but  a  little  Light  would  do  well,  a  fmall  glimmer¬ 
ing  Lamp,  juft  enough  for  me  to  fteal  a  Peep  by  5.  oh 
lamentable  f  oh  lamentable.  I  won’t  fpeak  a  Word  more ; 
there  would  be  a  Trick  S  O  rare  !  you  Friend,  O  rare  ! 
odd  fo,  not  a  Word  mote,  odds  fo.  Yonder  comes  the 
Monfter  that  mull  be  the  Cuckold  eledl ;  ftep,  ftep  aiide 
and  obferve  him  :  If  I  ihould  be  feen  in  your  Company,, 
’twould  fpoil  all 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

For  my  part,  I’ll  ftandthe  Meeting  of  him ;  one  way  to 
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promote  a  good  Undemanding  with  a  Wife,  is  firft  to  get 
acquainted  with  her  Husband. 

Enter  Sir  D avy  Dunce. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Well,  of  all  Bleffings  a  difcreet  Wife  is  the  greateftthafc 
can  light  upon  a  Man  of  Years :  Had  I  been  married  to 
any  thing  but  an  Angel  now,  what  a  Bead  had  I  been  by 
this  time  ?  Well,  I  am  the  happied  old  Fool  !  ’Tis  a  hor¬ 
rid  Age  that  we  live  in,  fo  that  an  honed  Man  can  keep 
nothing  to  himfelf.  If  you  have  a  good  Edate,  every  co- 
vetuous  Rogue  is  longing  for’t,  (truly  I  love  a  good  Edate 
dearly  mylelf!)  if  you  have  a  handfom  Wife, every  fmooth 
fac’d  Coxcomb  will  be  combing  and  cocking  at  her :  Flefh 
Flies  are  not  fo  troublefom  to  the  Shambles  as  thofe  fort 
of  Infefts  are  to  the  Boxes  in  the  Play-Hcttfe.  But  Virtue 
is  a  great  BUffing,  an  unvaluable  Treafure,  to  tell  me 
herfelf  that  a  Villain  had  tempted  her,  and  give  me  the 
verjPiclure,  the  Enchantment  that  he  fent  to  bewitch  her, 
it  drikes  me  dumb  with  Adm-’ration  ;  Here’s  the  Villain 
in  Effigy.  [ P nils  out  the  Pifiure.]  Odd  a  very  handfom 
Fellow',  a  dangerous  Rogue,  I’ll  warrant  him  :  Such  Fel¬ 
lows  as  thefe  now  ffiould  be  fetter’d  like  unruly  Colts, 
that  they  may  not  leap  into  other  Men’s  Padures.  Here’s  a 
Nofe  now,  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  cut  it  off ;  damn’d 
Dog,  to  dare  to  prefume  to  make  a, Cuckold  of  a  Knight  ? 
Blefs  us!  what  will  this  World  come  to  !  Well,  poor  Sir 
Davy,  down,  down  upon  thy  Knees,  and  thank  the  Stars 
for  thy  Deliverance. 

B  E  AU  G  A  RD. 

’Sdeath  !  what’s  that  I  fee  !  fure  ’tis  the  very  Piflure 
which  I  fent  by  Sir  Jolly  ;  if  fo,  by  this  Light  I  am  dam¬ 
nably  jilted.  [  Afide. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

But  now  if - 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

Surely  he  does  no:  fee  us  yet. 
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FOUR  B  IN. 

See  you,  Sir,  why  he  has  but  one  Eye,  and  we  are  on 

his  blind  Side i  I’ll  dumb-found  him. 

[Strikes  him  on  the  Shoulder. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Who  the  Devil’s  this  ?  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Ay,  ay,  ’tis  the  fame  :  Now  a  pox  of  all  amorous 
Adventures :  ’Sdeath,  I’ll  go  beat  the  impertinent  Pimp 
that  drew  me  into  this  Fooling. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  methinks  you  are  very  curious. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  perhaps  I  have  an  extraordinary  Reafon  to  be  fo. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  perhaps,  Sir,  I  care  not  for  you,  nor  your  Reafon 
neither. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

Sir,  if  you  are  at  Leiiure,  1  would  beg  the  Honour  to 
freak  with  you. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

With  me.  Sir  l  what’s  your  Bufinefs  with  me  ? 

BE  A  UG  ARD. 

I  would  not  willingly  be  troublefom,  tho’  it  may  be  I 
am  fo  at  this  time. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

It  may  be  fo  too,  Sir. 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

But  to  be  known  to  fo  worthy  a  Perfon  as  you  are 
would  be  fo  great  an  Honour,  fo  extraordinary  a  Hap- 
pinefs,  that  I  could  not  avoid  taking  this  Opportunity  of 
tendering  you  my  Service. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Smooth  Rogue,  who  the  Devil  is  this  Fellow  ?  [  A  fide. 
But,  Sir,  you  were  pleafed  to  nominate  Bufmefs,  Sir,  I 
defire  with  what  fpeed  you  can  to  know  your  Bufinefs, 
Sir,  that  I  may  go  about  my  Bufinefs. 
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BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  if  I  might  with  good  Manners,  I  fhould  be  glad  to 
inform  myfelf  whofe  Pi&ure  that  is,  which  you  have  in 
your  Hand  ;  mechinks  it  is  a  very  fine  Painting. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

Picture,  Friend,  Picture  l  Sir,  ’tis  a  Refemblance  of  a 
very  impudent  Fellow,  they  call  him  Captain  Beaugard , 
forfooth,  but  he  is  in  fhort  a  Rake-hell,  a  poor  loufy> 
beggarly  disbanded  Devil ;  do  you  know  him.  Friend  ?— * 
BEAUGARD. 

I  think  I  have  heard  of  fuch  a  Vagabond  :  the  truth 
on’t  is,  he  is  a  very  impudent  Fellow. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  a  damn’d  Rogue. 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh  a  notorious  Scoundrel. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  expert  to  hear  he’s  hang’d  by  the  next  SefSons. 

BE  A  UG  ARD. 

The  truth  on’t  is,  he  has  deferv’d  it  long  ago  ;  but  did 
you  ever  fee  him.  Sir  Davy  ? 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Sir - ■ — does  he  know  me  ?  VAJide , 

BEAUGARD. 

Becaufe  I  fancy  that  Miniature  is  very  much  like  him. 

Pray,  Sir,  whence  had  it  you  ? - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Had  it.  Friend  :  had  it !  whence  had  it  I ! - -blefs  us, 

[ Compares  the  Pitture  with  Beaugard’*  Face, 
what  have  I  done  now  ?  this  is  the  very  Traitor  himfelf 
if  he  fhould  be  defperate  now,  and  put  his  Sword  in  my 
Guts !  —  flitting  my  Nofe  will  be  as  bad  as  that,  I  have 
but  one  Eye  left  neither,  and  may  be — Oh  but  this  is 
the  King’s  Court,  odd  that’s  well  remember’d,  he  dares 
not  but  be  civil  here  ;  I’ll  try  to  out  huff  him,  [ Afidt » 
Whence  had  it  you? 


BEAU* 
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BEAUGARD. 

Ay,  Sir,  whence  had  it  you  ?  that’s  Englifb  in  my 
Country,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Go,  Sir,  you  are  a  Rafcal. 

BEAUGARD. 

How! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  I  fay  you  are  a  Rafcal,  if  you  go  to  that-—* 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  I  am  a  Gentleman  and  Soldier. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

So  much  the  worfe.  Soldiers  have  been  Cuckold-m^kers 
from  the  Beginning;  Sir,  I  care  not  what  you  are ;  for 
ought  I  know  you  may  be  a — come  Sir,  did  I  never  fee 
you  ?  Anfwer  me  to  that,  did  I  never  fee  you  ?  for  aught 
I  know  you  may  be  a  Jefuit ;  there  were  more  inthelaft 
Army  befides  you. 

BEAUGARD. 

Of  your  Acquaintance,  and  be  hang’d. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Yes  to  my  knowledge,  there  were  feveral  at  Hout/Iovo- 
Heatb  difguifed  in  dirty  Petticoats,  and  cry’d  Brandy  ;  I 
knew  a  Serjeant  of  Foot  that  was  familiar  with  one  of 
them  all  Night  in  a  Ditch,  and  fancy’d  him  a  Woman,, 
but  the  Devil  is  powerful. 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

In  Ihort,  you  worthy  Villain  of  Worlhip,  that  Pidlure  ; 
is  mine,  and  I  muft  have  it,  or  I  (hall  take  an  Opportu¬ 
nity  to  kick  your  Worlhip  moft  inhumanly. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Kick,  Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

Ay,  Sir,  kick,  ’tis  a  Recreation  I  can  Ihew  you. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  I  am  a  free-born  Subjeft  of  England,  and  there 
4tre  Laws  look  you,  there  are  Laws ;  fo  1  fay  you  are  a 

Rafcal 
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Rafcal  again,  and  now  how  will  you  help  yourfelf  ?  poor 
Fool. 

BEAUGARD. 

Hark  you,  Friend,  have  you  not  a  Wife  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNG  E. 

I  have  a  Lady,  Sir — oh  and  fhe’s  mightily  taken  with 
this  Piflure  of  yours ;  file  was  fo  mightily  proud  of  it  fire 
could  not  forbear  fhewing  ic  me,  and  telling  too  who  it 
was  fent  it  her. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  has  fhe  been  long  a  Jilt  ?  has  fhe  pradtifed  the 
Trade  for  any  Time. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Trade!  humph,  what  Trade?  what  Trade?  Friend. 

BE  A  UGARD. 

Why  the  Trade  of  Whore  and  no  Whore,  Catcerwaul- 
ing  in  jeft,  putting  out  Chriftian  Colours,  when  Ihe’s  a 
Turk  under  Deck:  A  curfe  upon  all  honeft  Women  in 
the  Flefh,  that  are  Whores  in  the  Spirit. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Poor  Devil,  how  he  rails,  ha,  ha,  ha  :  Look  you,  fweef 
Soul,  as  I  told  you  before,  there  are  Laws,  there  are 
Laws,  but  thofe  are  things  not  worthyyour  Confiaeration: 
Beauty’s  your  Bufinefs.  But,  dear  Vagabond,  trouble  thy- 
felf  no  further  about  my  Spoufe,  let  my  Doxy  reft  in 
Peace,  fhe’s  Meat  for  thy  Mafter,  old  Bov;  I  have  my 
Belly  full  of  her  every  Night. 

B  E  A  U  GAR  D. 

Sir,  I  wifh  all  your  noble  Family  hang’d  from  the 
bottom  of  my  Heart. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Moreover  Captain  Swafh,  I  mu  ft  tell  you  my  Wife  is 
an  honeft  Woman,  of  a  virtuous  Difpofition,  one  that  I 
have  lov’d  from  her  Infancy,  and  fire  deferves  it  by  her 
faithful  dealing  in  this  Affair,  for  that  fhe  has  difcover'd 
loyally  to  me  the  treacherous  Defigns  laid  againft  her 
Chaftity,  and  my  Honour. 


BEAU- 
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BEAU  GAR  D. 

By  this  Light  the  Bealt  weeps !  [  AJide. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Truly  I  cannot  but  weep  for  Joy,  to  think  how  hap¬ 
py  I  am  in  a  Sincere,  faithful,  and  loving  Yoke-fellow. 
She  charg’d  me  too  to  tell  you  into  the  Bargain,  that  fhe 
is  fufficiently  fatisfy’d  of  the  moil  fecret  Wilhes  of  your 
Heart. 

BE  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

I’m  glad  on’r. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  that  ’tis  her  Defire,  that  you  would  trouble  your- 
felf  no  more  about  the  matter. 

BEAUGARD. 

With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  'Davy  DUNCE. 

But  henceforward  behave  yourfelf  with  fuch  Discretion 
as  becomes  a  Gentleman. 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh  to  be  fure,  moll  exaftly  ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  let  her  alone  to  make  the  beft  ufe  of  thofe  innocent 
Freedoms  I  allow  her,  without  putting  her  Reputation  in 
hazard. 

BE  A  U  G  A  RD. 

As  how,  I  befeech  you — — — — 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

By  your  impertinent  and  unfeafonable  Addrefs. 

BE  A  U  G  A  RD. 

And  this  News  you  bring  me  by  a  particular  Com- 
miffion  from  your  fweet  Lady  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Yea,  Friend,  I  do  ;  and  Ihe  hopes  you’ll  be  fenfible, 
dear  Heart,  of  her  good  meaning  by  it :  Thefe  were  her 
very  Words,  I  neither  add  nor  diminilh,  for  Plain-dealing 
is  my  Miftrefs’s,  Friend. 

BE  A  U - 
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BE  A  UGARD . 

Then  all  the  Curfes  I  Ihall  think  on  this  Twelve-month 
light  on  her,  and  as  many  more  on  the  next  Fool  that 
gives  Credit  to  the  Sex. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Well,  certainly  I  am  the  happieft  Toad  ;  how  melan¬ 
choly  the  Monkey  Hands  now  ?  Poor  Pug,  haft  thou  loft 
her  ? 

BE  A  UGAR  D. 

To  be  fo  fordid  a  Jilt,  to  betray  me  to  fuch  aBeaft  as 
that !  Can  (he  have  any  good  Thoughts  of  fuch  a  Swine  ? 
Damn  her,  had  Ihe  abus’d  me  handfomly  it  had  never 
vex’d  me. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Now,  Sir,  with  your  Permiflion  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

B  E  AU  G  A  RD. 

Sir,  if  you  were  gone  the  Devil  I  lhall  think  you  very 
well  difpofed  of. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

If  you  have  any  Letter,  or  other  Commendation  to 
the  Lady  that  was  fo  charm’d  with  your  Refemblance 
there,  it  ftiall  be  very  faithfully  convey’d  by— — — 

BE  A  UGAR  D. 

Fool. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Your  humble  Servant,  Sir,  I’m  gone,  I  fhall  difturb 
you  no  further  ;  your  raoft  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [Exit. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Now  Poverty,  Plague,  Pox,  and  Prifon  fall  thick  upon 
the  Head  of  thee  !  Foutbin. 

FOUR  B  IN. 

Sir  1 - 

B E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Thou  haft  been  an  extraordinary  Rogue  in  thy  Time. 

FOU  B  IN. 

I  hope  I  have  loft  nothing  in  yourHonour’s  Service,  Sir. 

BE  A  U- 


B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Find  out  fome  Way  to  revenge  me  on  this  old  Rafcal, 

and  if  I  don’t  make  thee  a  Gentleman - 

FOU  RB  IN. 

That  you  have  been  pleas’d  to  do  long  ago,  I  thank 
you  ;  for  I  am  fure  you  have  not  left  me  one  Shilling  in 
my  Potket  thefe  two  Months. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Here,  here’s  for  thee  to  revel  withal. 

FO  UR  BIN. 

Will  your  Honour  pleafe  to  have  hi-s  Throat  cut  ? 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

With  all  my  Heart. 

FOUR  BIN. 

Or  would  you  have  him  decently  hang’d  at  his  o*vn 
Door,  and  then  give  out  to  the  World  he  did  it  himfelf, 

BE  A  UG  AR  D, 

That  would  do  very  well. 

FO  URB  IN. 

Or  I  think  (to  proceed  with  more  Safety)  a  good  ftale 
Jakes  were  a  very  pretty  Expedient. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Excellent,  excellent,  Fourbin. 

FOUR  BIN. 

Leave  Matters  to  my  Difcretion,  and  if  I  do  not—— 

[Exit. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

I  know  thou  wilt,  go,  go  about  it,  profper,  and  be 
famous.  Now  ere  I  dare  venture  to  meet  Courtine  again 
will  I  go  by  myfelf,  rail  for  an  Hour  or  two,  and  then  be 
good  Company.  [Exit. 

Enter  Court  i  me  and  Sylvia. 

STL  FI  A. 

Take  my  Word,  Sir,  you  had  better  give  this  Bufinefs 
over.  I  tell  you,  there’s  nothing  in  the  World  turns  my 
Stomach  fo  much  as  the  Man,  that  Man  that  makes  love 

to 
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to  me.  I  never  faw  one  of  your  Sex  in  my  Life  make 
love,  but  he  look’d  fo  like  an  Afs  all  the  while,  that  I 
blulh’d  for  him. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

I  am  afraid  your  Ladyfhip  then  is  one  of  thofe  dange¬ 
rous  Creatures  they  call  She-Wits,  who  are  always  fo 
mightily  taken  with  admiring  themfelves,  that  nothing 
elfe  is  worth  their  Notice. 

SYLVIA. 

Oh  !  who  can  be  fo  dull  not  to  be  ravifh’d  with  that 
boifterous  Mein  of  yours,  that  ruffling  Air  in  your  Gait, 
that  feems  to  cry  where-e’er  you  go,  make  room,  here 
comes  the  Captain  :  That  Face,  which  bids  Defiance  to 
the  Weather.  Blefs  us  !  if  I  were  a  poor  Farmer’s  Wife 
in  the  Country  now,  and  you  wanted  Quarters,  how 
would  it  fright  me  1  But  as  lam  young,  not  very  ugly, 
and  one  you  never  faw  before,  how  lovingly  it  looks 
upon  me. 

COURT  1NE. 

Who  can  forbear  to  figh,  look  pale,  and  languifh,wehre 
Beauty  and  Wit  unite  both  the;rForces  to  enflave  a  Heart 
fo  tradable  as  mine  is  ?  Firft,  for  the  modiih  Swim  of 
your  Body,  the  victorious  Motion  of  your  Arms  and 
Head,  the  tofs  of  your  Fan,  the  glancing  of  the  Eyes ! 
blefs  us !  if  I  were  a  dainty  fine  dreft  Coxcomb,  with  a 
great  Eftate,  and  a  little  or  no  Wit,  Vanity  in  abundance 
and  good  for  nothing,  how  would  they  melt  and  foften 
me  ?  but  as  I  am  a  fcandalous  honeft  Rafcal,  not  Fool 
enough  to  be  your  Sport,  nor  rich  enough  to  be  your 
Prey,  how  glotingly  they  look  upon  me  ! 

SYLVIA.. 

Alas,  alas !  what  pity  ’tis  your  PIcnelly  fhould  ever 
do  you  hurt,  or  your  Wit  fpoil  your  Preferment  ? 

C  OUR  TINE. 

Juft  as  much,fairLady,  as  that  yourBeauty  fhould  make 
you  be  envied  at,  or  your  Virtue  provoke  Scandal. 

SYLVIA . 

The  more  I  look,  the  more  I’m  in  love  with  you. 

COUR - 
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COU  R  TINE. 

The  more  I  look,  the  more  ) ’m  out  of  love  with  you. 

SYLVIA. 

How  my  Heart  fwelis  when  I  fee  you. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

How  my  Stomach  rifes  when  I’m  near  you. 

SYLVIA. 

Nay,  then  let’s  bargain. 

CO  UR  TINE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  what  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Not  to  fall  in  love  with  each  other,  I  aflure  you,  Mon- 
fieur  Captain. 

COURT  IN  E. 

But  to  hate  one  another  conf.amly  and  cordially. 

SILVIA. 

Always  when  you  are  drunk,  I  defire  you  to  talk 
fc;  ndaloufly'of  me. 

C  OU  RTI N-E. 

Ay,  and  when  I  am  fober  too;  in  return  whereof, 
whene’er  you  fee  a  Coquet  of  your  Acquaintance,  and  I 
chance  to  be  named,  be  fure  you  fpit  at  the  filthy  Re¬ 
membrance,  and  rail  at  me  as  if  you  lov’d  me. 

SYLVIA. 

In  the  next  place,  whene’er  we  meet  in  the  Mall,  I 
defire  you  to  humph,  put  out  your  Tongue,  make  ugly 
Mouths,  laugh  aloud,  and  look  back  at  me. 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

Which,  if  I  chance  to  do,  be  fure  at  next  Turning  to 
pick  up  fome  taudry  fluttering  Fop  or  another - - 

SYLVIA. 

That  I  made  Acquaintance  withal  at  the  Mufic- 
meeting. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Right,  juft  fuch  another  Spark  to  faunter  by  your 
fide,  with  his  Hat  under  his  Arm. 


SYLVIA . 
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5  YL  VIA. 

Hearkning  to  all  the  bitter  things  I  can  fay  to  be  re¬ 
veng’d. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Whilft  the  dull  Rogue  dare  not  fo  much  as  grin  to 
oblige  you,  for  fear  of  being  beaten  for  it  when  he  is  out 
of  his  waiting. 

SYLVIA. 

Counterfeit  your  Letters  from  me. 

C  OU  RT I N  E. 

And  you  to  be  even  with  me  for  the  Scandal,  publiflt  to 
all  the  World  I  offer’d  to  marry  you. 

SYLVIA . 

Oh  hideous  Marriage  ! 

CO  U  R  TINE. 

Horrid,  horrid,  Marriage ! 

S YL VIA . 

Name,  name  no  more  of  it. 

C  OU  RT  IN  E.- 

At  that  fad  Word  let’s  part. 

SYLVIA. 

Let’s  wifti  all  Men  decrepid,  dull,  and  filly. 

COU  RT  I  N  E. 

And  every  Woman  old  and  ugly. 

SYL  VIA. 


Adieu  !- 


CO  UR  TINE. 


Farewell  t- 


Enter  ayour.gFellouj  cff,AtdlydreJl,Jevera'  others  v.itb  him . 


SYLVIA, 

Ah  me,  Mr.  Frijk  ! 

FRIS  K. 

Mademoifelle  Sylvia  !  fincerely  as  I  hope  to  be  fav’d, 
the  Devil  take  me,  damn  me,  Madam,  who’s  that  ? 

S  YL  VIA. 


Ha,  ha,  ha,  hea. 


[F.X,  tv  tb  Frijk. 

COU  R- 
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COU  RT 1NE. 

True  to  thy  Fallings  always.  Woman  1  how  naturally 
is  the  Sex  fond  of  a  Rogue  1  What  a  Monfter  was  that 
for  a  Woman  to  delight  in  ?  Now  muft  I  love  her  ftill, 
tho*  I  know  I’m  a  Blockhead  for’t,  and  lhe’ll  ufe  me  like 
a  Blockhead  too,  if  I  don’t  prevent  her.  What’s  to  be 
done?  I’ll  have  three  Whores  a  Day,  to  keep  Love 
out  of  my  Head. 

Enter  Beaucard. 

Beaugard,  well  met  again ;  how  go  matters  ?  handfomely  ? 

BEAU  CARD, 

Oh,  very  handfomly  !  had  you  but  feen  how  hand- 
i'omly  I  was  us’d  juft  now,  you  would  fwear  fo.  I  have 
heard  thee  rail  in  my  time,  wou’d  thou  woud’ft  exercife 
thy  Talents  a  little  at  prefent. 

COU  RT  1  N  E. 

At  what? 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Why,  canft  thou  ever  want  a  Subjedl  ?  rail  at  thyfelf, 
rail  at  me,  I  deferve  to  be  rail’d  at :  See  there,  what 
thinkeft  thou  of  that  Engine,  that  moving  Lump  of  Fil- 
thinefs,  mifcall’d  a  Man  ? 

A  clumfy  Fellow  marches  over  the  Stage  drejl  like  an  Officer. 

COU  R  TINE. 

Curie  on  him  for  a  Rogue,  I  know  him. 

B  E  A  UG  A  R  D. 

So. 

COU  RT  I N  E. 

The  Rafcal  was  a  Retailer  of  Ale  but  yefterday,  and 
now  he  is  an  Officer  and  be  hang’d  ;  ’cis  a  dainty  Sight 
in  a  Morning  to  fee  him  with  his  Toes  turn’d  in,  drawing 
his  Legs  after  him  at  the  Head  of  a  hundred  lufty  Fellows. 
Some  honeft  Gentleman  or  other  flays  now,  becaufe  that 
Dog  had  Money  to  bribe  fome  corrupt  Colonel  withal. 


Yol.1I. 
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Enter  another  gravely  dr  eft. 

BE  AUG  A  RD. 

There,  there’s  another  of  my  Acquaintance  ;  he  was 
my  Father’s  Footman  not  long  fince,  and  has  pimp’d  for 
me  oftner  than  he  has  pray’d  for  himfelf ;  that  good 
Quality  recommended  him  to  a  Nobleman’s  Service, 
which,  together  with  flattering,  fawning,  lying,  fpying 
and  informing,  has  rais’d  him  to  an  Employment  of  Truft 
and  Reputation;  tho’  the  Rogue  can’t  write  his  Name, 
nor  read  his  Neck-Verfe,  if  he  had  occaiion. 

C  OUR  TINE. 

’Tis  as  unreafonable  to  expert  a  Man  of  Senfe  fliould 
be  preferr’d,  as  ’tis  to  think  a  Hertor  can  be  flout,  a 
Pried  religious,  a  fair  Woman  chafte,  or  a  pardon’d  Re¬ 
bel  loyal. 

Enter  tnvo  more  feeming  earneft  in  Difcourfe. 

BE  A  UG  AR  D. 

That’s  feafonably  thought  on  :  Look  there,  obferve 
but  that  Fellow  on  the  right  hand,  the  Rogue  with  the 
bufieft  Face  of  the  two,  I’ll  tell  thee  his  Hiftory. 
COURT  1NE. 

I  hope  Hanging  will  be  the  End  of  his  Hiftory,  fo  well 
I  like  him  at  the  firft  fight. 

BEAUGARD. 

He  was  born  a  Vagabond,  and  no  Parilh  own’d  him  ; 
his  Father  was  as  obfcure  as  his  Mother  public  ;  every 
body  knew  her,  and  no  body  could  guefs  at  him. 

COURT  IN  E. 

He  comes  of  a  very  good  Family,  Heav’n  be  prais’d. 

B  E  A  UGARD. 

The  firft  thing  he  chofe  to  rife  by,  was  Rebellion ;  fo 
a  Rebel  he  grew,  and  flouriih’d  a  Rebel,  fought  againft 
his  King,  and  help’d  to  bring  him  to  the  Block. 

COURT  IN  E. 

And  was  he  not  religious  too  ? 


.BEAU. 
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BEAU  GAR  D. 

Moft  devoutly  !  He  could  pray  ’till  he  cry’d,  and  preach 
till  he  foam’d  ;  which  excellent  Talent  made  him  popular, 
and  at  laft  preferr’d  him  to  be  a  worthy  Member  of  that 
never  to  be  forgotten  Rump  Parliament. 

C  OUR  TINE. 

Pray,  Sir,  be  uncover’d  at  that,  and  remember  it  with 
Reverence. 

BEAUGARD. 

In  fhort,  he  was  a  Committee-man,  Sequeftrator  and 
PeHhcutor  General  of  a  whole  County,  by  which  he  got 
enough  at  the  King’s  Return  to  fecare  himfelf  in  the  ge¬ 
neral  Pardon. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Naufeous  Vermin  !  Thatfuch  a  Swine  with  the  Mark 
of  Rebellion  in  his  Forehead,  Ihould  wallow  in  his  Luxu¬ 
ry,  whilll  honeft  Men  are  forgotten. 

BEAUGARD. 

Thus  forgiven,  thus  rais’d,  and  made  thus  happy,  the 
ungrateful  Slave  difowns  the  Hand  that  heal’d  him, 
cherifhes  Faflions  to  affront  his  Mifter,  and  once  more 
would  rebel  againft  the  Head,  which  fo  lately  fav’d  his 
from  a  Pole. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

What  a  dreadful  Beard  and  Twinging  Sword  he  wears. 

BEAUGARD. 

’Tis  to  keep  his  Cowardice  in  Countenance  j  the  Raf 
cal  will  endure  Kicking  moft  temperately  for  all  that ;  l 
know  five  or  fix  more  of  the  fame  ftamp,  that  never  come 
abroad  without  terrible  long  Spits  by  their  Sides,  with 
which  they  will  let  you  bore  their  own  Nofes  if  you 
pleafe.  But  let  the  Villain  be  forgotten. 

COU  RT  1 N  E. 

H  is  Co-rogue  I  have  fome  Knowledge  of ;  he’s  a 
tatter’d  worm-eaten  Cafe-putter,  fome  call  him  Lawyer, 
one  that  takes  it  very  ill  he  is  not  made  a  Judge. 
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BEAUGARD. 

Yes,  and  are  always  repining  that  Men  of  Parts  are 
not  regarded. 

C  O  U  RT I N  E. 

1  He  has  been  a  great  Noife-maker  in  fa&ious  Clubs 
thefe  feven  Years,  and  now  I  fuppofe  he  is  courting  that 
worfhipful  Rafcal  to  make  him  Recorder  of  fome  faftious 
Town. 

BEAUGARD. 

To  teach  Tallow-chandlers  and  Cheefe- mongers  how 
far  they  may  rebel  againll  their  King  by  virtue  of  Magna 
Chart  a. 

COU  R  TINE. 

But  Friend,  Beaugard,  methinks  thou  art  very  fplene- 
tick  of  a  fudden  :  How  goes  the  Affair  of  Love  forward  ? 
profperoufly,  hah  1 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh,  I  affure  you  mod  triumphantly  ;  juft  now,  you 
muft  know  I  am  parted  with  the  fweet,  civil,  inchanted 
Lady’s  Hufband. 

COURT  I NE. 

Well,  and  what  fays  the  Cuckold  ?  is  he  very  kind  and 
good  matur’d,  asCuckolds  ufe  to  be  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Why  he  fays,  Courtine,  in  Ihort,  that  I  am  a  very 
filly  Fellow,  (and  truly  I  am  very  apt  to  believe  him) 
and  that  I  have  been  jilted  in  this  Affair  moft  uncon- 
fcionably.  A  Plague  on  all  Pimps,  I  fay,  a  Man’s  Bufmefs 
never  thrives  fo  well  as  when  he  is  his  own  Sollicitor. 


Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble,  ar.d  a  Boy. 
Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Hift,  hift,  Capt.  Capt.  Capt.  Boy. 

b  or. 


Sir. 


Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Run  and  get  two  Chairs  prefently ;  be  fure  you  get  two 
.  .  Chairs, 
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Chairs,  Sirrah,  do  you  hear  ?  Here’s  Luck,  here’s 
Luck  ;  now  or  never,  Captain  ;  never  if  not  now.  Cap¬ 
tain  !  here’s  Luck. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir  Jolly ,  no  more  Adventures,  fweet  Sir  Jolly ,  I  am 
like  to  havea  very  fine  time  on’t  truly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

The  bed  in  the  World,  dear  Dog,  the  vety  beft  in  the 
World  :  ‘Sbud  (he’s  here  hard  by,  Man,  flays  on  purpofe 
for  thee  finely  difguis’d.  The  Cuckold  has  loft  her  too  ; 
and  no  body  knows  any  thing  of  the  matter  but  I,  no 
body  but  I ;  and  I,  you  muft  know,  I  am  I,  hah  1  and  I, 
you  little  Toad,  hah  ! 

BEAUGARD. 

You  are  a  very  fine  Gentleman. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

The  beft-natur’d  Fellow  I  believe  in  the  World  of  my 
Years!  Nowdoes  my  Heart  fo  thump  for  fear  this  bufmefs 
ftiould  mifearry  :  Why,  I’ll  warrant  thee  the  Lady  is  here 
Man,  Ihe’s  all  thy  own  ;  ’tis  thy  own  Fault  if  thou  art  not 
in  Terra  incognita  within  this  half  Hour:  Come  along* 
pr’ythee  comealong,  fy  for  fhame  ;  what,  make  a  Lady 
lofe  her  Longing  !  Come  along,  I  fay,  you— out  upon’e. 
BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  your  humble,  I  (han’t  ftir. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE, 

What,  not  go  I 

BEAUGARD.  ,j 

No,  Sir  $  no  Lady  for  me.  1  , 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Not  go  !  I  ftiould  laugh  at  that.  Faith. 

BEAUGARD. 

No,  I  will  aflure  you,  not  go.  Sir. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Away,  you  Wag,  you  jeft;  you  jeft,'you  Wag  j  not 
go,  quotha  ? 


BEAU. 
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BE  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

No,  S  r,  not  go  I  tell  you  ;  what  the  Devil  would  you 
have  more  ?  _ 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Nothing,  nothing,  Sir,  but  I’m  a  Gentleman. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

And  do'you  think  then  that  I’ll  be  us’d  thus? 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Sir  1 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Take  away  my  Reputation,  and  take  away  my  Life, 
I  thall  be  difgrac’d  for  ever. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  have  not  wrong’d  you.  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Not  wrong’d  me  !  but  you  fhall  findyou  have  wrong’d 
me,  and  wrong’d  a  fweet  Lady,  and  a  fine  Lady. 

I  fhall  never  be  trufted  again  !  never  have  Employment 
jnore !  I  fhall  die  of  the  Spleen.— —Pr’ythee  now  be 
good-natur’d,  pr’ythee  be  perfuaded  ;  odd  I’ll  give  thee 
this  Ring,  I’ll  give  thee  this  Watch,  ’tis  Gold,  i’ll  give 
thee  any  thing  in  the  World,  go. 

BE  A  U  GAR  D. 

Not  one  Foot,  Sir. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Now  that  I  durll  but  murder  him  ■■■—Well,  fhall 
I  fetch  her  to  thee  ?  what  fhall  I  do  for  thee  ? 

Enter  Lady  Dunce. 

Odds  fith,  here  (he  comes  herfelf :  Now,  you  ill-natur’d 
Churl,  now  you  Devil,  look  upon  her  ;  do  but  look 
upon  her :  What  fhall  I  fay  to  her? 

BEAUGARD. 

E’er,  what  you  pleafe,  Sir  Jolly. 


Sir 
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Sir  Jolly  JUM  B  L  E. 

’Tis  a  very  flrange  Monfter  this — Madam,  this  is  the 
Gentleman,  that’s  he,  tho’  (as  one  may  fay)  he’s  fome- 
thing  balhful,  but  I’ll  tell  him  who  you  are.  [ Gott  to 
Beaugard.]  If  thou  art  not  more  cruel  than  Leopards, 
Lions,  Tigers, Wolves,  or  Tartars ,  don’t  break  my  Heart, 
don’t  kill  me ;  this  Unkindnefs  of  thine  goes  to  the  Soul 
of  me.  [Goes  to  the  Lady  ]  Madam,  he  fays,  he’s  fo  amaz’d 
at  your  triumphant  Beauty,  that  he  dares  not  approach 
the  Excellence  that  Ihines  from  you. 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

What  can  be  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Art  thou  then  refolv’d  to  be  remorfelefs  ?  can’ll  thou  be 
infenfible  ?  haft  thou  Eyes,  haft  thou  a  Heart  ?  haft  thou 
any  thing  thou  lhouldft  have  ?  Odd  I’ll  tickle  thee  ;  get 
you  to  her,  you  Fool,  get  you  to  her,  to  her,  to  her,  to 
her,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Have  you  forgot  me,  Beaugard  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

So  now,  to  her  again ;  I  fay,  to  her,  to  her,  and  be 
hang’d.  Ah  Rogue  !  ah  Rogue  !  now,  now,  have  at  her  t 
now  have  at  her ;  there  it  goes,  there  it  goes.  Hey— Boy  !~* 
Lady  DUNCE. 

Methinks  this  Face  fhould  not  fo  much  be  alter’d,  as  to 
be  nothing  like  what  I  once  thought  it,  the  Objeft*  of 
your  Pleafure,  and  Subjett  of  your  Praifes. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Cunning  Toad!  wheedling  Jade  !  you  Ihall  fee  now  how 
by  degrees  (he’ll  draw  him  into  the  Whirl-pool  of  Love  ; 
now  he  leers  upon  her,  now  he  leers  upon  her.  O  law  J 
there’s  Eyes !  there’s  Eyes  !  I  muft  pinch  him  by  the  Calf 
of  the  Leg. 

BEAUGARD. 

Madam,  I  muft  confef*  I  do  remember  that  I  had  once 
an  Acquaintance  with  a  Face.whofe  Air  and  Beauty  much 

H  4  refembled 
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refembled  yours  ;  and  if  I  may  trull  my  Heart  you  are 
sill’d  Clarinda. 

Lady  DUNCE . 

Clarinda  I  was  call’d,  till  my  ill  Fortune  wedded  me  ; 
Now  you  may  have  heard  of  me  by  another  Title  ;  your 
Friend  there,  I  fuppofe,  has  made  nothing  a  Secret  to  you. 
BEAUGARD. 

And  are  you  then  that  kind  inchanted  Fair-one,  who 
was  fa  paffionately  in  love  with  my  Pidlure,  that  you  could 
not  forbear  betraying  me  to  the  Beall  your  Hufband,  and 
wrong  the  Paffion  of  a  Gentleman  that  languilh’d  for  you, 
only  to  make  your  Monfter  merry  ?  Hark  you,  Madam, 
had  your  Fool  been  worth  it,  I  had  beaten  him,  and  have 
a  Month’s  Mind  to  be  exercifing  my  Parts  that  way  upon 
your  Go-between,  your  Male-Bawd  there. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ah  Lord  !  ah  Lord!  all’s  fpoil’d  again,  all’s  ruin’d,  I 
lhall  be  undone  for  ever  !  Why,  what  the  Devil  is  the 
matter  now  ?  what  have  I  done  ?  what  Sins  have  I  com¬ 
mitted  ?  [dfide. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

And  are  you  the  paflionate  Adorer  of  our  Sex,  who 
cannot  live  a  Week  in  London  without  loving  ?  Are  you 
the  Spark  that  fends  your  Pifture  up  and  down  to  long¬ 
ing  Ladies,  longing  for  a  Pattern  of  your  Perfon  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Yes,  Madam,  when  I  receive  fo  good  Hollages  as  thefe 
are,  [Skews  the  Gold .]  that  it  lhall  be  well  us’d.  Cou’d 
you  find  no  body  but  me  to  play  the  Fool  withal  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Alack -a- day. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

•  Could  you  pitch  upon  no  body  but  .that  wretched 
Woman,  that  has  lov’d  you  too  well,  to  abufe  thus  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

That  ever  I  was  born  ! 


BEAU - 
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,  BEAU  GAR  D. 

Here,  here.  Madam,  I’ll  return  you  your  Dirt,  I  fcorn 
your  Wages ,  as  I  do  your  Service. 

Bad')  DUNCE. 

F y  for  Shame,  what,  refund  ?  that  is  not  like  a  Sol¬ 
dier  to  refund  :  Keep,  keep  it  to  pay.  your  Sempftrefs 
withal. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

His  Sempftrefs,  who  the  Devil  is  his  Sempftrefs  ?  Odd 
what  would  I  give  to  know  t'hat  now  1  [ AJide . 

Lady  DUNCE. 

There  was  a  Ring  too,  which  l  fent  you  this  After¬ 
noon  f  if  that  fit  not  your  Finger,  you  may  difpofe  of  it 
fome  other  Way,  where  it  may  give  no  Occafion  of  Scaa- 
dal,  and  you’ll  do  well. 

BEAUGARD. 

,  A  Ring,  Madam  ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

A  fmall  Trifle  ;  I  fuppofe  Sir  Davy  deliver’d  it  to 
you,  when  he  return’d  you  your  Miniature. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  befeech,  you.  Madam  ! 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

Farewell,  you  Traitor. 

BEAUGARD. 

As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d,  and  upon  the  Word  of  a  Gen¬ 
tleman. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Go,  you  are  a  falfe  ungrateful  Brute  i  and  trouble  me 
no  more.  [Exit. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir  Jolly,  Sir  Jolly,  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ah,  thou  Rebel ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Some  Advice,  fome  Advice,  dear  Friend,  ere  I’m  ruin’d. 
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Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ev’n  two  pennyworth  of  Hemp  for  your  Honour’s 
Sapper,  that’s  all  the  Remedy  that  1  know. 

B  E  A  UG  A  R  D. 

But  pr’ythee  hear  a  little  Reafon. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

No,  Sir,  I  have  done ;  no  more  to  be  faid,  I  have 
done  ;  1  am  afham’d  of  you,  I’ll  have  no  more  to  fay  to 
you,  I’ll  never  fee  your  Face  again,  good  b’w’y. 

[Exit  Sir  Jolly. 

BEAUGARD. 

Death  and  the  Devil,  what  have  my  Stars  been  doing 
to-day  ?  a  Ring  !  deliver’d  by  Sir  Davy— what  can 
that  mean? — Pox  on  her  for  a  Jilt,  (he  lyes,  and  has  a 
mind  to  amufe  ard  laugh  at  me  a  Day  or  two  longer. 
Hill,  here  comes  the  Bead  once  more :  1*11  ufe  him  civilly, 
and  try  what  Difcovery  I  can  make. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  1  here’s  the  Captain’s  Jewel ;  very  well : 
In  troth  I  had  like  to  have  forgotten  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — • 
how  damnable  mad  he’ll  be  now,  when  I  lhall  deliver 
him  his  Ring  again,  ha,  ha !-— Poor  Dog,  he’ll  hang 
himfelf  at  lead,  ha,  ha,  ha! — Faith ’tis  a  very  pretty 
Stone,  and  finely  fet :  Humph  !  if  I  (hould  keep  it  now  ? 

- I’ll  fay  I  have  lod  it :  No,  I’ll  give  it  him  again 

o’curpofe  to  vex  him,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

BEAU  G  ARD. 

Sir  Davy,  I  am  heartily  forry - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O  Sir,  ’tis  you  I  was  leeking  for,  ha,  ha,  ha.  What 
lhall  I  fay  to  him  now  to  terrify  him  ?  [AJide. 

BEAUGARD. 

Me,  Sir  !— 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  you  Sir,  if  your  Name  be  Captain  BeaugarJ. 
How  like  a  Fool  he  locks  already  ?-•  — -  [AJide. 

BEAU - 
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BEAUGARD. 

What  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  I  would  fpeak  a  Word  with  you,  if  you  think  fit. 
What  (hall  I  do  now  to  keep  my  Countenance  ?  [  Afide . 

BEAUGARD. 

Can  I  be  fo  happy.  Sir,  as  to  be  able  to  ferve  you  in 
any  thing  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  Sir ;  ha,  ha,  ha  :  I  have  Commandsof  Service  to 
you,  Sir.  O  Lord,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

BEAUGARD. 

Me,  Sir ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  Sir ;  you  Sir  :  But  put  on  your  Hat,  Friend,  put 
on  your  Hat ;  be  cover’d. 

BEAUGARD. 

mfa  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  on  this  Bank  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  no,  there’s  no  need,  no  need  ;  for  all  I  have  a 
young  Wife,  lean  Hand  upon  my  Legs,  Sweet- heart. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  I  befeech  you. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

By  no  means ;  I  think.  Friend,  we  had  feme  hard 
Words  juft  now,  ’twas  about  a  paltry  Baggage,  but  /he’s 
a  pretty  Baggage,  and  a  witty  Baggage,  and  a  Baggage 
that— 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  I  am  heartily  aiham’d  of  al!  Mifdemeanor  on  my 
Side. 


Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

You  do  well  ;tho’  are  you  not  a  damn’d  Whore-  mafter, 
adevilidi  Cuckold-making*  Fellow  f  here,  here,  do  you 
fee  this  !  here’s  the  Ring  you  fent  a  roguing  ;  Sir,  do 
you  think  my  Wife  wants  any  thing  that  you  can  help 
her  to?— ——Why,  I’ll  warrant  you  this  Ring  coil 

fifty 
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fifty  Pounds ;  what  a  Prodigal  Fellow  are  you  to  throw 
away  fo  much  Money ;  or  didll  thou  Heal  it,  old  Boy  ?  I 
believe  thou  may’ll  be  poor.  I’ll  lend  thee  Money  upon’t, 
if  thou  think’ll  fit,  at  thirty  in  the  hundred,  becaufe  I 
love  thee,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

BE  A  U  G  ARD. 

Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  I  am  forry  ’twas  not  worth 
your  Lady’s  Acceptance.  Now  what  a  Dog  am  I  ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  lhould  have  given  it  thee  before,  but  faith  I  forgot 
it,  tho’  it  was  not  my  Wife’s  Fault  in  the  leall ;  for  (he 
fays,  as  thou  likell  this  Ufage,  Ihe  hopes  to  have  thy 
Cullom  again  Child.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

BE  AUG  ARD . 

Then,  Sir,  I  befeech  you  teH  her,  that  you  have  made 
a  Convert  of  me,  and  that  I  am  fo  fenfible  of  my  infolent 
Behaviour  towards  her - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

Very  well,  I  lhall  do  it. 

BEAUGARD. 

That  ’tis  impoffible  I  lhall  ever  be  at  Peace  with  my- 
felf,  till  I  find  fome  way  how  to  make  her  Reparation. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Very  good,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  that  if  ever  Ihe  find  me  guilty  of  the  like  Offence 
again - - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  Sir,  you  had  not  bell ;  but  proceed,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

BEAUGARD. 

Let  her  banifh  all  good  Opinion  of  me  for  ever. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No  more  to  be  faid,  your  Servant,  good  b’w’y. 

BE  A  U  G  ARD. 

One  Word  more,  I  befeech  you,  Sir  Davy. 

Sir  DavjDU  N  C  E. 


What’s  that. 


B  E  AJJ> 
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BEAU  G  A  R  D. 

1  beg  you  tell  her  that  the  generous  Reproof  Ihe  has 
given  me  has  fo  wrought  upon  me— - - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Well,  I  will. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

That  I  efteem  this  Jewel  not  only  as  a  Wreck  redeem’d 
from  my  Folly,  but  that  for  her  fake  I  will  preferve  it  to 
the  utmoft  Moment  of  my  Life. 

Sir  Davy  DU  NC  E. 

With  all  my  Heart,  I  vow  and  fwear. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

And  that  I  long  to  convince  her  I  am  not  the  Brute 
file  might  miftake  me  for. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Right ;  well,  this  will  make  the  pureft  Sport.  [AJide. 
Let  me  fee  j  firft  you  acknowledge  yourfelf  to  be  a  very 
impudent  Fellow. 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

I  do  fo,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  that  you  lhall  never  be  at  reft,  till  you  have  fa- 
tisfy’d  my  Lady. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Right,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Satisfy’d  her !  very  good,  ha,  ha,  ha,  and  that  you 
will  never  play  the  Fool  any  more.  Be  fure  you  keep 
your  Word,  Friend. 

BE  A  U  G  ARD. 

Never,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  that  you  will  keep  that  Ring  for  her  fake,  as  long 
as  you  live,  ha  ! 

BEAUGARD. 

To  the  Day  of  my  Death,  I’ll  allure  you. 

i  Sty 
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Sir  D^y  DUNCE. 

I  proteft  that  will  be  very  kindly  done — and  that  you 
long  mightily,  long  to  let  her  underitard  that  you  are 
another  guile  Fellow  than  (he  may  take  you  for. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

Exattly,  Sir,  this  is  the  Sum  and  End  of  rr.y  Defires. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

Well,  I’ll  take  care  of  your  Bufinefs,  I’ll  do  your  Bufi¬ 
nefs,  I’ll  warrant  you;  this  will  be  the  purefl  Sport  when 
I  come  home  !  [ AJidt .]  Well,  your  Servant,  remember, 
be  fure  you  remember  :  Your  Servant.  Exit. 

BEAUGARD. 

So,  now  I  find  a  Husband  is  a  delicate  Inftrument 
rightly  made  ufe  of ; - To  make  her  old  jealous  Cox¬ 

comb  pimp  for  me  himfelf,  I  think  is  as  worthy  an  Em¬ 
ployment  as  fuch  a  noble  Confort  can  be  put  to. 

Ah  were  ye  all  fuch  Husbands  and  fuch  Wives, 

We  younger  Brothers  ihould  lead  better  Lives.  [Exit. 

ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 
SCENE,  Covent -Gar  den. 

Enter  Sylvia  and  Courtine. 

SYLVIA. 

TO  fall  in  love,  and  to  fall  in  love  with  a  Soldier. 

nay  a  disbanded  Soldier  too,  a  Fellow  with  the 
Mark  of  Cain  upon  him,  which  every  body  knows  him 
by,  and  is  ready  to  throw  Stones  at  him  for. 

COURTINE. 

Damn  her,  I  (hall  never  enjoy  her  without  ravilhing  ; 
ifthe  were  but  very  rich  and  very  ugly,  I  would  marry 
her.  Ay,  ’tis  Ihe,  I  know  her  mifchievous  Look  too 
well  to  be  mifiaken  in  it— Madam— i 

2  SYLVIA \ 
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SYLVIA. 

Sir. 

COU  RT I N  E. 

’Tis  a  very  hard  Cafe,  that  you  have  refolv’d  not  to 
let  me  be  quiet. 

S  YL  VI  A. 

’Tis  very  unreafonably  done  of  you,  Sir,  to  haunt  me 
up  and  down  every  where  at  this  fcandalous  rate;  the 
World  will  think  we  are  acquainted,  lhortly. 

COU  RTINE. 

But,  Madam,  I  (hall  fairly  take  more  care  of  my  Re¬ 
putation,  and  from  this  time  forward  ihun  and  avoid  you 
moll  watchfully. 

SYLVIA. 

Have  you  not  haunted  this  Place  thefe  two  Hours  ? 
COURT  1NE. 

’Twas  becaufe  I  knew  it  to  be  your  Ladylhip’s  Home 
then,  and  therefore  might  reafonably  be  the  Place  you 
lead  of  all  frequented  ;  one  would  imagine  you  were  gone 
a  Coxcomb-hunting  by  this  time,  to  fome  Place  of  public 
Appearance  or  other;  ’tis  pretty  near  the  Hour,  ’twill  be 
Twilight  prefently,  and  then  the  Owls  come  all  abroad. 
SYLVIA. 

What  need  I  take  the  Trouble  to  go  fo  far  a  Foul¬ 
ing,  when  there’s  Game  enough  at  our  own  Doors  l 
COU  RTINE. 

What,  Game  for  your  Net,  fair  Lady  ^ 

SYLVIA. 

Yes,  or  any  W Oman’s  Net  elfe,  that  will  fpread  it.' 

C  OURTINE. 


To  (hew  you  how  defpicably  I  think  of  the  Bufinefs, 
I  will  here  leave  you  prefently,  tho’  I  lofe  the  Pleafure 
of  railing  at  you. 

SYL  VIA. 

Do  fo,  I  would  advife  you  ;  your  Raillery  betrays  your 
Wit,  as  bad  as  your  clumfy  Civility  does  your  Breeding. 
COU  RTINE. 


Adieu ! 


SYL - 
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SYLVIA. 


Farewell ! 


C  OU  RTIN  E. 

Why  do  not  you  go  about  your  Bufinefs  ? 
SYLVIA. 

Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  be  rid  of  you  firft,  that  you 
might  not  dog  me. 

COURTINE. 

Were  it  but  poffible  that  you  could  anfwer  me  one 
Queltion  truly,  then  I  fhould  be  fatisfy’d. 

SYLVIA. 

Any  thing  for  compofition  to  be  rid  of  you  handfomly. 
COURTINE. 

Are  you  really  very  honeft  ?  Look  in  my  Face,  and  tell 
me  that. 


SYLVIA. 

Look  in  your  Face  and  tell  you,  for  what  !  to  fpoil 
my  Stomach  to  my  Supper  ? 

CO  UR  TINE. 

No,  but  to  get  thee  a  Stomach  to  thy  Bed,  Sweet¬ 
heart  ;  I  would  if  poffible  be  better  acquainted  with  thee, 
becaufe  thou  art  very  ill-natur’d. 

SYL  VIA. 

Your  only  way  to  bring  that  Bufinefs  about  effe&ually, 
is  to  be  more  troubleforo  ;  and  if  you  think  it  worth 
your  while  to  be  abus’d  fubftantially,  you  may  make 
your  perfonal  Appearance  this  Night. 

COURTINE. 

How  ?  where  ?  and  when  ?  and  what  Hour,  I  befeech 
rhee  ? 

5  YLV 1A. 

Under  the  Window,  between  the  Hours  of  Eleven  and 
Twelve  exaftly. 

COURTINE. 


Where  fhall  thofe  lovely  Eyes  and  Ears 

Here  my  Plaints,  and  fee  my  Tears. 


SYL - 
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SYLVIA . 

At  that  kind  Hour  thy  Griefs  fhall  end, 

If  thou  canft  know  thy  Foe  from - Friend.  [Exit. 

COURTI  NE. 

Here’s  another  Trick  of  the  Devil  now,  under  that 
Window  between  the  Hours  of  Eleven  and  Twelve  exaft- 
ly.  I  am  adamn’d  Fool,  and  muft  go ;  let  me  fee  ;  fuppofe 
I  meet  with  a  lufty  Beating  :  pilh,  that’s  nothing  for  a  Man 
that’s  in  love;  or  fuppofe  Ihe  contrive  fome  way  to  make 
a  public  Coxcomb  of  me,  and  expofe  me  to  the  Scorn  of 
the  World,  for  an  Example  to  all  ajnorous  Block-heads 
hereafter  ?  Why  if  Ihe  do,  I’ll  fwear  I  have  lain  with  her  j 
beat  her  Relations,  if  they  pretend  to  vindicate  her  ; 
and  fo  there’s  one  Love-intrigue  pretty  well  over.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce  and  Vermin. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE.  _ 

Go  get  you  into  your  Lady  now,  and'tell  her  I  am 
coming. 

VERMIN. 

Her  Ladylhip,  Right-worlhipful,  is  pleas’d  not  to  be 
at  home. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

How’s  that,  my  Lady  not  at  home  !  run,  run  in  and 
alk  when  Ihe  went  forth,  where  ihe  is  gone,  and  who  is 
with  her  ;  run  and  alk,  Vermin. 

VERMIN. 

She  went  out  in  a  Chair  prefently  after  you  this  After¬ 
noon. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Then  I  may  be  a  Cuckold  Hill  for  ought  I  know  : 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  have  furely  loft,  and  ne’er 
lhall  find  her  more;  Ihe  promis’d  me  ftriflly  to  ftay  at 
home  till  I  came  back  again  ;  for  aught  I  know  Ih© 
may  be  up  three  Pair  of  Stairs  in  the  T emple  now. 

VERMIN. 

Is  her  Ladylhip  hi  Law  then,  Sir  ? 

Shr. 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Or  it  may  be  taking  the  Air  as  far  as  Knigb/s- Bridge, 
With  Tome  fmooth-fac’d  Rogue  or  another :  Vis  a  damn’d 
Houfe,  that  Swan,  that  Swan  at  Knights- Bridge  is  a  con¬ 
founded  Houfe,  Vermin. 

VE  R  MIN. 

Do  you  think  (he  is  there  then  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  I  do  not  think  (he  is  there  neither  ;  but  fuch  a 
thing  may  be,  you  know;  would  that  Burn  Elms  was 
under  Water  too,  there’s  a  thoufand  Cuckolds  a  Year 
made  at  Barr.. Elms  by  Rcjamond'%  Ponds :  The  Devil  if 
(he  fhould  be  there  this  Evening,  my  Heart’s  broke. 

Enter  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  L  E. 

That  mud  be  Sir  Davy ;  ay,  that’s  he,  that’s  he,  ha, 
hi,  ha,  was  ever  the  like  heard  of  ?  was  ever  any  thing 
fo  pleafant  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I’ll  lock  her  up  three  Days  and  three  Nights  without 
Meat,  Drink,  or  Light;  I’ll  humble  her  in  the  Devil’s 
Name. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Well,  could  I  but  meet  my  Friend  Sir  Davy,  it  would 
be  the  joyfulleft  News  for  him— — 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE, 

Who’s  there  that  has  any  thing  to  fay  to  me  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ah  my  Friend  of  Friends,  fuch  News,  fuch  Tidings ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  have  loft  my  Wife,  Man. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Loft  her  !  (he’s  not  dead,  I  hope  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

”Y es.  Alas,  (he’s  dead,  irrecoverably  loft. 


Sir 
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Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Why  I  parted  with  her  within  this  half  Hour. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Did  you  fo,  are  you  fure  it  was  (he  ?  where  was  it  ? 
I’il  have  my  Lord  Chief- Juftice’s  Warrant  and  a  Confta- 
ble  prefently. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  L  E. 

And  (he  made  the  pureft  Sport  now  with  a  young 
Fellow,  Man,  that  (he  met  withal  accidentally. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh  Lord  ;  that’s  worle  and  worfe  !  a  young  Fellow  ! 

- my  Wife  making  Sport  with  a  young  Fellow  !  Oh 

Lord  !  here  are  Doings,  here  arc  Vagaries !  I’ll  run  mad. 
i’ll  climb  Bow-Steeple  prefently,  beflride  the  Dragon, 
and  preach  Cuckoldom  to  the  whole  City. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

The  bed  of  all  was  too,  that  it  happen’d  to  be  an  idle 
Coxcomb  that  pretended  to  be  in  love  with  her.  Neigh¬ 
bour. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Indeed,  in  love  with  her !  who  was  it  ?  what’s  his 
Name  ?  I  warrant  you  won’t  tell  a  Body— -I’ll  indite 
him  in  the  Crown-Office;  no,  I’ll  iffue  Warrants  to  appre¬ 
hend  him  forTreafon  upon  the  Siatute  of  Edw.  19.  won’t 
you  tell  me  what  young  Fellow  it  was  ?  was  it  a  very 
handfom  young  Fellow,  hah - — 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Handfom  ?  Yes,  hang  him.  The  Fellow’s  handfom 
enough  ;  he  is  not  very  handfom  neither,  but  he  has  a 
devililh  leering  black  Eye. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh  Lord  ! 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

His  Face  too  is  a  good  riding  Face  ;  ’tis  no  foft  effe¬ 
minate  Complexion  indeed, but  his  Countenance  is  ruddy, 
fangoine,  and  chearful ;  a  devililh  Fellow  in  a  Corner, 
I’ll  warrant  him. 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE , 

Blefs  us  !  what  will  become  of  me  ?  why  the  Devil 
did  I  marry  a  young  Wife  ?  Is  he  very  well  lhap'd  too, 
tall,  flraight,  and  proportionable,  hah!——— 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Tall  ?  No,  he’s  not  very  tall  neither,  yet  he  is  tall’ 
enough  too  :  he’s  none  of  your  overgrown  lubberlyir/a«- 
ders  Jades,  but  more  of  the  true  Englijb  Breed,  well  knit,, 
able,  and  fit  for  Seivice,  old  Boy;  the  Fellow  is  well 
lhap’d  truly,  very  well  proportion’d,  flrong  and  adtive.- 
I  have  feen  the  Rogue  leap  like  a  Buck. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Who  can  this  be  ?  Well,  and  what  think  you,  Friend, 
has  he  been  there  !  Come,  come,  I’m  fenfible  (he’s  a  young 
Woman  j  aud  I  am  an  old  Fellow,  troth  a  very  old  Fel¬ 
low,  I  fignify  little  or  nothing  now.  But  do  you  think 
he  has  prevail’d  ?  am  I  a  Cuckold,  Neighbour? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Cuckold  !  what,  a  Cuckold  in  Covent-Garden  ?  No,, 
I’ll  allure  you,  I  believe  her  to  be  the  moft  virtuous 
Woman  in  the  World  ;  but  if  you  had  but  feen—— 
Sir  Da  vy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  wou’d  I  had,  what  was  it  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  M  B  L  E. 

How  like  a  Rogue  fhe  us’d  him:  Firft  of  all  Comes 

up  the  Spark  to  her,  Madam,  fays  he - —and  then  he 

bows  down,  thus - How  now,  fays  fhe,  what  would 

the  impertinent  Fellow  have? 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Humph?  ha  !  well,  and  what  then  ? 

Sir  Jolly  J  U  M  B  L  E. 

Madam,  fays  he  again,  (bowing  as  he  did  before)  my 
Heart  is  fo  entirely  yours,  that  except  you  take  pity  of 
my  Sufferings  I  muft  here  die  at  your  Feet. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

So,  and  what  faid  fhe  again,  Neighbour,  hah  f 

' >  .  Sir 
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Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Go,  you  are  a  Fop. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Ha,  ha,  ha.  did  (he  indeed  ?  Did  (he  fay  fo  indeed  ? 

I  am  glad  on’c,  troth  I  am  very  glad  on’c :  well,  and 
what  next?  And  how,  and  well,  and  what?  hahl  — 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Madam,  fays  he,  this  won’t  do,  I  am  your  humble 
Servant  for  all  this  ;  you  may  pretend  to  be  as  ill-na- 
tur’d  as-you  pleafe,  but  I  (hall  make  bold. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Was  there  ever  fuch  an  impudent  Fellow  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

With  that,  Sirrah,  fays  (he,  you  are  a  faucy  Jacka¬ 
napes,  and  I’ll  have  you  kick’d. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  I  wou’d  not  be  unmarry’d  again 
to  be  an  Angel. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

But  the  bed  Jeft  of  all  was,  who  this  (hould  be  at  lad. 
Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  who  indeed  1  I’ll  warrant  you  forae  (illy  Fellow 
or  other,  poor  Fool ! 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

E’en  a  fcandalous  Rakehell,  that  lingers  up  and  down 
the  Town  by  the  Name  of  Captain  Btaugard ;  but  he 
has  been  a  bloody  Cuckold-making  Scoundrel  in  his  time. 
Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Hang  him,  Sot,  is  it  he  ?  I  don’t  value  him  this,  not 
a  wet  Finger,  Man  ;  to  my  Knowledge  (he  hates  him,  (he 
fcorns  him,  Neighbour,  I  know  it,  I  am  very  well  fatis- 
fy’d  in  the  Point ;  befides,  I  have  feen  h»m  fince  that, 
and  have  out-hedlor’d  him  :  I  am  to  tell, her  from  his 
own  Mouth,  that  he  promifes  never  to  affront  her  more. 
Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Indeed  ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  ay———  Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Dunce  faying  her  Chairman. 

CHAIRMAN. 

God  blefs  you.  Madam,  thank  your  Honour. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Hu(h,  hufh,  there’s  my  Lady,  I’ll  be  gone,  I’ll  not  be 
fe'en,  your  humble  Servant,  God  b’w’y. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No  Faith,  Sir  Jolly,  e’en  go  into  my  Houfe  now,  and 
(lay  Supper  with  me,  we  han’t  hupp’d  together  a  great 
while. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE , 

Ha  1  fay  you  ho  ?  I  don’t  care  if  I  do,  faith  with  all  my 
Heart ;  this  may  give  me  an  Opportunity  to  fet  all  things 
right  again.  [Ajide. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

My  Dear. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Sir! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

You  have  been  abroad,  my  Dear,  I  fee. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Only  for  a  little  Air,  truly  I  was  almolt  ftifled  within 
Doors,  I  hope  you  will  not  beangry.  Sir  Davy,  will  you  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Angry,  Child  1  no  Child,  not  I }  what  fliould  I  be 
angry  for  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

I  wonder,  Sir  Davy,  you  will  ferve  me  at  this  rate. 
Did  you  not  promife  me  to  go  in  my  behalf  to  Beaugard, 
and  correct  him  according  to  my  Infiru&ions  for  his  Info- 
lence  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

So  I  did.  Child  ;  I  have  been  with  him,  Sweetheart, 

I  have  told  him  all  to  a  Tittle,  I  gave  him  back  again 
she  Piflure  too  ;  but  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  I  forgot 

the  P.ing,  faith  I  did. 

Lady 
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Lady  DUNCE. 

Did  you  purpofe,  Sir  Sodom,  to  render  me  ridiculous 
to  the  Man  I  abominate  ?  what  fcandalous  Interpretation, 
think  you,  muft  he  make  of  my  retaining  any  Trifle  of 
his,  lent  me  on  fo  diflionourable  Terms  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Really,  my  fiamb,  thou  art  in  the  right ;  yes,  I  went 
back  afterwards,  dear  Heart,  and  did  the  Buflnefs  to 
fome  purpofe. 

Lady  DUNCE, 

I  am  glad  that  you  did,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

I  gave  him  his  Leffon,  I’ll  warrant  him. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Leffon  !  what  Leffon  had  you  to  give  him  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Why,  I  told  him  as  he  lik’d  that  U  fage  he  might 
come  again ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Ay,  and  fo  let  him. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  I’ll  give  him  free  leave,  or  hang  me ; 
tho’  thou  wouldft  not  imagine  how  the  poorDevil’s  alter’d. 
La,  you  there  now,  but  as  certainly  as  I  fland  here,  that 
Man  is  troubled  that  he  fwears  he  ihall  not  red  Day  nor 
Night,  till  he  has  fatisfied  thee  ;  pr’ythee  be  fatisfled 
with  him  if  it  is  poflible,  my  Dear,  pr’ythee  do.  I  pro¬ 
mis’d  him  before  I  left  him  to  tell  thee  as  much  :  For 
the  poor  Wretch  looks  fo  limply,  I  cou’d  not  chufe  but 
pity  him,  I  vow  and  fwear,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Now,  now,  you  little  Witch,  now  you  Chitsface  ;  odd 
I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  put  my  little  Finger  in  your 
Babbies. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Sir  Davy,  I  muft  tell  you  that  I  cannot  but  refent  your 
fo  foon  Reconcilement  with  a  Man  that  I  hate  worfe 

than 
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than  Death,  and  that  if  yon  lov'd  me  with  half  that 
Tendernefs  which  you  profefs,  you  would  not  forget  an 
Affront  fo  palpably  and  fo  bafely  offer’d  me. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Why  Chicken,  where’s  the  Remedy  ?  What’s  to  be 
done  i  How  wouldft  thou  have  me  deal  with  him  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Cut  his  Throat. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Blefs  us  for  ever  !  cut  his  Throat !  what,  do  Murder  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Murder,  yes,  any  thing  to  fuch  an  incorrigible  Enemy 
of  your  Honour,  one  that  has  refolv’d  to  perfift  in  abufing 
of  you  ;  fee  here  this  Letter,  this  I  receiv’d  fxnce  I  lalt 
parted  with  you ;  juft  now  it  was  thrown  into  my  Chair 
by  an  impudent  Lacquey  of  his,  kept  o’  purpofe  for  fuch 
Employments. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Let  me  fee  :  A  Letter  indeed ! — For  the  Lady  Dunce, 
damn’d  Rogue,  treacherous  Dog,  what  can  he  fay  in  the 
Infide  now  ?  here's  a  Villain. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Yes,  you  had  beft  break  it  open,  you  had  fo  ;  'tis  like 
the  reft  of  your  Difcretion. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Lady,  if  I  have  an  Enemy,  it  is  beft  for  me  to  know 
what  Mischief  he  intends  me  ;  therefore,  with  your 
Leave,  I  will  break  it  open. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Do,  do,  to  have  him  believe  that  I  was  pleas’d  enough 
with  it  to  do  it  myfelf :  If  you  have  the  Spirit  of  a  Gentle¬ 
man  in  you,  carry  it  back,  and  dafh  it,  as  it  is,  in  the 
Face  of  that  audacious  Fellow. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

What  can  be  the  Meaning  of  this  now  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

A  Gentleman,  yes  Madam,  I  am  a  Gentleman,  and 

the 
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the  World  (hall  find  that  I  am  a  Gentleman  .  .  . 

I  have  certainly  the  beft  Woman  in  the  World. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

What  do  you  think  muft  be  the  end  of  all  this  ?  I 
have  no  Refuge  in  the  World,  but  your  Kind nefs ;  Had  I 
a  jealous  Husband  now,  how  miferable  muft  my  Life  be  ! 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Ah  Rogues  Nole  !  ah  Devil!  ah  Toad  1  cunning 
Thief,  wheedling  Slut,  I’d  bite  her  by  and  by. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Poor  Fool !  no  Dear,  I  am  not  jealous,  nor  never  will 
be  jealous  of  thee:  Do  what  thou  wilt,  thou  fhalt  not 
make  me  jealous :  X  love  thee  too  well  to  fufpett  thee. 

Lady  D  U  NCE. 

Ah,  but  how  long  will  you  do  fo  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

How  long  ?  as  long  as  I  live,  1  warrant  thee,  I — 
don’t  talk  to  a  Body  fo:  1  cannot  hold  if  thou  dolt,  myEves 
will  run  over,  poor  Fool  !  poor  Birdfnies  !  poor  Lambkin  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

But  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  me  to  anfwer  my  Defires  ? 
will  you  once  more  endeavour  to  make  that  Traitor  fen¬ 
fire  that  I  have  too  juft  an  Efteem  of  you,  not  to  value 
his  Addreffes  as  they  deferve  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  ay,  I  will. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

But  don’t  flay  away  too  long,  Dear ;  make  what  hafte 
ye  can,  I  (hall  be  in  pain  till  I  fee  you  again. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

My  dear,  my  Love,  my  Babby,  I’ll  be  with  thee  in  a 
Moment :  How  happy  am  I  above  the  reft  of  Men  ! 
Neighbour,  dear  Neighbour,  walk  in  with  my  Wife,  and 
keep  her  Company  ’till  I  return  again.  Child,  don’t  be 
troubled,  pr’ythee  don’t  be  troubled,  was  there  ever  fuch 
a  Wife  ?  well,  da,  da,  da :  don’t  be  troubled,  pr’ythee  don’t 
be  troubled,  pr’ychee  don’t  be  troubled,  da,  da.  [Ex. 

Vo  L.  II.  I  La  fly 
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Lady  D  UN  C  E. 

S;r  Jolly ,  Sir  Jolly,  Sir  Jelly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Don’t  be  troubled,  pr’ythee  don’t  be  troubled,  da,  da. 

Lady  DU  NC  E. 

But,  Sir  Jolly,  can  you  guefs  whereabout  my  wand’ring 
Officer  may  be  probably  found  now  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Found ,  Lady  ?  he  is  to  be  found.  Madam,  he  is  to  be  at 
my  Houfe  prefently,  Lady ;  he’s  certainly  one  of  the  fineft 
Fellows  in  the  Woild. 

Lady  D  U NC  E. 

You  fpeak  like  a  Friend,  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

His  Friend,  Lady;  no,  Madam,  his  Foe,  his  utter 
Enemy,  I  fhall  be  his  Ruin,  I  lhall  undo  hire. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

You  may,  if  you  pleafe  :  Then  come  both  and  play 
at  Cards  with  me  this  Evening  for  an  Hour  or  two  ;  for 
I  have  contriv’d  it  fo,  that  Sir  Davy  is  to  be  abroad  at 
Supper  to-night,  he  cannot  avoid  it;  1  long  to  win  lome 
of  the  Captain’s  Money  ftrangely. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Do  you  fo,  my  Gamefler  ?  Well,  I’ll  be  fure  to  bring 
him,  and  for  what  he  carries  about  hirn  I’ll  warrant  you 

- odd  he’s  a  pretty  Fellow,  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  he 

has  only  one  Fault. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

And  what  is  that  1  bei’eech  you,  S:r? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Only  too  loving,  too  good-natur’d,  that’s  all ;  ’tis  cer¬ 
tainly  the  bell  natur’d  Fool  breathing,  that’s  all  his  Fault. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Hilt,  hift,  I  think  I  fee  Company  coming;  if  you 

pleafe,  Sir  Jolly,  we’ll  go  in. 


Enter 
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Enter  Beaucard  followed  by  Sir  Davy  and  Vermin. 

Sir  folly  JUMBLE. 

Mum,  mum,  ’tis  he  hiinfelf,  the  very  fame;  odds  fo. 
Sir  Davy  after  him  too,  hulh,  hulh,  hulh,  let  us  be 
gone,  let  us  retire  5  do  but  look  upon  him  now,  mind 
him  a  little,  there’s  a  Shape,  there’s  an  Air,  there’s  a 
Motion  !  Ah  Rogue,  ah  Devil,  get  you  in,  get  you  in  I 
fay,  there’s  a  Shape  for  vou. 

[*  xnint  Sir  Jolly  Jumble,  and  L.  Dunce. 
BEAU  G  A  RD. 

What  the  Devil  lhall  I  do  to  recover  this  Day’s  Lofs 
again  ?  my  honourable  Pimp  too,  my  Pander  Knight  has 
foifaken  me  ;  methinks  I  atn  quandary’d,  like  one  going 
with  a  Party  to  difcover  the  Enemy’s  Camp,  but  had  lcit 
his  Guide  upon  the  Mountains :  Curfe  on  him,  old  Argos 
is  here  again.  There  can  be  no  good  Fortune  towards 
me  when  he’s  at  my  Heels. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  one  Word  with  you,  Sir  !  Captain,  Cap¬ 
tain,  noble  Captain,  one  Word  1  befeech  you. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

With  me.  Friend  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNG  E. 

Yes  with  you,  my  no  Friend. 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Sir  Davy,  my  Intimate,  my  Bofom  Phyfician^ - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ah  Rogue  !  damn’d  Rogue  ! 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

My  Confeffor,  my  deareit  Friend  I  ever  had _ 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Dainty  Wheedle,  here’s  a  Fellow  for  ye. 

B  E  A  UG  A  R  D. 

One  that  has  taught  me  to  be  in  love  with  Virtue,  and 
fhewn  me  the  ugly  Infule  of  my  Follies. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Your  hurable  Ser  vu  nt. 

1  2 
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BEAUGARD. 

Is  that  all  ?  if  you  are  as  cold  in  your  Love  as  yon  are 
in  your  Friendfhip,  Sir  Davy ,  your  Lady  has  the  work 
Time  orft  of  any  one  in  Chrijiendom. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

So  {he  has,  Sir,  when  (he  cannot  be  free  from  the  in- 
folent  Sol licitations  of  fuch  Fellows  as  you  are.  Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 

As  me,  Sir  ?  why,  who  am  I,  good  Sir  Domine  Dod- 
dlepate  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

So,  take  notice  he  threatens  me,  I’ll  have  him  bound 
to  the  Peace  inftantly ;  will  you  never  have  Remorfe  of 
Confcience,  Friend  f  have  you  banifti’d  all  Shame  from 
your  Soul  ?  Do  you  confider  my  Name  is  Sir  Davy 
Dunce  ?  that  I  have  the  moft  virtuous  Wife  living  ?  Do 
you  confider  that?  Now  how  like  a  Rogue  he  looks 
again  ?  what  a  Hang-dog  Leer  was  that  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Your  virtuous  Wife,  Sir !  you  are  always  harping  upon 
that  String,  Sir  Davy. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  ’tis  you  wou’d  be  harping  upon  that  String,  Sir; 
fee  you  this  ?  call  your  Eyes  upon  this,  this  Letter,  Sir ; 
did  not  you  promile,  this  very  Day,  to  abandon  all  man¬ 
ner  of  Proceedings  of  this  Nature,  tending  to  the  D. (ho¬ 
nour  of  me  and  my  Family  ? 

BE  AUG  A  RD. 

Letter,  Sir,  what  the  Devil  does  he  mean  now  ?  Let 
me  fee,  for  the  Lady  Dunce  ;  this  is  no  Scrawl  of  mine. 
Til  be  fworn  ;  by  Jove,  her  own  Hand  !  What  a  Dog  was 
J  1  forty  to  one  but  I  had  play’d  the  Fool,  and  fpoil’d  all 
again.  Was  there  ever  fo  charming  a  Creature  breathing? 
= — Did  your  Lady  deliver  this  to  your  Elands,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ev’n  her  own  felf  in  Perfon,  Sir,  and  bade  me  tell  you, 
Sir,  that  (he  has  too  juft  an  Efteem  of  me.  Sir;  not  to 
vSlue  fuch  a  Fellow  as  you  are,  as  you  deferve. 
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B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Very  good  [ Reads  the  Letter']  I  doubt  not  but  this 
Letter  will  furprize  you - (in  troth,  and  fo  it  does  ex¬ 

tremely)  but  reflect  upon  the  Manner  of  conveying  it  to 
your  Hand  as  kindly  as  you  can. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  a  damn’d  Thief,  to  have  it  thrown  into  the  Chair 
by  a  Footman. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

[Reads.]  Would  Sir  Davy  were  but  half  fo  kind  to 
you  as  I  am. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Say  you  fo,  infinuating  Knave  ? 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

But  he,  I  am  fatisfy’d,  is  fo  feverely  jealous,  that  ex¬ 
cept  you  contrive  fome  Way  to  let  me  fee  you  this  Even¬ 
ing,  I  fear  all  will  be  hopelefs. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Impudent  Traitor,  1  might  have  been  a  Monitor  yet 
before  I  had  got  my  Supper  in  my  Belly. 

BEAUGARD. 

In  order  to  which,  either  appear  yourfelf,  or  fomebody 
for  you,  half  an  Hour  hence  in  the  Piazza,  when  more 
may  be  confidered  of.  Adieu. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Thanks  to  you,  noble  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart ;  you  are 
come  I  fee  accordingly,  but  as  a  Friend  I  am  bound  in 
Confcience  to  tell  you  the  Bufinefs  won’t  do,  the  Trick 
won’t  pafs,  Friend  ;  you  may  put  up  your  Pipes,  and 
march  off:  Oh  Lord  !  he  lie  with  my  Wife, Pugh,  he  make 
Sir  Davy  Dunce  a  Cuckold,  poor  Wretch,  ha,  ha,  ha, 

[Exit  Beau. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Hifl,  hill,  hilt. 

Enter  Lady  Dunce  and  Fourbin  difguud. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

That’s  he,  there  he  is :  Succeed,  and  be  rewarded. 

I  3  FO  UR. 


198  The  S  0  L  d  1  e  r’s  Fortune. 


FOUR  BIN. 

Other  People  may  think  what  they  pleafe  ;  but  in  my 
own  Opinion,  I  am  a  very  pretty  Fellow  now;  if  my 
Ddign  but  facceed  upon  this  old  Baboon,  1’J!  be  cano¬ 
niz’d.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Friend  !  with  rne  ?  VVou’d  you  fpeak  with  me,  Friend  ? 


FOUR  B  1 N. 

Sir,  my  Commands  were  to  attend  your  Worffiip. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  M  B  LE. 

Beeugard,  Berngard,  hill,  hill,  here,  here,  quickly, 

Lift. 


Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Where  do  you  lire,  Sweet-heart,  and  who  do  you  be¬ 
long  to  ? 

FOU  R  B  1  N. 

Sir,  J  am  a  fmall  Inftrument  of  the  City,  I  ferve  the 
Lord-Mayor  in  his  Office  there. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

How  !  the  Lord-Mayor ! 

F  O  UR  B  IN. 

Yes,  Sir,  who  defires  you  by  all  means  to  do  him  the 
Honour  of  your  Company  at  Supper  this  Evening. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

It  will  be  the  greatelt  Honour  I  ever  receiv’d  in  my 
Life  ;  what,  my  Lord-Mayor  invite  me  to  Supper  ?  I  am 

Lordfhip’s  moll  humble  Servant. 

FOU  RB  IN. 

Yes,  Sir,  if  your  Name  be  Sir  Davy  Dunce,  as  I  have 
the  Honour  to  be  inform’d  it  is  :  He  defires  you  more¬ 
over  to  make  what  halle  you  can,  for  that  he  has  fome 
Matters  of  Importance  to  communicate  to  your  Honour, 
which  may  take  fome  time. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

I  hope  it  will  fucceed. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Communicate  with  me  !  he  does  me  too  noble  a  Fa¬ 


vour 
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vour  ;  I’ll  fly  upon  the  Wings  of  Ambition  to  lay  myfdf 
at  his  Footftool :  My  Lord-Mayor  fends  himftlf  to  invite 
me  to  Sapper,  to  confer  with  me  too  :  I  lhall  certainly  be 
a  great  Man. 

FOUR  BIN. 

What  Anftver  will  your  Worfnipcharge  me  back  withal 
Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Let  his  Lordftiip  know,  that  I  am  amaz’d  and  con¬ 
founded  at  his  Generoflty ;  and  that  I  am  fo  tranfported 
with  the  Honour  he  does  me,  that  I  will  not  fail  to  wait 
on  him  in  the  roafting  of  an  Egg. 

FOU  R  B  IN. 

I  am  your  Worlhip’s  lowly  Slave. 

Sir  .Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Vermin ,  go  get  the  Coach  ready ;  get  me  the  Gold 
Medal  too  and  chain,  which  I  took  from  the  Roman 
Catholic  Officer  for  a  Popifh  Relic  :  I’ll  be  fine  ;  I’ll  ffiine, 
and  drink  Wine  that’s  divine.  My  Lord-Mayor  invite 
me  to  Supper ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

My  deareft,  I’m  glad  to  fee  thee  return’d  in  Safety, 
from  the  Bottom  of  my  Heart :  haft  thou  feen  the  Traitor  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Seen  him  !  hang  him,  I  have  feen  him ;  Pox  on  him 
feen  him ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Well,  and  what  is  become  of  him  ;  Where  is  he  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Whydoft  thou  aik  me  where  he  is  ?  What  a  Pox  care  I 
what  becomes  of  him  ?  pr’ythee  don’t  trouble  me  with 
thy  Impertinence,  I  am  bufy. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

You  are  not  angry,  my  Dear,  are  you  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  but  I  am  pleas’d,  anc^  that’s  all  one  ;  very  much 
pleas’d,  let  me  tell  you  but  that ;  I  am  only  to  fup  with 
my  Lord-Mayor,  that’s  all;  nothing  elfe  in  the  World, 

I  4  only 
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only  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Nation  calls  upon  me,  that’s  all ; 
therefore  once  more,  I  fay,  don’t  be  troublefome  ;  but 
lland  off. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

You  always  think  my  Company  troublefome;  you 
never  flay  at  home  to  comfort  me  ;  what  think  you  I 
ihall  do  alone  by  myfelf  all  this  Evening,  moping  in  my 
Chamber?  Pray,  my  Joy,  flay  with  me  for  onee.  I  hope 
he  won’t  take  me  at  my  Word.  [A  tide. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  fay  again  and  again,  Tempter  Hand  off,  I  will  not  lofe 
my  Preferment  for  my  Pleafure;  Honour  is  towards  me, 
and  Flefli  and  Blood  are  my  Averfion. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

But  how  long  will  you  Hay  then  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  don’t  know,  may  be  not  an  Hour,  may  be  all  Night, 
as  his  Lordihip  and  I  think  fit ;  what’s  that  to  any  Body  f 

Lady  DUNCE. 

You  are  very  cruel  to  me. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E, 

I  can’t  help  it,  go,  get  you  in,  and  pafs  away  the 
Time  with  your  Neighbour,  I’ll  be  back  again  before  I 
die  ;  in  the  mean  Time  be  humble  and  comformable,  go. 
Is  the  Coach  ready  ? 

V E  R  MIN. 

Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Well,  your  Servant ;  what,  nothing  to  my  Lady 
Mayorefs !  You  have  a  great  deal  of  Breeding  indeed,  a 
great  deal !  nothing  to  my  Lady  Mayorefs  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

My  Service  to  her,  if  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Well,  Da,  Da,  the  poor  Fool  cries  o’  my  Confcience  ! 
ad  eu,  do  you  hear,  farewell.  [Exit. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

As  well  as  what  I  love  can  make  me. 


Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Jolly  J  u  M  b  l  e. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Madam,  is  he  gone  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

In  Port  hade,  I  affure  you. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

In  troth,  and  Joy  go  with  him. 

Lady  D  UN  C  E. 

Do  you  then.  Sir  Jolly,  condutt  the  Captain  hither, 
whilft  I  go  and  difpofe  of  the  Family,  that  we  may  be 
private.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Troth,  I  had  forgot  my  Medal  and  Chain,  quite  and 
clean  forgot  my  Relic  ;  I  was  forc’d  to  come  up  thefe 
back  Stairs,  for  fear  of  meeting  my  Wife  again  ;  it  is  the 
troublefom’ft  loving  Fool ;  I  muft  into  my  Clofet,  and 
write  a  Ihort  Letter  too  ;  ’tis  Poft-Night,  1  had  forgot 
that :  Well,  I  would  not  have  my  Wife  catch  me  for  a. 
Guinea.  [Exit. 

Enter  Beaucard  and  Lady  Dunce. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

Are  you  certain,  Madam,  no  Body  is  this  way  ?  I 
fancy  as  we  enter’d,  I  faw  the  Glimpfe  of  fomething, 
more  than  ordinary. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Is  it  your  Care  of  me,  or  your  perfonal  Fears,  that 
make  you  fo  fufpicious  ?  Whereabouts  was  the  Apparition  ?' 

BEAUGARD. 

There,  there,  juft  at  the  very  Door. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Fie  for  (hame,  that’s  Sir  Davy's  Clofet ;  and  he,  I’m 
fetisfy’d,  is  far  enough  ofF  by  this  Time.  I’m  fure  I 

I  5  heard 
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heard^  the  Coach  drive  him  away.  But  to  convince  you 
J  ou  mat-!  fee  now:  Sir  Davy,  Sir  Davy,  Sir  Davy, 
[knocking  at  the  Clofet  Door. j  Look  you  there,  you  a 
Cap  ain,  and  afraid  of  a  Shadow  !  Come,  Sir,  lhali  we 
call  for  the  Cards  ? 

BE  A  UG  ARD. 

And  what  (hall  we  play  for,  pretty  One? 

Lady  DU  N  C  E. 

X  en  what  you  think  beft.  Sir. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

Silver  K  lies,  or  Golden  Joys  ?  Come,  let  us  make 
Stakes  a  little. 

Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble. 

Sir  Jolly  JVM  B  L  E. 

Ah  Rogue,  ah  Rogue !  are  you  there  ?  Have  I  caught 
you  in  Faith,  now,  now,  now  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

And  who  fhall  keep  them. 

BE  JUG  ARD. 

^  ou,  till  Sir  Davy  returns  from  Supper. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

j  hat  may  be  long  enough  ;  for  our  Engine  Fourbiti  has 
Ciders  not  to  give  him  over  fuddenly,  I  affure  you. 

BEJUGARD. 

And  is' r  to  yourfelf  then,  I’m  oblig’d  for  this  blefs’d 
Opportunity  r  Let  us  improve  it  to  Love’s  belt  Advantage. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ah,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Ah,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

BE  A  UG  A  R  D. 

Let’s  vow  eternal,  and  raife  our  Thoughts  to  Expec¬ 
tation  of  immortal  Pleafures :  In  one  another’s  Eyes  let’s 
read  our  Joys,  till  we’ve  r.o  longer  Power  o’er  our  De- 
fires  drunk  with  this  diflolving.  Oh  ! 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce  from  his  Clofet. 

Lady  D  U  N  C  E. 

Ah! 


[Squeaks. 
BEAU - 
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BE  A  U  G  ARD. 

By  this  Light,  the  Cuckold  :  Prejlo,  nay  then  Halloo. 

[Gets  up,  and  runs  away. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O  Lord,  a  Man  !  a  Man  in  my  Wife’s  Chamber  -r 
Murder,  Murder !  Thieves,  Thieves,  (hut  up  my  Doors  I 
Madam  !  Madam  !  Madam  ! 

Enter  Sir  Jour  Jumble. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ay,  ay,  Thieves,  Thieves,  Murder,  Murder,  where 
Neighbour,  where,  where  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Pierce,  pierce  this  wretched  Heart  hard  to  the  Hilts, 
dye  this  in  the  deeped  crimfon  of  my  Blood  ;  fpare  not  a 
miferable  Woman’s  Life,  whom  Heaven  defign’d  to  be 
the  unhappy  Ofcjeft  of  the  mod  horrid  Ufage  Man  e’er 
aided. 

[Catches  up  Beaugardh  Sword  which  he  had  left  be¬ 
hind  him.  in  the  Hurry,  and  preftnts  it  t-o  Sir  Davy. 
Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What,  in  the  Name  of  Satan,  does  (he  mean  now  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Curfe  on  my  fatal  Beauty  !  blafted  ever  be  thefe  two 
baneful  Eyes,  that  could  infpire  a  barbarous  Villain  to 
attempt  fuch  Crimes  as  all  my  Blood’s  too  little  to  atone 
for :  Nay,  you  lhall  hear  me— — — 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE, 

Hear  you,  Madam  !  No,  I  have  feen  too  much,  L. 
Shank  you  heartily  ;  hear  you,  Quotha  ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Yes,  and  before  1  die  too.  I’ll  bejuftify’d. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

judify’d,  oh  Lord,  jullify’d 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Notice  being  given  me  of  your  Return,  I  came  with 

fpeed  to  this  unhappy  Place,  where  I  have  oft  been  bledt 

witu  your  Embraces,  when  from  behind  the  Arras  ou 

Harts  Beaugard  •,  how  he  came  there  Heav’n  knows. 

Si r 
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5/r  Davy  DUNCE. 

1*11  have  him  hang’d  for  Burglary  ;  he  has  broken  my 
Houfe,  and  broke  the  Peace  upon  my  Wife  :  Very  good. 

Lady  DUNCE.  " 

Streight  ia his  Arms  he  grafp’d  me  fail;  with  much 
ado  I  plung’d  and  got  my  Freedom,  ran  to  your  Clofet- 
Door,  knocked  and  implor’d  your  Aid,  call’d  on  your 

Name  ;  but  all  in  vain - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE, 

Hah! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Soon  again  he  feiz’d  me.  Hop’d  my  Mouth  j  and,  with 

a  Conqueror’s  Fury— - - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE, 

Oh  Lord  1  oh  Lord  !  no  more,  no  more,  I  befeec’ii 
thee,  I  fhall  grow  mad,  and  very  mad  !  I’ll  plough  up 
Rocks  and  Adamantine  Iron  Bars ;  I’ll  crack  the  Frame 
of  Nature,  fally  out  like  Tamerlane  upon  the  Trojan  Horfe, 
and  drive  the  Pigmies  all  like  Geefe  before  me.  Oh  Lord,, 
flop  her  Mouth  1  Well,  and  how !  and  what  then !  Hopp’d. 
Ihy  Mouth  !  Well  1  Hah  ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

No,  tho’  unfortunate,  I  Hill  am  innocent ;  his  curfed 
Purpofe  could  not  be  accomplilh’d  :  but  who  will  live  fa 
injur'd  ?  No,  I’ll  die  to  be  reveng’d  on  myfelf :  I  ne’er 
can  hope  that  I  may  fee  his  Hreaming  Gore ;  and  thus  I 
Jet  out  my  own—  [ Offers  to  run  upon  the  Sword. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ha  !  what  would’H  thou  do,  my  Love  ?  pr’ythee  don’t 
break  my  Heart:  If  thou  wilt  kill,  kill  me  ;  I  know  thou 
art  innocent,  I  fee  thou  art ;  tho*  I  had  rather  be  a 
Cuckold  a  thoufand  times,  than  lofe  thee,  poor  Love, 
poor  Dearee,  poor  Babv. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Alack-a-day.— \Weeps. 

lady  DUNCE. 

Ah  me ! 

$ir 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ah,  pr’ythee  be  comforted  now,  pr’ythee  do  ;  why,  I’ll 
love  thee  the  better  for  this,  for  all  this,  mun  :  Why 
fhouldil  be  troubled  for  another’s  ill  Doings  ?  I  know  it 
was  no  Fault  of  thine. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

No,  no  more  it  was  not,  I  dare  fwear. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

See,  fee,  my  Neighbour  weeps  too  j  he  is  troubled  to 
fee  thee  thus. 

Lady  DUNCE . 

Oh,  but  Revenge ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Why,  thou  (halt  have  Revenge  ;  I’ll  have  him  murder’d. 
I'll  have  his  Throat  cut  before  to-morrow  Morning, 
Child  ;  Rife,  now,  pr’ythee  rife. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  L  E, 

Ay,  do.  Madam,  and  fmile  upon  Sir  Davy. 

Lady  DUNCE . 

But  will  you  love  me  then  as  well  as  e’re  you  did  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  and  the  longeft  Day  I  live  too. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

And  fhall  I  have  Juftice  done  me  on  that  prodigious 
Monfter  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Why  he  fliall  be  Crows-Meat  by  to-morrow  Night; 
I  tell  thee  he  fhall  be  Crows-Meat  by  Midnight,  Chicken, 
Lady  DUNCE. 

Then  I  will  live  ;  fince  fo,  ’tis  fomething  pleafant ; 
Whence  I  in  Peace  may  lead  a  happy  Life 
With  fuch  a  Hufband - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  with  fuch  a  Wife,  ‘  [Exeunt. 


ACT 


206  The  Soldier’s  Fortune. 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  The  Tavern. 


Enter  Captain  Beaugard,  Courtin’ e,  WDrawer. 


D  RAWE  R. 


WElcome,  Gentlemen,  very  welcome,  Sir  ;  will  you 
pleafe  to  walk  up  one  Pair  of  Stairs  ? 

REA  UG  A  R  D. 

Get  the  Room  ready  prefently ;  carry  up  too  a  good 
Stock  of  Bottles  before  hand,  with  Ice  to  cool  our  Wine, 
and  Water  to  refrelh  our  Glafles. 

DRAWER. 


It  fhall  be  done,  Sir.  Coming,  coming  there,  coming: 
Speak  up  in  the  Dolphin  fomebody. 

BEAUGARD. 

Ah,  Courtine,  muft  we  be  always  idle  F  Mull  we  never 
fee  our  glorious  Days  again  !  When  fhall  we  be  rolling 
in  the  Lands  of  Milk  and  Honey,  encamp’d  in  large 
luxuriant  Vineyards,  where  the  loaded  Vines  duller  about 
our  Tents;  drink  the  rich  Juice,  juft  preft  from  theplump 
Grape,  feeding  on  all  the  fragrant  Golden  Fruit  that 
grow  in  fertile  Climes,  and  ripen’d  by  the  earlieft  Vigour 
of  the  Sun  ? 

COURTINE. 

Ah,  Beaugard,  thofe  Days  have  been,  but  now  we 
muft  refolve  to  content  ourfelves  at  an  humble  Rate  :  Me- 
thinks  it  is  not  unpleafant  to  confider  how  I  have  feen  thee 
in  a  large  Pavilion,  drowning  the  Heat  of  the  Day  in 
Champaine  Wines,  fparkling  fweet  as  thofe  charming 
Beauties,  whofe  dear  Remembrance  every  Glafs  recorded, 
with  half  a  dozen  honeft  Fellows  more,  Friends,  Beau¬ 
gard  •,  faithful  hearty  Friends  j  things  as  hard  to  meet  with 
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as  Preferment  here;  Fellows  that  would  fpeak  Truth 
boldly,  and  were  proud  on’c ;  that  feorn’d  Flattery,  lov’d 
Honefty,  for  ’twas  their  Portion  ;  and  never  yet  learn’d 

the  Trade  of  Eafeand  Lying  :  but  now - 

BEAUGARD. 

Ay,  now  we  are  at  home  in  our  natural  Hives,  and  lleep 
like  Drones ;  but  there’s  a  Gentleman  on  the  other  fide 
the  Water,  that  may  make  Work  for  us  all  one  Day. 
COU  RT 1NE. 

But  in  the  mean  while—— 

BEAUGARD. 

In  the  mean  while  Patience,  CourtirU\  that  is  the  En- 
glifb  Man’s  Virtue  :  Go  to  the  Man  that  on  es  you  Money, 
and  tell  him  you  are  neceflitated  ;  his  Anfwer  (hall  be,  A 
little  Patience,  I  Befeech  you,  Sir :  Aik  a  cowardly  Rafcal 
Satisfaftion  for  a  fordid  Injury  done  you  ;  he  lhall  cry, 
Alas-a-day,  Sir,  you  are  the  ftrangell  Man  living,  you 
won’t  have  Patience  to  hear  one  fpeak.  Complain  to  a  great 
Man  that  you  want  Preferment,  that  you  have  forfaken 
confiderable  Advantages  abroad,  in  obedience  to  public 
Edidls;  all  you  lhall  get  of  him  is  this.  You  mull:  have 
Patience,  Sir. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

But  will  Patience  feed  me, or  clothe  me, or  keepme  clean? 

BEAUGARD. 

Pr’ythce  no  more  Hints  of  Poverty  :  ’Tis  fcandalous  ; 
’sdeath,  I  would  as  foon  chufe  to  hear  a  Soldier  brag,  as 
complain  :  Doft  thou  want  any  Money  ? 

COU  RT  1  N  E. 

True  indeed,  I  want  no  Necelfaiies  to  keep  me  alive  ; 
but  I  do  not  enjoy  myfelf  with  that  Freedom  I  would  do  ; 
there  is  no  morePleafure  in  living  at  Hint,  than  there  is  in 
living  alone.  I  would  have  it  in  my  Power,  {when  he 
needed  me)  to  ferve  and  afiift  my  Friend  ;  I  would  to  my 
Ability  deal  handfomly  too  by  the  Woman  that  pleas’d 
me, 

BEAU. 
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BEAUGARD. 

Oh,  fy  for  fhame !  you  would  be  a  Whore-Mailer, 
Friend  ;  go,  go,  I’ll  have  no  more  to  do  with  you. 

C  OURT  I N  E. 

I  would  not  be  forc’d  neither  at  any  Time  to  avoid  a 
Gentleman  that  had  oblig’d  me,  for  want  of  Money  to 
pay  him  a  Debt  contracted  in  our  old  Acquaintance ;  it 
turns  my  Stomach  to  wheedle  with  the  Rogue  I  fcorn, 
when  he  ufes  me  fo  fcurvily,  becaufe  he  has  my  Name  in 
his  Shop -Book. 

BEAUGARD. 

As  for  Example,  to  endure  the  Familiarities  of  a  Rogue 
that  lhall  cock  his  greafy  Hat  in  my  Face,  when  he  duns 
me,  and  at  the  fame  time  veil  it  to  an  overgrown  Deputy 
of  the  Ward,  tho’  aFrouzy  Fellmonger. 

C  OU  R  7  I N  E. 

To  be  forc’d  to  concur  with  his  Nonfenfe  too,  and 
laugh  at  his  Parifn-Jefts. 

BEAUGARD. 

To  ufe  Refpefts  and  Ceremonies  to  the  Milch-Cow 
his  Wife,  and  praife  her  pretty  Children,  thov  they  ftink 
of  their  Mother,  and  are  uglier  than  the  Iffue  of  a  Baboon  t 
yet  all  this  mull  be  endur’d. 

COURT  INE. 

Mull  it,  Beaugard ; 

BEAUGARD. 

And  fince  ’tis  fo,  let’s  think  of  a  Bottle. 

COU  RT I N  E. 

With  all  my  Heart,  for  railing  and  drinking  do  much 
better  together  than  by  themfelves ;  a  private  Room,  a 
trully  Friend  or  two  :  Good  Wine  and  bold  Truths,  are 
my  Happinefs.  But  where’s  our  dear  Friend  and  Intimate, 
Sir  Jolly,  this  Bvening  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

To  deal  like  a  Friend,  Courtine ,  I  parted  with  him 
but  juft  now ;  he’s  gone  to  contrive  me  a  Meeting,  if 
pofiible,  this  Night,  with  the  Woman  my  Soul  is  mod 

fond 
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fond  of :  I  was  this  Evening  juft  entering  upon  the  Paiace 
of  all  Joy,  when  I  met  with  fo  damnable  a  Difappoint- 

ment  - in  Ihort,  that  Plague  to  all  well-meaning 

Women,  the  Husband,  came  unfeafonably,  and  forc’d  a 
poor  Lover  to  his  Heels,  that  was  fairly  making  his  Pro- 
grefs  another  Way.  Cour/lne,  the  Story  thou  ihalc  hear 
more  at  large  hereafter. 

COU  RT  I  N  E. 

A  Plague  on  him,  why  didil  thou  not  murder  the 
prefumptuous  Cuckold  ?  faucy  intruding  Clown  !  to  dare 
to  difturb  a  Gentleman’s  Privacies.  I  would  have  beaten 
him  into  Senfe  of  his  Tranfgreflion,  enjoy’d  his  Wife  be¬ 
fore  his  Face,  and  taught  the  Dog  his  Duty. 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Look  you,  Courtine,  you  think  you  are  dealing  with 
the  Landlord  of  your  Winter- Quarters  in  Alfatta  now. 
Friend,  Friend,  there  is  a  Difference  between  a  Free¬ 
born  Englijh  Cuckold,  and  a  fneaking  Wittal  of  a  con¬ 
quer’d  Province. 

COURTINE. 

Oh,  by  all  means,  there  ought  to  be  a  Difference  ob- 
[  ferv’d  between  your  arbitrary  Whoring,  and  your  limited 
Fornication. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  but  reafon:  For  tho’  we  may  make  bold  with 
anothef  Man’s  Wife  in  a  friendly  Way  ;  yet  nothing 
upon  Compulfion,  dear  Heart. 

COURTINE. 

And  now.  Sir  Jolly ,  I  hope,  is  to  be  the  Inftrument 
of  fome  immortal  Plot ;  fome  Contrivance  for  the  Good 
of  the  Body,  and  the  old  Fellow’s  Soul,  Beaugard :  For 
all  Cuckolds  go  to  Heaven,  that’s  moft  certain. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir  Jolly!  Why,  on  my  Confidence,  he  thinks  it  as 
much  his  undoubted  Right  to  be  Pimp-Mafter-General  to 
London  and  Middlejex,  as  the  Ellate  he  poffefl'es  is :  By  my 
Confe-nt  his  Worlhip  ihould  e’en  have  a  Patent  for  it. 

COU  R 
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CO  U  RT  TN  E. 

He  is  certainly  the  fitteft  foe  the  Employment  in  Chrifl- 
endom  ;  he  knows  more  Families  by  their  Names  and 
Titles,  than  ail  the  Bell- men  within  ar.d  without  the  Walls. 

B  E  A  UG  A  R  D. 

Nay,  he  keeps  a  Catalogue  of  the  choked  Beauties 
about  Town,  ill l?'1  rated  with  a  particular  Account  of  their 
Age,  Shape,  Proportion,  Colour  of  Hair  and  Eyes,  De¬ 
grees  of  Complexion,  Gunpowder  Spots  and  Moles. 

COURT  1  N  E. 

I  wilh  the  old  Pander  we  e  bound  to  fatisfy  my  Expe¬ 
rience  j  what  Marks  of  Good-nature  my  Sylvia  has  about 
her. 

Enter  Sir  Jolly  J  u  M  E  L  E. 

•  Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

My  Captains  !  my  Sons  of  Mars,  and  Imps  of  Venus  E 
well  encounter’d  ;  what,  ffiall  we  hare  a  fparkling  Bottle 
or  two,  and  ufe  Fortune  like  a  Jade  ?  Bcaugard,  you  are 
a  Rogue,  you  are  a  Dog,  I  hate  you,  get  you  gone,  go. 
BEAU  G  A  R  D- 

But,  Sir  Jolly,  what  News  from  ParadiJe,  Sir  Jolly  ?  Is 
there  any  Hopes  I  fliall  come  there  to-night  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  L  E. 

May  be  there  is,  may  be  there  is  not ;  I  fay  let  us  hare 
a  Bottle,  and  I  will  fay  nothing  elle  without  a  Bottle  : 
After  a  Glafs  or  two  my  Heart  may  open. 

COURTINE. 

Why  then  we  will  have  a  Bottle,  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Will  ?  we’ll  have  Dozens,  and  drink  till  we  are  wife, 
and  fpeak  well  of  no  body,  till  we  are  leuder  than  Mid¬ 
night  Whores,  and  out-rail  disbanded  Officers. 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Only  one  thing  more,  my  noble  Knight,  and  then  we 
are  entirely  at  thy  Difpofal. 


Sir 
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Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Well,  and  what’s  that  ?  What’s  the  Bnfinefs  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

This  Friend  of  mine  here  Hands  in  Need  of  thy  Afii- 
ftance ;  he’s  damnably  in  love.  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  J  U  M  B  L  E. 

In  Love  !  is  he  fo  !  In  Love  !  Ods,  my  L'fe  !  Is  fiie  ? 
What’s  her  Name  ?  Where  does  file  live  ?  I  warrant  you 
I  know  her;  file’s  in  my  Table  Book  I’ll  warrant  you  : 
Virgin,  Wife,  or  Widow  !  [Pulls  cut  a  Table-Book • 
COURTINE. 

In  troth.  Sir  Jolly,  that’s  fomething  of  a  difficult  Quef- 
tion  ;  but  as  Virgins  go  now,  fhe  may  pafs  for  one  of  them. 

Sir  J-liy  JUMBLE. 

Virgin,  very  good  ;  let  me  fee  ;  Virgin,  Virgin,  Vir¬ 
gin;  oh.  here  are  the  Virgins;  truly,  I  meet  with  the 
fewefi  of  this  fort  of  any:  Well,  and  the  firfl  Letter  of 
her  Name  now  1  For  a  Wager  I  guefs  her. 

COURTINE. 

Then  you  mufl  know,  Sir  Jolly,  that  I  love  my  Love 
with  an  S. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

S,  S,  S,  O  here  are  the  Efies ;  let  me  confider  now— * 
Sapbo. 

No,  Sir. 

Selinda. 

Neither. 

Sophroma. 


COURTINE . 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

COUR  TIN  E. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 


C  OURTINE. 

You  mufl  guefs  again,  I  aflame  you. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Sylvia. 


COUR : 
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COURT1NE. 

Ay,  ay,  Sir  Jolly,  that’s  the  fatal  Name  ;  Sylvia  the 
Fair,  the  Witty,  the  ill- natur’d ;  do  you  know  her,  iny 
Friend  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Know  her,  why  fhe  is  my  Daughter,  and  I  have 
adopted  her  thefe  feven  Yerrs :  Sylvia,  let  me  look  ;  light 
brown  Hair,  her  Face  oval,  and  Nofe  Roman,  quick  Ipark- 
llng  Eyes,  plump  pregnant  ruby  Lips,  with  a  Mole  on  her 
Bread,  and  the  perfefl  Likenefsof  a  Heart-Cherry  on  her 
Left  Knee.  Ah  Villain  !  Ah  fly  Cap  ;  have  I  caught  you  ? 
Are  you  there,  i’faith  ?  Well,  and  what  fays  Ihe  ?  Is  fhe 
coming  ?  Do  her  Eyes  betray  her  ?  Does  her  Heart  beat, 
and  her  Bubbles  rife,  when  you  talk  to  her,  hah  ! 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Look  you.  Sir  Jolly,  all  things  confider’d,it  may  make 
a  Ihift  to  come  to  a  Marriage  in  time.— 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  in  it  ;  I  won’t  be  feen  in  the 
Bufinefs  of  Matrimony.  Make  me  a  Match-maker  ?  a 
filthy  Marriage-Broker!  Sir  I  fcorn  it,  I  know  better 
things :  Look  you.  Friend,  to  carry  her  a  Letter  from  you 
or  fo,  upon  good  Terms,  tho’  it  be  in  a  Church,  I’ll  deliver 
it  j  or  when  the  Bufinefs  is  come  to  an  IlTue,  if  I  may  bring 
you  handfomely  together,  and  fo  forth,  I’ll  ferve  thee 
with  all  my  Soul,  and  thank  thee  into  the  Bargain;  thank 
thee  heartily,  dear  Rogue,  I  will,  you  little  Cock-Spar¬ 
row,  faith  and  troth  I  will  ;  but  no  Matrimony,  Friend, 
I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  with  Matrimony  ;  ’tis  a  damn’d 
Invention,  w'orfe  than  a  Monopoly,  and  a  Deftroyer  of 
civil  Correfpondence. 

Enter  Drawer. 

DRAWER. 

Gentlemen,  your  Room  is  ready,  your  Wine  and  Ice 
opon  the  Table,  will  your  Honours  pleafe  to  walk  in  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ay,  Wine,  Wine,  give  us  Wine,  a  Pox  on  Matrimony  j 
Matrimony  in  the  Devil’s  Name! 

C  OU  RTINE. 

But  if  an  honed  Harlot  or  two  chance  tp  enquire  for 
us,  Friend. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Right,  Sirrah,  if  Whores  come  never  fo  many,  give 
’em  Reverence  and  Reception,  but  nothing  elfe;  let  no¬ 
thing  but  Whores  and  Bottles  come  near  us,  as  you  tender 
your  Ears. 

[They  go  within  the  Scene,  where  is  discover'd  Table 
and  Bottles. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Why,  there’s,  there’s  the  Land  of  Canaan  now  in  lit¬ 
tle  ;  hark  you  Drawer,  Dog,  fhut,  fhut  the  Door,  Sir¬ 
rah,  do  you  hear  ?  Shut  it  fo  clofe,  that  neither  Cares 
nor  Neceffities  may  peep  in  upon  us. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce,  Fourbin,  Blood  y-Bones, 
and  Drawer. 

FOURBIN. 

Bloody-Bones,  be  fure  to  behave  yourfelf  handfomely, 
and  like  your  Profeffion  ;  fhew  yourfelf  a  Cut-throat  of 
Parts,  and  we’ll  fleece  him. 

B  LOO  DT-BO  N  ES. 

My  Lady  fays,  we  mull  be  expeditious ;  Sir  Jolly  has 
given  Notice  to  the  Captain  by  this  time,  fo  that  nothing 
is  wanting  but  the  Management  of  this  over-grown  Gull 
to  make  us  Hedors  at  large,  and  keep  the  Whore  Fortune 
under. 

DRAWER. 

Welcome,  Gentlemen,  very  welcome,  Sir ;  will’t 
pleafe  you  to  walk  into  a  Room?  Or  ihall  I  wait  upon 
your  Honours  Pleafure  here  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sweet-heart,  let  us  be  quiet,  and  bring  us  Wine  hither  : 
So —  [5/Vx  down. 

From  this  Moment,  War,  War ;  and  mortal  Dudgeon 

2  againit 
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againft  that  Enemy  of  my  Honour,  and  Thief  of  my 
good  Name,  call’d  Beaugard.  You  can  cut  a  Throat  upon 
Occafion,  you  laid,  Friend  ? 

_  F  OURB  IN. 

Sir,  cutting  of  Throats  is  my  hereditary  Vocation  ;  my 
Father  was  hang’d  for  cutting  of  Throats  before  me,  and 
my  Mother  for  cutting  of  Purfes. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

No  more  to  be  faid  ;  my  Courage  is  mounted  like  a 
little  French  Man  upon  a  great  Horfe,  and  I’ll  have  him 
murder’d. 

FOUR  B  IN. 

Murder’d  you  fay,  Sir? 

Sir  Davy  DUNG  E . 

Ay,  murder’d  I  fay,  Sir ;  his  Face  flay’d  off,  and  nail’d 
to  a  Poll  in  my  great  Hall  in  the  Country  ;  amongfl  all 
tiie  Trophies  of  Wild  Bealls  flain  by  our  Family  fince  the 
Conquelt,  there’s  never  a  Whore-mailer’s  Head  there 
yet. 

FOU  RB  IN. 

Sir,  for  that  let  me  recommend  this  worthy 'Friend  of 
mine  to  your  Service  j  he’s  an  induflrious  Gentleman,  and 
one  that  will  deferve  your  Favour. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

He  looks  but  fomething  ruggedly  tho’  methinks. 

FOU  RB  IN. 

But,  Sir,  his  Parts  will  atone  for  his  Perfon;  Forms 
and  Falhions  are  the  leal!  of  his  Study  :  He  affedls  a  fort 
of  philofophical  Negligence  indeed.  But,  Sir,  make 
trial  of  him,  and  you’ll  find  him  a  Perfon  fit  for  the  work 
of  this  World. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What  Trade  are  you,  Friend  ? 

BLOOD  T-  BONES 

No  Trade  at  all,  Friend  ;  I  profels  Murder  :  Raf- 
cally  Butchers  make  a  Trade  on’t ;  ’tis  a  Gentleman's 
Divertifement. 

Sir 
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Sir  Da  zy  DUNCE. 

Do  you  profefs  Murder  ? 

BLOOD  T-BONES. 

Yes,  Sir,  ’tis  my  Livelihood  :  I  keep  a  Wife  and  fix 
Children  by  ir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Then,  Sir,  hete’s  ro  you  with  all  my  Heart ,  Wou’d  I 
had  done  with  thefe  Fellows.  \_Ajlde. 

F  OU  RB  IN. 

Well.  Sir,  if  you  have  any  Service  for  us,  I  defire  we 
may  receive  your  Gold  and  your  Intlru&ions  fo  foon  as  is 
poffible. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Soft  and  fair,  Sweet-heart,  1  love  to  fee  a  little  how  I 
lay-out  my  Money  :  Have  you  very  good  Trading  now-a- 
days  in  your  way,  Friend  ? 

BLOOD  T  -BONES. 

In  peaceable  times  a  Man  may  eat  and  drink  comfor¬ 
tably  upon-’t :  A  private  Murder  done  handfomely,  is 
worth  Monty  ;  but  now  that  the  Nation’s  unfeuled  there 
are  fo  many  general  Undertakers,  that  ’tis  grown  almolla 
Monopoly  ;  you  may  have  a  Man  murder’d  almoft  for  little 
or  nothing,  and  nobody  e’re  know  who  did  it  neither. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Pray  what  Countryman  are  you  ?  where  were  you  born, 
Bibfi:  noble  Sir  ? 

BLOOD  T-BO  NE  S. 

Indeed  my  Country  is  foreign,  I  was  born  in  Algiers’, 
my  Mother  was  an  apoftate  Greek,  my  Father  a  Rene* 
gade  EngHJIsman ,  who  by  opprefling  of  Chriftian  Slaves 
grew  rich  ;  for  which  when  he  lay  fick  I  murder’d  him 
one  Day  in  his  Bed,  made  my  Efcape  to  Malta  ;  where, 
embracing  the  Faith,  l  had  the  Honour  given  me  to 
command  a  thouiand  Horfe  aboard  the  Gallies  of  that 
State. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh  Lord,  Sir  !  my  humble  Service  to  you  again, 

F  / 
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FOUR  BIN. 

He  tells  you,  Sir,  but  the  naked  Truth. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

I  doubt  it  not  in  the  leaft,  moil  worthy  Sir.  Thefe  are 
devilifh  Fellows  I’ll  warrant  ’em.  [A fide. 

F  OU  RB  IN. 

War,  Friend,  and  lhining  Honour  has  been  our  Pro¬ 
vince,  till  rufty  Peace  reduc’d  us  to  this  bafe  Obfcurity. 
Ah  Bloody-Bones  !  ah,  when  thou  and  I  commanded  that 
Party  at  the  Siege  of  Philipshurgh  !  where,  in  the  face  of 
the  Army,  we  took  the  impenetrable  Half-Moon. 

BLOOD  T- BONES. 

Half-Moon,  Sir  !  by  your  Favour  ’twas  a  whole  Moon. 

FOURS  IN. 

Brother  thou  art  in  the  right  ;  ’twas  a  full  Moon,  and 
fuch  a  Moon,  Sir !  — — — 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  doubt  it  not  in  the  lead.  Gentlemen  ;  but,  in  the  mean 
while,  to  our  Bufinefs. 

F  OUR  BIN. 

With  all  my  Heart  fo  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Do  you  know  this  Beaugard  ?  He’s  a  devilifh  Fellow,  I 
can  tell  you  that ;  he’s  a  Captain. 

FOU  R  B  IN. 

Has  he  a  Heart,  think  you,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O,  like  a  Lion  !  he  fears  neither  God,  Man,  nor  Devil. 

BLOODT-BONES. 

I’ll  bring  it  you  for  your  Breakfaft  to-morrow :  Did 
you  never  eat  a  Man’s  Heart.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Eat  a  Man's  Heart,  Friend  ? 

FOUR  BIN. 

Ay,  ay,  a  Man’s  Heart,  Sir,  it  makes  abfolutely  the 
beft  Ragouft  in  the  World  :  I  have  eaten  forty  of  ’em  in 
my  time  without  Bread. 


Sir 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O  Lord,  a  Man’s  Heart !  my  humble  Service  to  you 
both,  Gentlemen. 

BLOODY.  BONES. 

Why,  your  Algerine  Pirates  eat  nothing  elfe  at  Sea, 
they  have  them  always  potted  up  like  Yenifon  ;  your 
well  grown  Dutchmans  Heart  makes  an  excellent  D.lh 
with  Oil  and  Pepper. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O  Lord,  O  Lord!  Friend,  Friend,  a  Word  with  vou: 
How  much  mull  you  and  your  Companion  have  to  do 
hy  Bufinefs? 

F  O  U  R  B  1  Ah 

What,  and  bring  you  the  Heart  home  to  your  Houle  r 
Sir  Davy  DUNG  E. 

No,  no,  keeping  the  Heart  for  your  own  eatire.  Fri 
be  rid  of  ’em  as  foon  as  poflible  I  can.  [  A  hue. 

F  OU  R  B  I  N. 

You  fay,  Sir,  he’s  a  Gentleman  ? - - 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  fuch  a  fort  of  Gentlemen  as  are  about  this  Town  : 
The  Fellow  has  a  pretty  handfome  Outfide ;  but  I  be¬ 
lieve  little  or  no  Money  in  his  Pockets. 

F  OU  R  B  1  N. 

Therefore  we  are  like  to  have  the  honour  to  receive 
the  mote  from  your  Worfhip’s  Bounty. 

BLOODY- BONES. 

For  my  part  I  care  for  r.o  Man’s  Bounty  :  I  expect  to 
have  my  Bargain  perform’d,  and  Til  make  as  good  a  one 
as  1  can. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Look  you,  Friend,  don’t  you  be  angry.  Friend,  don’t 
be  angry.  Friend,  before  you  have  occafion :  You  fay 

you’d  have - let’s  fee  how  much  you  will  have  now 

——-I  warrant  the  Devil  and  all  by  your  good  Will. 

FOUR  BIN. 

Truly,  Sir  Davy,  if  as  you  fay,  the  Man  muK  be  well 

Vpt,  H.  K  murder’d. 
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murder’d,  without  any  Remorfe  for  Mercy  ;  betwixt  Turk 
and  Jew,  ’tis  honellly  worth  two  hundred  Pounds. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Two  hundred  Pounds !  why  I’ll  have  a  Phyfician  Ihall 
kill  a  whole  Family  for  half  the  Money. 

B  LO  O  DT-B  O  N  E  S. 

Damme,  Sir,  how  do  ye  mean  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Damme,  Sir,  how  do  I  mean?  Damme,  Sir,  not  t* 
part  with  my  Money. 

BLOOD  T- BONES. 

Not  part.  Brother ! 

FOURBIN. 

Brother,  the  Wight  is  improvable,  and  this  mull  be 
borne  withal. 

BLOOD  Y-  BONES. 

Have  I  for  this  diffolv’d  Circean  Charms?  broke  Iron 
Durance,  whilll  from  thefe  firm  Legs  the  well-fil’d  ufelefs 
Fetters  dropp’d  away,  and  left  me  Mafter  of  my  native 
Freedom  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What  does  he  mean  now  ? 

FOURBIN. 

Truly,  Sir,  I  am  forry  to  fee  it  with  all  my  Heart; 
’tis  a  Diftradtion  that  frequently  feizes  him,  tho*  I  am 
forry  it  lhould  happen  fo  unluckily  at  this  time. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Diftradted,  fay  you  !  is  he  fo  apt  to  be  diftradted  ? 

FOURBIN. 

Oh,  Sir,  raging  mad  :  We  that  live  by  Murder  are  all 
fo  ;  Guilt  will  never  let  us  fleep.  I  befeech  you.  Sir, 
ftand  dear  of  him,  he’s  apt  to  be  very  mifchievous  at 
thefe  unfortunate  Hours. 

B  LO  O  DT-B  O  N  E  S. 

Have  I  been  drunk  with  tender  Infants  Blood,  and 
ripp’d  up  teeming  Wombs?  Have  thefe  bold  Hands  ran- 
fack’d  the  Temples  of  the  Gods,  and  ftabb’d  the  Priefts 
before  their  Altars  ?  Have  I  done  this  ?  hah ! 


Sir 
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Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

No,  Sir,  not  that  I  know.  Sir,  I  would  not  fay  any 
fuch  thing  for  all  the  World,  Sir:  Worthy  Gentleman, 

I  befeech  you.  Sir,  you  feem  to  be  a  civil  Perfon,  I  be- 
feech  you,  Sir,  to  mitigate  his  Paflion,  I’ll  do  any  thing 
in  the  World ;  you  (hall  command  my  whole  Eftate. 

FOUR  B  IN. 

Nay,  after  all,  Sir,  if  you  have  not  a  mind  to  have 
him  quite  murder’d,  if  a  fwinging  Drubbing  to  bedrid 
him,  or  fo,  will  ferve  your  Turn,  you  may  have  it  at  a 
cheaper  Rate  a  great  deal. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Truly,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart ;  for  merhinks,  now  I 
confider  Matters  better,  I  wou’d  not  by  any  means  be 
guilty  of  another  Man’s  Blood. 

FOUR  BIN. 

Why,  then  let  me  confider— to  have  him  beaten  fub- 
ftantially,  a  Beating  that  will  flick  by  him,  will  cofl  you 
- - half  the  Money. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What,  one  hundred  Pounds !  Sure  the  Devil’s  in  you, 
©r  you  would  not  be  fo  unconfcionable. 

B  L  O  O  DT-  B  O  N  E  S. 

The  Devil !  where  ?  where  is  the  Devil  }  Shew  me  ; 
I’ll  tell  thee,  Belzebub,  thou  haft  broke  thy  Covenant ; 
didft  thou  not  promife  me  eternal  Plenty,  when  I  reiign’d 
my  Soul  to  thy  Allurements? 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Ah,  Lord ! 

B  L  O  O  D  T-B  0  N  E  S. 

Touch  me  not  yet ;  I’ve  yet  ten  thoufand  Murders  to 
adl  before  I’m  thine :  With  all  thofe  Sins  I’ll  come  with 
full  Damnation  to  thy  Caverns  of  endlefs  Pain,  and 
howl  with  thee  for  ever. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Blefs  us !  what  will  become  of  this  mortal  Body  of 
mine?  Where  am  I  ?  is  this  a  Houfe  ?  do  I  live  ?  am  I 
Flelh  and  Blood  ?  Kz  BLOODY- 
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BLOODT- BONES. 

There,  there’s  the  Fiend  again  !  don’t  chatter  fo,  and 
grin  at  me  ;  if  thou  mull  needs  have  Prey,  take  here, 
take  him,  this  Tempter  that  would  bribe  me  with  Ihining 
Gold,  to  llain  my  Hands  with  new  Iniquity. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Stand  off,  I  charge  thee,  Satan :  whofoe’er  thou  art, 
thou  hall  no  Right  nor  Claim  to  me  ;  I’ll  have  thee  bound 
in  Necromantic  Charms.  Hark  you.  Friend,  has  the 
Gentleman  given  his  Soul  to  the  Devd  ? 

FOUR  BIN. 

Onlv  pawn’d  it  a  little  ;  that’s  all. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Let  me  befeech  you,  Sir,  to  difpatch,  and  get  rid  of 
him  as  foon  as  you  can.  I  would  gladly  drink  a  Bottle 
with  you.  Sir,  but  I  hate  the  Devil’s  Company  mortally  : 
As  for  the  hundred  Pounds,  here,  it  is  ready  ;  no  more 
Words,  I’ll  lubmit  to  vour  good  Nature  and  Difcretion. 
FO  U  RB  IN. 

Then,  Wretch,  take  this,  and  make  thy  Peace  with 
the  infernal  King ;  he  loves  Riches,  facrifice  and  be  at 
reft. 

B  LOO  DY-BO  N  E  S. 

’Tis  done,  I’ll  follow  thee,  lead  on  ;  nay,  if  thou  fmile, 
I  more  defy  thee ;  Fee,  Fau,  Fum.  [£*•//. 

FOUR  B  I N. 

’Tis  very  odd,  this. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Very  odd,  indeed  ;  I’m  glad  he’s  gone  tho’. 

F  OU  RB  IN. 

Now,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  we’ll  refrelh  ourfelves  with 

a  chearful  Glafs,  and  fo  Cbaque  unebex  lui -  I  wou’d 

lain  make  the  Gull  drink  a  little,  to  put  a  little  Mettle 
«rto  him.  \AJide. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  Sir ;  but  no  more  Words  of  the 
Pevilif  you  love  me. 


FOUR- 
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FO  UR  E  1  N. 

The  Devil’s  an  Afs,  Sir,  and  here’s  a  Health  to  all 
thofe  that  defy  the  Devil. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  and  all  his  Works  too. 

FOUR  B  IN. 

Nay,  Sir,  you  mull  do  me  right,  I  allure  you. 

Sir  D  A  VY  DUNCE. 

Not  fo  full,  not  fo  full,  that’s  too  much  of  all  Confc'- 
ence  :  In  troth,  Friend,  thefe  ate  fad  Time.',  very  i*d 
Times  j  but  here’s  to  you. 

F  OU  RJ5  IN 

Pox  o’the  Times,  the  Times  are  well  enough,  fo  long 
as  a  Man  has  Money  in  his  Pocket. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

’Tis  true,  here  I  have  been  bargaining  with  you  about 
a  Murder,  but  never  confider  that  Idolatry  is  coming  in 
full  fpeed  upon  the  Nation.  Pray  what  Religion  are  you 
of.  Friend  ? 

FOUR  BIN. 

What  Religion  am  I  of.  Sir  ?  Sir,  your  humble  Ser¬ 
vant. 

Sir  DAVY  DUNCE. 

Truly  a  good  Conlcience  is  a  great  Happinefs ;  and  fo 
I’ll  pledge  you,  hemph,  hemph.  But  fhan’t  the  Dog:be 
murder’d  this  Night  ? 

F  OUR  B  I  N. 

My  Brother  Rogue  is  gone  by  this  time  to  fett  him, 
and  the  Bufinefs  lhall  be  done  effectually.  I’ll  warrant 
you.  Here’s  Reft  to  his  Soul. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  Faith  ;  1  hate  to  be  uncharitable. 

Enter  Courtine  and  Drawer. 

COURTINE. 

Look  you,  ’tis  a  very  impudent  thing  not  to  be  drunk 
by  this  time  :  Shall  Rogues  flay  in  Taverns  to  lip  Pints, 

K  3  and 
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and  be  fober,  when  honeft  Gentlemen  are  drunk  by  Gal¬ 
lons?  and  I’ll  have  none  on’t. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O  Lord,  who’s  there  ?  [Sr7r  up  in  his  Chair. 

D  RAWER. 

I  befeech  your  Honour,  our  Houfe  will  be  utterly 
ruin’d  by  this  means. 

COU  RTINE. 

Damn  your  Houfe,  your  Wife  and  Children,  and  all 
your  Family,  you  Dog-.— -  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

To  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Who  am  I,  Sir?  what’s  that  to  you,  Sir?  Will  you 
tickle  my  Foot,  you  Rogue? 

COU  R  TINE. 

I’ll  tickle  your  Guts,  you  Poltroon,  prefently. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Tickle  my  Guts,  you  Madcap!  I’ll  tickle  your  Toby 
if  you  do. 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

What,  with  that  circumcis’d  Band  ?  that  grave  hypo¬ 
critical  Beard  of  the  Reformation-cut?  Old  Fellow,  I 
believe  you  are  a  Rogue. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sirrah,  you’re  a  Whore,  an  errant  Bitch-Whore ;  I’ll 
ufe  you  like  a  Whore  ;  I’ll  kifs  you,  you  Jade  ;  I’ll  ra- 
vilh  you,  you  Buttock;  I  am  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace, 
Sirrah,  and  that’s  worfe. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Damn  you.  Sir,  I  care  not  if  you  were  a  Conftable  and 
all  his  Watch  :  What,  fuch  a  Rogue  as  you  fend  honeft 
Fellows  to  Prifon,  and  countenance  Whores  in  your  Ju- 
rifdiflion  for  Bribery,  you  Mongrel !  I’ll  beat  you.  Sir¬ 
rah,  I’ll  brain  you  ;  I’ll  murder  you,  you  Moon-Calf. 

[  I  hr  onus  the  Chair  after  him. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  Conftable,  Watch,  Stokes,  Stoke?,  Stokes, 
Murder———  [Exit. 

COU  R- 
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C  OUR  TINE. 

Huzza,  Beaitgard! 

Enter  Beaugard  and  Sir  Jolly  Jumble. 

FOUR  B  I  N. 

Well,  Sir,  the  Bulinefs  is  done,  we  have  bargain’d  t® 
murder  you. 

BEAUGARD. 

Murder’d!  who’s  to  be  murder’d,  ha,  Fourhii:? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

You  are  to  be  murder’d.  Friend ;  you  fhall  be  mur¬ 
der’d,  Friend. 

BEAUGARD. 

But  how  am  I  to  be  murder’d  ?  who’s  to  murder  me, 
I  befeeeh  you. 

FOU  RB  I  N. 

Your  humble  Servant,  Fourbin  ;  I  am  the  Man,  with 
your  Worlhip’s  leave:  Sir  Davy  has  giv’n  me  this  Gold 
to  do  it  handfomely. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir  Davy!  uncharitable  Cur j  what!  murder  an  ho- 
neft  Fellow  for  being  civil  to  his  Family  !  What  can  this 
mean,  Gentlemen  f 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

No,  ’tis  for  not  being  civil  to  his  Family,  that  it  means, 
Gentlemen  ;  therefore  are  you  to  be  murder’d  to  night, 
and  bury’d  a-bed  with  my  Lady,  you  Jack  Straw  you. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  underftand  you,  Friends  ;  the  old  Gentleman  has  de  • 
ftgn’d  to  have  me  butcher’d,  and  you  have  kindly  con¬ 
triv’d  to  turn  it  out  to  my  Advantage  in  the  Affair  of  Love. 
I  am  to  be  murder’d  but  as  it  were,  Gentlemen,  hah  ! 

FOURBIN. 

Your  Honour  has  a  piercing  Judgment.  Sir,  Captain 
Courtine' s  gone. 

BEAUGARD. 

No  matter,  let  him  go:  he  has  a  Defign  to  put  in 
K  4  prac- 
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praftice  this  Night  too,  and  would  perhaps  but  fpoil  ours. 
Eut  when,  Sir  Jolly ,  is  this  Bufinefs  to  be  brought  about  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Prefently,  *tis  more  than  time  ’twere  done  already  ; 
go,  get  you  gone,  I  fay,  hold,  hold,  let’s  fee  your  lefc 

Ear  firft,  hum - ha - you  are  a  Rogue,  y’are  a 

Rogue  ;  get  you  gone,  get  you  gone,  go.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  charges  to  Co  vent- Garden  Piazza. 

Enter  Sv  lv  I  a  and  her  Maid  in  the  Balcony. 
MAID. 

But  why.  Madam,  will  you  ufe  him  fo  inhumanly  ? 
I’m  confident  he  loves  you. 

SYLVIA 

Oh  !  a  true  Lover  is  to  be  found  out  like  a  true 
Saint,  by  the  Trial  of  his  Patience.  Have  you  the  Cords 
ready  ? 

M  AID. 

Here  they  are,  Madam. 

5  ri  VIA. 

Let’em  down,  and  be  fure  when  it  conies  to  Trial,  tb 
pull  luihly.  Is  Will  the  Footman  ready  ? 

WIL  L. 

At  your  Ladyfliip’s  Command,  Madam. 

SYLVIA. 

I  wonder  he  (hould  flay  fo  long,  the  Clock  has  ftrutk 
Twelve. 

Enter  C  O  U  r  t  i  n  E. 

COURTINE,  fings. 

And  was  Jhe  not  frank  and free, 

And  was  /he  not  kind  to  me  ? 

To  lock  up  her  Cat  in  her  Cupboard, 

And  give  her  Kty  to  tne,  to  me  : 

To  lock  up  her  Cat  in  her  Cupboard, 

And  give  her  Key  to  me. 


S  YL- 
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SYLVIA 

This  mull  be  he  :  Ay,  ’tis  he,  and  as  I  am  a  Virgin, 
roaring  drunk  ;  but  if  I  find  not  a  way  to  make  him 
fober - 

COURTINE. 

Here,  here’s  the  Window  :  Ay,  that’s  Hell-door,  and 
my  Damnation’s  in  the  Infide,  Sylvia,  Sylvia,  Sylvia  ; 
dear  Imp  of  Satan,  appear  to  thy  Servant. 

SYLVIA. 

Who  calls  on  Sylvia  in  this  dead  of  Night, 

When  Reft  is  wanting  to  her  longing  Eyes  ? 

COURTINE. 

’Tis  a  poor  Wretch  can  hardly  Hand  upright, 

Drunk  with  thy  Loves,  and  if  he  falls  helies. 

SYLVIA. 

Courtine,  is  it  you  ? 

COUR  TINE. 

Yes,  Sweet-heart,  ’tis  I ;  art  thou  ready  for  me? 

S  YLVIA. 

Fallen  yourfelf  to  that  Cord  there  ;  there  it  is. 

COURTINE. 

Cord !  where  r  Oh,  oh,  here,  here ;  fo  now  to  Heav’n 
in  a  String. 

SYLVIA. 

Have  you  done  ? 

COURTINE. 

Yes,  I  have  done,  Child,  and  would  fain  be  doing  too. 
Huffy. 

SYLVIA. 

Then  pull  away,  hoa  up,  hoa  up,  hoa  up :  So,  avaft 
there,  Sir. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Madam. 

SYLVIA. 

Are  you  very  much  in  love.  Sir  ? 

COURTINE . 

Oh,  damnably,  Child,  damnably. 


SYlr 
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SYLVIA. 

I  am  forry  for’t  with  all  my  Heart :  Good  night. 
Captain. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Ha,  gone  !  what,  left  in  Erafmus’s  Paradife,  between 
Heav’n  and  Hell?  if  the  Conftable  (hould  take  me  now 
for  a  {haggling  Monkey  hung  by  the  Loins,  and  hunt 
me  with  his  Cry  of  Watchmen  !  Ah  Woman,  Woman, 
Woman  !  Well,  a  merry  Life  and  a  fhort,  that’s  all. 

Sings.  God  profper  long  our  Noble  King , 

Our  Lives  and  Safeties  all. 

I  am  mighty  loyal  to  night. 


Enter  ¥  ourbin  aWBlooby-Bones,  as  from  Sir  Davy 
Dunces  Houfe. 

F  OUR  BIN. 

Murder,  Murder,  Murder!  Help,  help,  Murder! 

C  OU  RT  I  N  E. 

Nay,  if  there  be  Murder  ftirring,  ’tis  high  time  to 
fhift  for  myfelf.  [ Climbs  up  to  the  Balcony. 

SYLVIA  [ Squeaking .] 

Ah,  h,  h,  h,  h  ! 

B  L  O  O  D  Y-B  O  N  E  S. 

Yonder,  yonder  he  comes;  Murder,  Murder,  Murder. 

[  Exeunt  Blood  :  and  Fourbin. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

-  ’Tis  very  late  ;  but  Murder  is  a  melancholy  Bufinefs, 
and  Night  is  fit  for’t.  I’ll  go  home.  \Knocks . 

VERMIN. 

Who’s  there  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Who’s  there  ?  open  the  Door,  you  Whelp  of  Babylon. 
VE  R  M IN. 

Oh  Sir !  y’are  welcome  home  ;  but  here  is  the  faddelt 
J^ews !  here  has  been  Murder  committed.  Sir. 

a 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Hold  your  Tongue,  you  Fool,  and  go  to  fleep ;  get 
you  in,  do  you  hear ;  you  talk  of  Murder,  you  Rogue? 
you  meddle  with  State  Affairs  ?  Get  you  in. 

The  Scene  opens  in  the  middle  of  the  Hoife,  and  difcovers 

Sir  Jolly  Jumble  and  the  Lady  putting  Captain 

BeaUcard  in  order  as  if  he  vs  ere  dead. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

Lie  ftill,  lie  Hill,  you  Knave,  clofe,  clofe  when  I  bid 
you  :  You  had  beft  queft  and  fpoil  the  Sport,  you  had  1 

BEAUGARD. 

But  pray  how  long  mull  I  lie  thus  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

I’ll  warrant  you’ll  think  the  time  mighty  tedious. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sweet  Creature,  who  can  counterfeit  Death  when  you 
are  near  him  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

You  fhall,  Sirrah,  if  a  body  defires  you  a  little,  fo  you 
lhall ;  we  fhall  fpoil  all  elfe,  all  will  be  fpoil’d  elfe,  Man, 
if  you  do  not :  Stretch  out  longer,  longer  yet,  as  long  as 
ever  you  can.  So,  fo,  hold  your  Breath,  hold  your 
Breath  j  very  well. 

Enter  Maid. 

MAID. 

Madam,  here  comes  Sir  Davy. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Odds  fo,  now  clofe  again  as  I  told  you,  clofe  you 
Devil,  now  ftir  if  you  dare  ;  ftir  but  any  Part  about  you 
if  you  dare  now  ;  odd  I’ll  hit  you  fuch  a  Rap  if  you  do  j 
lie  Hill,  lie  you  ftill. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

My  Dear,  how  doft  thou  do,  my  Dear  ?  I  am  come. 

Lady 
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Lady  DUNCE. 

Ah,  Sir !  what  is ’t  y’ave  done  ?  Y’ave  ruin’d  me,  your 
Family,  your  Fortune  all  is  ruin’d  ;  where  fhall  we  go.  or 
whither  /ball  we  fly  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Where  (hall  we  go  !  why,  we’ll  go  to  Bed,  you  Iitt! 
Jackaaandy :  Why,  you  are  not  a  Wench,  you  Rogue 
you  are  a  Boy,  a  very  Boy,  and  I  love  you  the  better 
for’t :  Sirrah,  hey! - _ 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Ah,  Sir,  fee  there. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Blefs  us !  a  Man  !  and  bloody!  what,  upon  my  Hall 
Table! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Two  Ruffians  brought  him  in  juft  now,  pronouncing 
this  inhuman  Deed  was  done  by  your  Command  :  Sir  Jolly 
came  in  the  fame  Minute,  or  Cure  I  had  dy’d  with  my 
diftradting  Fears.  How  could  you  think  on  a  Revenge 
fo  horrid. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d,  Neighbour,  I  only  bargain’d 
with  'em  to  baftinado  him  in  a  way,  or  fo,  as  one  Friend 
might  do  to  another ;  but  do  you  fay  that  he  is  dead  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Dead,  dead  as  Clay  ;  (lark  ftiff  and  ufelefs  all,  nothing 
about  him  ftirring,  but  all’s  cold  and  ftill ;  I  knew  him  a 
lufly  Fellow  once,  a  very  mettled  Fellow  ;  ’tis  a  thoufand 

Pities, 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

What  (hall  I  do  ?  I’ll  throw  myfelf  upon  him,  kifs  his 
wide  Wounds,  and  weep  till  blind  as  Buzzard. 

Lady  DUNCE . 

Oh,  come  not  near  him,  there’s  fuch  horrid  Antipathy 
follows  all  Murders,  his  Wounds  would  ltream  afrelh 
(hOuld  you  but  touch  him. 

Sir 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Dear  Neighbour,  deareft  Neighbour,  Friend,  Sir  Jolly, 
as  you  love  Charity,  pity  my  wretched  Cafe,  and  give  me 
Counfel ;  I’ll  give  my  Wife  and  all  my  Eflate  to  have  him 
live  again ;  or  fhall  I  bury  him  in  the  Arbour  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  Garden  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Alas-aday,  Neighbour,  never  think  on’t,  never  think 
on’t ;  the  Dogs  will  find  him  there,  as  they  fcrape  Holes 
to  bury  Bones  in ;  there  is  but  one  way  that  I  know  of. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

What  is  it,  dear  Neighbour,  what  is  it  ?  You  fee  I 
am  upon  my  Knees  to  you,  take  all  I  have  and  eafe  me  of 
my  Fears. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Truly  the  belt  thing  that  I  can  think  of,  is  putting  of 
him  to  Bed,  putting  him  into  a  warm  Bed,  and  try  to 
fetch  him  to  life  again,  a  warm  Bed  is  the  beft 
thing  in  the  World;  my  Lady  may  do  much  too,  lhe’s  a 
good  Woman,  and  I’ve  been  told  underltands  a  green 
Wound  well. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE . 

My  Dear,  my  Dear,  my  Dear ! 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Bear  me  away,  oh  fend  me  hence  afar  off,  where  my 
unhappy  Name  may  be  a  Stranger;  and  this  fad  Acci* 
dent  no  more  remember’d  to  my  Difhonour. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ah,  but  my  Love  !  my  Joy !  are  there  no  Bowels  in 
thee  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Sir  Da  vy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Pr’ythee  do  fo  much  as  try  thy  Skill,  there  may  be  one 
Dram  of  Life  left  in  him  yet;  take  him  up  to  thy 
Chamber,  put  him  into  thy  own  Bed,  and  try  what  thou 
can’ll  do  with  him ;  pr’ythee  do ;  if  thou  canft  but  find 
5  Motion 
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Motion  in  him,  all  may  be  well  yet ;  I’ll  go  up  to  my 
Clofet  in  the  Garret,  and  fay  my  Prayers  in  the  mean 
while. 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

Will  ye  then  leave  this  Ruin  on  my  Hands  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Pray,  pray,  my  Dear  ;  I  befeech  you  Neighbour,  help 
to  perfuade  her  if  it  be  poffible. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Faith,  Madam,  do,  try  what  you  can  do.  I  have  a 
great  fancy  you  may  do  him  good ;  who  can  tell  but  yon 
may  have  the  Gift  of  Stroking  ?  pray  Madam,  be  perfuaded. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

I’ll  do  whate’er’s  your  Pleafure. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

That’s  my  beft  Dear  :  I’ll  go  to  my  Clofet  and  pray  for 
thee  heartily.  Alas,  alas,  that  ever  this  (hould  happen — 

[Exit. 

BEAUGARD. 

So,  is  he  gone,  Madam,  my  Angel ! 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

What  no  Thanks,  no  Reward  for  old  Jolly  now  • 
Come  hither  Huffy,  you  little  Canary-Bird,  you  little 
Hopo’my  thumb,  come  hither  :  make  me  a  Curt’fy,  and 
give  me  a  Kifs  now,  hah  !  give  me  a  Kifs  I  fay,  odd  I 
will  have  a  Kifs,  fo  I  will,  I  will  have  a  Kifs  if  I  fet  on’t ; 
Ihoogh,  {hoogh,  get  you  into  a  Corner  when  I  bid  you 
{hoogh,  (hoogh,  {hoogh,  what  there  already  ?  [ She  goes  to 
Beaugard.]  Well,  I  ha’  done ;  this  *tis  to  be  an  old  Fellow 
now. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  will  you  fave  the  Life  of  him  y’ave  wounded  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Dare  you  truft  yourfelf  to  my  Skill  for  a  Cure  ? 

[S/r  Davy  appears  at  a  Window  above. 
Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Hi  ft !  Hift!  Clofe,  clofe,  I  fay  again,  yonder’s  Sir 
J)uvyt  odds  fo ! 
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Sir  Davy  D  V  N  C  E. 

My  Dear !  my  Dear]  my  Dear ! - 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Who’s  that  calls  ?  my  Love,  is’t  you  ? 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E, 

Ay,  Tome  Comfort,  or  my  Heart’s  broke !  is  there  any 
Hopes  yet  ?  I’ve  try’d  to  fay  my  Pray’rs,  and  cannot :  if 
he  be  quite  dead,  I  (hall  never  pray  again  ;  Neighbour, 
no  Hopes  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Truly,  little  or  none,  fome  fmall  Pulfe  I  think  there  is 
left,  very  little  :  there’s  nothing  to  be  done  if  you  don’t 
pray  ;  get  you  to  Prayers  whatever  you  do,  get  you  gone  j 
nay,  don’t  flay  now,  fhut  the  Window  I  tell  you. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Well,  this  is  a  great  Trouble  to  me  ;  but  good  night. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Good  night  to  you,  dear  Neighbour  :  Get  ye  up,  get 
ye  up,  and  be  gone  into  the  next  Room  prefently,  make 
hafte  :  [ ¥ 0  Beaugard  and  Lady  Dunce ]  but  don’t  fteal  away 
till  Icome  to  you,  be  fureyou  remember,  don’t  ye  ftir  till 
I  come ;  pilh,  none  of  this  bowing  and  fooling,  it  but  lofes 
time  ;  I’ll  only  bolt  the  Door  that  belongs  to  Sir  Davy's 
Lodgings,  that  he  may  be  fafe,  and  be  with  you  in  a 
Twinkle  :  Ah,  h,  h,  h  1  So,  now  for  the  Door,  very  well. 
Friend,  you  are  fall.  [Bolts  the  Door. 

Sings. 

Bonny  Lafs  gan  thoo  wert  mine. 

And  twonty  thoofand  Poonds  about  thee,  Of t. 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

Courtjne  hound  on  a  Couch  in  Sylvia’s  Chamber . 
COU  RT I N  E. 

HEigho  !  heigho  !  ha  !  Where  am  I  ?  Was  I  drunk  or 
no,  laft  night  ?  Something  leaning  that  way.  But 
where  the  Devil  am  I?  Sincerely  in  a  Baudy-houfe: 
Fogh!  what  a  fmell  of  Sin  is  here  !  Let  me  look  about ; 
if  there  be  ever  a  Geneva  Bible  or  a  Praflice  of  Piety  in 
the  Room,  I  am  fare  I  have  guefs’d  right.  What’s  the 
matter  now  ?  Ty’d  fall !  bound  too!  What  Tricks  have  I 
play’d  to  come  into  this  Condition  !  I  have  lighted  into 
the  Territories  of  fome  merrily-difpos’d  Chamber-maid  or 
other;  and  (he  in  a  witty  Fit,  forfooth,  hath  tru fs’d  me  up 
thus ;  Has  (he  pinn’d  no  Rags  to  my  Tail,  or  chalk’d  me 
upon  the  Back  now  ?  Would  I  had  her  Miltrefs  here  at  a 
Venture. 

SYLVIA. 

What  would  you  do  with  her,  my  enchanted  Knight 
if  you  had  her?  You  are  too  fober  for  her  by  this  time  ; 
next  time  you  get  drunk,  you  may  perhaps  venture  to 
fcale  her  Balcony  like  a  valiant  Captain  as  you  are. 

COU  R  TINE. 

Haft  thou  done  this,  my  dear  Deftrudtion  ?  And  anj  I 
in  thy  Limho?  I  mull  confefs,  when  I  am  in  my  Beer,  my 
Courage  does  run  away  with  me  now  and  then  :  but  let  me 
loofe,  and  thou  lhalt  fee  what  a  gentle  humble  Animal 
thou  haft  made  me.  Fye  upon’t,  what  tie  me  up  like  as 
ungovernable  Cur  to  the  Frame  of  a  Table  !  let,  let  thy 
poor  Dog  loofe,  that  he  may  fawn  and  make  much  of 
thee  a  little. 

s  run  a. 

What  with  thofe  Paws  which  you  have  been  ferreting 
Moor-Fields  withal,  and  are  ery  dirty  ftill ;  after  you 

have 


The  Soldier’s  Fortune.  233 
have  been  daggling  yourfelf  abroad  for  Prey,  and  can 
meet  with  none,  you  come  fneaking  hither  for  a  Cruft, 
do  you  ? 

MAID. 

Shall  I  fetch  the  Whip  and  the  Bell,  Madam,  and  flafh 
him  for  his  Roguery  foundly  ? 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Indeed,  indeed!  Do  you  long  to  be  ferking  of  Man’s 
Flefh ,  Madam  Flea-trap?  Does  the  Chaplain  of  the  Fa¬ 
mily  ufe  you  to  the  Exercife,  that  you  are  fo  ready  for  it  ? 

syl  VIA. 

If  you  Ihould  be  let  Ioofe,  and  taken  into  Favour  now, 
you  would  be  for  rambling  again  fo  foon  as  you  had  got 
your  Liberty. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Do  but  try  me,  and  if  ever  I  prove  recreant  more,  let 
me  be  beaten  and  us’d  like  a  Dog  in  good  earneft. 

sr  lvia.  8 

Promife  to  grant  me  but  one  Requeft,  and  it  (hall  be 
done. 

COURT1NE. 

Hear  me  but  fwear. 

SYLVIA. 

That  any  body  may  do  ten  thoufand  times  a-day; 

COURT  IN  E. 

Upon  the  Word  of  a  Gentleman,  nay,  as  I  hope  to  get 
Money  in  my  Pocket. 

SYLVIA. 

There  I  believe  him,  Lelyt ;  you’ll  keep  your  Word 
you  fay  ? 

COU  RTINE. 

If  I  don’t,  hang  me  up  in  that  Wench’s  old  Garter. 

SYLVIA. 

See,  Sir,  you  have  your  Freedom. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Well,  now  name  the  Price ;  what  rouft  I  pay  for’t 

SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 

You,  know,  Sir,  confidering  our  (mail  Acquaintance, 
you  have  been  pleafed  to  talk  to  me  very  freely  of  Love- 
matters. 

COURTINE. 

I  mult  confefs  I  have  been  fomething  to  blame  that 
way  ;  but  if  ever  thou  hearelt  more  of  it  from  my  Mouth 
after  this  Night’s  Adventure — would  I  were  well  out  of 
this  Houfe. 

SYLVIA. 

Have  a  care  of  fwearing,  I  befeech  you  ;  for  you  mull' 
underftand,  that  fpite  of  my  Teeth,  I  am  at  laft  fallen  in 
love  moll  unmercifully. 

COV  RT  IN  E. 

And  doll  thou  imagine  I  am  fo  hard-hearted  a  Villain 
as  to  have  no  Compalfion  of  thee  t 

SYLVIA . 

No,  no,  for  I  hope  he’s  a  Man  you  can  have  no  Excep¬ 
tions  againft. 

COURT1NE. 

Yes,  yes,  the  Man  is  a  Man,  I’ll  allure  you,  that’s  one 
Comfort. 

SYLVIA. 

Who  do  you  think  it  may  be  now?  try  if  you  caa 
guefs  him. 

COURTINE. 

Whoever  he  is,  he’s  an  honeft  Fellow  I’ll  warrant  him, 
and  I  believe  will  not  think  himfelf  very  unhappy  neither. 

SYLVIA. 

If  a  Fortune  of  five  thoufand  Pounds,  pleafant  Nights, 
and  quiet  Days  can  make  him  happy,  I  affure  you  he  may 
be  fo;  but  try  Once  to  guefs  at  him. 

CO  U  RE  1 N  E. 

But  if  I  Ihould  be  millaken. 

5  YL  VIA. 

Why,  who  is  it  you  would  vvilh  me  to  ? 


COUR - 
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COU  R1 I N  E. 

You  have  five  thoufand  Pounds  you  fay. 

SYLVIA. 


Yes. 

COURT1NE. 

Faith,  Child,  to  deal  honeftly,  I  know  well  enough 
who  ’tis  I  wilh  for ;  but  Sweet-heart,  before  I  tell  you 
my  Inclinations,  it  were  but  reafonable  that  I  knew  yours. 

SYLVIA. 

Well,  Sir,  becaufe  I  am  confident  you  will  ftand  my 
Friend  in  the  Bufinefs,  I’ll  make  a  Difcovery;  and  to 
hold  you  in  fufpence  no  longer,  you  muft  know  I  have  a 
Months-mind  for  an  Arm-full  of  your  dearly  belov’d 
Friend  and  Brother  Captain  ;  what  fay  you  to’t? 

COU  R  TINE. 

Madam  your  humble  Servant,  good  b’w’y,  that’s  all. 

SYLVIA. 

What  thus  cruelly  leave  a  Lady  that  fo  kindly  took  you 
in,  in  your  laft  Night’s  pickle,  into  her  Lodging^  whither 
would  you  rove  now,  my  Wanderer  ? 

COURT  IN  E. 

Faith,  Madam,  you  have  dealt  fo  gallantly  in  trufting 
me  with  your  Paffion,  that  I  cannot  flay  here  without 
telling  you,  that  I  am  three  times  as  much  in  love  with  an 
Acquaintance  of  yours,  as  you  can  be  with  any  Friend  of 
mine. 


SYLVIA. 

Not  with  my  Waiting-Woman,  I  hope,  Sir. 

C  OU  RT I N  E. 

No,  But  it  is  with  a  certain  Kinfwoman  of  thine,  Child, 
they  call  her  my  Lady  Dunce ,  and  I  think  this  is  her 
Houfe  too  ;  they  fay  Ihe  will  be  civil  upon  a  good  occa> 
fion,  therefore  pr’ythee  be  charitable,  and  ihew  the  way  to 
her  Chamber  a  little. 

SYLVIA. 

What,  commit  Adultery,  Captain?  fyupon’t!  What 
hazard  your  Soul  ? 


COU  R’ 
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C  OU  RTIKE. 

No,  no,  only  venture  my  Bcdy  a  little,  that’s  all  ;  look 
you,  you  know  the  Secret,  and  may  imagine  my  Defire?, 
therefore  as  you  would  have  me  affilt  your  Inclinations, 
pray  be  civil  and  help  me  to  mine;  look  you  no  de¬ 
murring  upon  the  Matter,  no  Qualm,  but  fhew  me  the 
way,  or  you,  Huffy,  you  (hall  do’t ;  any  Baud  will  ferve 
at  prefen  t,  for  I  will  go. 

SYLVIA. 

But  you  (han’t  go,  Sir. 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

Shan’t  go,  Lady  ? 

SYLVIA. 

No,  (han’t  go,  Sir  ;  did  I  not  tell  you  when  once  you 
had  got  your  Liberty,  that  you  would  be  rambling  again  ? 

COU  RT1  N  E. 

Why,  Child,  wouldft  thou  be  fo  uncharitable  to  tie  up  a 
poor  jade  to  an  empty  Rack  in  thy  Stable,  when  he 
knows  where  to  go  elfe-where,  and  get  Provender 
enough  ? 

SYLVIA . 

Any  mully  Provender  I  find  will  ferve  your  Turn,  fo 
you  have  it  but  cheap,  or  at  another  Man’s  Charges. 

COU  RT  1 N  E. 

No,  Child,  I  had  rather  my  Ox  (hould  graze  in  a  Field 
of  my  own,  than  live  hide-bound  upon  the  Common,  or 
run  the  Hazard  of  being  pounded  every  Day  for 
Trefpaffes. 

SYLVIA. 

Truly,  all  things  confider’d,  ’cis  a  great  Pity  fo  good  a 
Hu(band-man  as  youlhould  want  a  Farm  to  cultivate. 

C  O  URTINE. 

Wouldft  thou  be  but  kind,  and  let  me  have  a  Bargain 
in  a  Tenement  of  thine,  to  try  how  it  would  agree  with 
me. 

SYLVIA. 

And  would  you  be  contented  to  take  a  Leafe  for  your 
Life? 


C  OUR- 
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C  OU  RT 1 N  E. 

A  pr#tty  Lady  of  the  Manor,  and  a  moderate  Rent. 

SYLVIA. 

Which  you’ll  be  fure  to  pay  very  punftually  ? 

C  OU  RT  INE. 

If  thou  doubted  my  Honefly,  faith  e’en  take  a  little 
Earned  before- hand. 

SYLVIA. 

Not  fo  hady  neither,  good  Tenant ;  Imprimis,  You 
fhall  oblige  yourfelf  to  a  condant  Refidence,  and  not  by 
leaving  the  Houfe  uninhabited,  let  it  run  to  Rej?air6. 

COU  RT  INE. 

Agreed. 

SYLVIA. 

Item,  For  your  own  fake  you  lhall  promife  to  keep  the 
Edate  well  fenc’d  and  inclos’d,  led  iome  time  or  other 
your  Neighbour’s  Cattle  break  in  and  fpoil  the  Crop  on 
the  Ground,  Friend. 

CO  UR  TINE. 

Very  jud  and  reafonable,  provided  I  don’t  find  it  lie 
too  much  too  common  already. 

SYLVIA. 

Item,  You  lhall  enter  into  drift  Covenant,  not  to  take 
any  other  Farm  upon  your  Hands,  without  my  Confent 
and  Approbation ;  or  if  you  do,  that  then  it  lhall  be  law¬ 
ful  for  me  to  get  me  another  Tenant,  how  and  where  I 
think  fit. 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

Faith,  that’s  fomething  hard  tho’,  let  me  tell  you  but 
that.  Landlady. 

SYLVIA. 

Upon  thefe  Terms,  we’ll  draw  Article*. 

COURT  INE. 

And  when  lhall  we  fign  ’em  ? 

5  YLV 1A. 

Why,  this  Morning,  as  foonas  the  ten  o’Clock  Office  in 
Covtnt-Garden  is  open. 


CO  UR- 
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C  O  URTINE. 

A  Bargain  ;  but  how  will  you  anfwer  your  Entertain¬ 
ment  of  a  drunken  Red-coat  in  your  Lodgings  at  thefe 
unfeafonable  Hours  ? 

SYLVIA. 

That’s  a  Secret  you  will  be  hereafter  oblig’d  to  keep 
for  your  own  fake,  and  for  the  Family;  your  Friend 
Beaugard  fhall  anfwer  for  us  there. 

CO  U  RT  IN  E. 

Indeed  I  fancy’d  the  Rogue  had  Mifchief  in  his  Head, 
he  behav’d  himfelf  fo  foberly  laft  Night,  has  he  taken  a 
Farm  lately  too  ? 

SYLVIA. 

A  Trefpaffer,  I  believe,  if  the  Truth  were  known, 
upon  the  Provender  you  would  fain  have  been  biting  at 
juft  now. 

Enter  Maid. 

MAID. 

Madam,  Madam,  have  a  care  of  yourfelf :  I  fee  Lights 
in  the  great  Hall ;  whatever  is  the  matter.  Sir  Davy  and 
all  the  Family  are  up. 

COURTINE. 

I  hope  they’ll  come,  and  catch  me  here  :  Well,  now 
you  have  brought  me  into  this  Condition,  what  will  you 
do  with  me,  hah  ! 

SYLVIA. 

You  won’t  be  contented  for  awhile  to  be  ty’d  up  like  a 
Jade  to  an  empty  Rack  without  Hay,  will  you  ? 

CO  UR  TINE. 

Faith  e’en  take  me,  and  put  thy  Mark  upon  me  quick¬ 
ly,  that  if  I  light  in  ftrange  Hands  they  may  know  me  for 
a  Sheep  of  thine. 

SYLVIA. 

What  by  your  wanting  a  Fleece  do  you  mean  ?  If  it 
muft  be  fo,  come  follow  your  Shepherd,  B  a  a  a. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce  and  Vermin. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  cannot  fleep,  I  ihall  not  Deep  again  :  I  have  pray’d 
too  fo  long,  that  were  I  to  be  hang’d  prefently,  I  have 
never  a  Prayer  left  to  help  myfelf :  I  was  no  fooner  laid 
upon  the  Bed  juft  now  and  fall’n  into  a  Slumber,  but  me- 
thought  the  Devil  was  carrying  me  down  Ludgate-Hill  a 
Gallop,  fix  puny  Fiends  with  flaming  Fire-forks  run¬ 
ning  before  him  like  Link- boys,  to  throw  me  head-long 
into  Fleet-Ditch,  which  feem’d  to  be  turn’d  into  a  Lake 
of  Fire  and  Brimftone  :  would  it  were  Morning. 

V  E  RM  IN. 

Truly,  Sir,  it  has  been  a  very  difmal  Night. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

But  didft  thou  meet  never  a  white  thing  upon  the  Stairs. 

VER  MIN. 

No,  Sir,  not  I ;  but  methoughts  I  faw  our  great  Dog 
fouzer,  with  his  great  Collar  on,  ftand  at  the  Cellar  Door 
as  I  came  along  the  old  Entry. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

.It  could  never  be,  Fouzer  has  a  Chain  ;  had  this  thing 
a  Chain  on? 

VERMIN. 

No,  Sir,  no  Chain,  but  it  had  Touzer's  Eyes  for  all 
the  World. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What,  ugly  great  frightful  Eyes  ? 

VERMIN. 

Ay,  ay,  huge  faucer  Eyes,  but  mightily  like  Touzer't * 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh  Lord  !  Oh  Lord  1  Hark  1  Hark ! 

V E  R  MIN. 

What !  what  I  befeech  you.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What’s  that  upon  the  Stairs  ?  Didft  thou  hear  nothing  ? 
Hill,  hark,  pat,  pat,  pat,  hark,  heu ! 


VE  R - 
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VERMIN. 

Hear  nothing !  Where,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Look  !  Look  !  what’s  that  ?  what’s  that  in  the  Corner 
there  ? 

VERMIN. 

Where  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

There. 

VERMIN. 

What,  upon  the  Iron  Cnell  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

No,  the  long  black  thing  up  by  the  old  Clock-Cafe. 
See  !  fee  !  Now  it  ilirs,  and  is  coming  this  way. 

V  E  R  MIN. 

Alas,  Sir,  fpeak  to  it,  you  are  a  Juflice  o’Peace ;  I  be- 
feech  you  ;  I  dare  not  Hay  in  the  Houfe  :  I’ll  call  the 
Watch,  and  tell  ’em  Hell’s  broke  loofe ;  what  lhall  1  do  ? 
Oh !  [Exit. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh  Vermin ,  if  thou  art  a  true  Servant,  have  pity  on  thy 
Mailer,  and  do  not  forfake  me  in  this  diltrefled  Condi¬ 
tion.  Satan  be  gone,  I  defy  thee,  I’ll  repent  and  be 
fav’d.  I’ll  fay  my  Prayers,  i’ll  go  to  Church  ;  Help  ! 
help!  help!  Was  there  any  thing,  or  no  ?  In  what  Hole 
fhall  1  hide  myfelf  ? 

Enter  Sir  ]o  t  i  y  Jumble,  FourbIN,  and 

Blood  v-B  ones. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

That  Ihould  be  Sir  Davy's  Voice  ;  the  Waiting-woman 
indeed  told  me,  he  was  afraid  and  could  not  lleep  ;  pretty 
Fellows,  pretty  Fellows  both,  you’ve  done  your  Bufinefs 
handfomly  ;  what,  I’ll  warrant  you  have  been  a  Whoring 
together  now ;  ha!  You  do  well,  you  do  well,  I  like 
you  the  better  for’t  :  What’s  o’clock  ? 

FOURBIN. 

Near  four,  Sir;  ’twill  not  be  Day  yet  thefe  two  Hours. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Very  well,  but  how  got  you  into  the  Houfe  ? 

F  OU  RB  IN. 

A  ragged  Retainer  of  the  Family,  Vermin  I  think  they 
call  him,  let  us  in  as  Phyficians  fent  for  by  your  Order. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Excellent  Rogues !  And  then  I  hope  all  things  are  ready, 
as  I  gave  Directions  ? 

FOUR  BIN. 

To  a  tittle.  Sir ;  there  lhall  not  be  a  more  critical  Ob- 
ferverof  your  Worlhip’s  Pleafure  than  your  humble  Ser¬ 
vant  the  Chevalier  Fourbin. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Get  you  gone,  you  Rogue,  you  have  a  lharp  Nofe,  and 
are  a  nimble  Fellow ;  I  have  no  more  to  fay  to  you,  ftand 
afide,  and  be  ready  when  I  call :  here  he  comes ;  hift, 
hem,  hem,  hem. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce.' 

Hah !  what  art  thou  ? 

Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Bankjide  Bear, 

The  Eajl  Cheap  Bull,  or  Monfter,  (hewn  in  Fair, 

Take  any  Shape  but  that,  and  [’ll  confront  thee. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Alas,  unhappy  Man !  I  am  thy  Friend. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Thou  can’ll  not  be  my  Friend,  for  I  defy  thee.  Sir 
Jolly  l  Neighbour  !  Hah  !  Is  it  you  ?  Are  you  fure  it  is 
you  ?  Are  you  yourfelf  ?  If  you  be,  give  me  your  Hand, 
Alas-a-day,  I  ha’  feen  the  Devil. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBL  E. 

The  Devil,  Neighbour ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  ay,  there? s  no  help  for’t;  at  firll  I  fancy ’d  it  was 
a  young  white  Bear’s  Cub  dancing  in  the  Shadow  of 
my  Candle;  then  it  was  turn’d  to  a  Pair  of  blue 

Vol.  II.  L  Breeches 
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Breeches  with  wooden  Legs  on,  ftampt  about  the  Room, 
as  if  all  the  Cripples  in  Town  had  kept  their  Rendezvous 
there ;  when  all  of  a  fudden  it  appear’d  like  a  leathern 
Serpent,  and  with  a  dreadful  Clap  of  Thunder  flew  out 
of  the  Window. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Thunder !  Why  I  heard  no  Thunder. 

Sir  Davy  DU  NC  E. 

That  may  be  too  ;  what,  were  you  afleep  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Afleep,  quotha,  no,  no  ;  no  fleepiDg  this  Night  for 
me  I  allure  you. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Well,  what  is  the  belt  News  then  ?  How  does  the  Man  f 
Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ev’n  as  he  did  before  he  was  born,  nothing  at  all  j  he’s 
dead. 

Sir  Davy  DU  NC  E. 

Dead  !  What,  quite  dead  ! 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

As  good  as  dead,  if  not  quite  dead ;  ’twas  a  horrid 
Murder !  and  then  the  Terror  of  Confeience,  Neighbour. 
Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  truly  I  have  a  very  terrify’d  one,  Friend,  tho’  I 
never  found  I  had  any  Confeience  at  all  till  now.  Pray 
where-about  was  his  Death’s  Wound  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Juft  here,  juft  under  his  left  Pap,  a  dreadful  Galh. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

So  very  wide  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Oh,  as  wide  as  my  Hat,  you  might  have  firen  his 
Lung',  Liver  and  Heart,  as  perfeftly  as  if  you  had  been 
in  his  Belly. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Is  there  no  way  to  have  him  privately  bury’d,  and  con¬ 
ceal  this  Murder  ?  Muft  I  needs  be  hang’d  by  the  Neck  like 

5  a  Dog, 
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a  Dog,  Neighbour  ?  Do  I  look  as  if  I  would  be  bang’d  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Truly,  Sir  Davy,  I  mull  deal  faithfully  with  you,  you 
do  look  a  little  fufpicioufly  at  prefent;  but  have  you  feen 
the  Devil,  fay  you  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ay,  furely  it  was  the  Devil,  nothing  elfe  could  have 
frightened  me  fo. 

Sir  &„lly  JUM  B  L  E. 

Blefs  us,  and  guard  us  all  the  Angels !  what’s  that  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Votejlati  fempiterne  cujus  benevolentia  fervantur  gcntes, 
&  cujus  mifericordia. 

[Kneels,  holding  up  his  Hands,  and  mutt’ring  as  if 
he  pray’d. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Neighbour,  where  are  you,  Friend,  Sir  Davy  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ah,  whatever  you  do,  be  fure  to  Hand  clofe  to  me  ; 
where,  where  is  it  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Juft,  juft  there,  in  the  Shape  of  a  Coach  and  lix  Horfes 
againft  the  Wall. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Deliver  us  all,  he  won’t  carry  me  away  in  that  Coach 
and  fix,  will  he  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Do  you  fee  it  ? 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

See  it !  Plain,  plain :  dear  Friend  advife  me  what  I 
fhall  do  :  Sir  Jolly,  Sir  Jolly,  do  you  hear  nothing  i  Sir 
Jolly,  ha  !  has  he  left  me  alone  ?  Vermin. 

VERMIN. 

Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Am  I  alive  ?  Doft  thou  know  me  again  ?  Am  I  thy 
Quondam  Mafter,  Sir  Davy  Dunce  ? 

L  2 
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VERMIN. 

I  hope  I  (hall  never  forget  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Didft  thou  fee  nothing  ? 

VERMIN. 

Yes,  Sir,  methought  the  Houfe  was  all  o’fire,  Fire  as 
it  were. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Didft  thou  not  fee  how  the  Devils  grin’d  and  gnaih’d 
their  Teeth  at  me.  Vermin  ? 

VERMIN. 

Alas,  Sir,  I  was  afraid  one  of  ’em  would  have  bit  off 
my  Nofe,  as  he  vaniih’d  out  of  the  Door. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Lead  me  away,  I’ll  go  to  my  Wife,  I’ll  die  by  my  own 
dear  Wife ;  run  away  to  the  Temple,  and  call  Counfellor 
my  Lawyer,  I’ll  make  over  my  Eftate  prefently,  I  (han’t 
live  till  Noon  ;  I’ll  give  all  I  have  to  my  Wife.  Hah, 
Vermin  ! 

VE  R  MIN. 

Truly,  Sir,  (he’s  a  very  good  Lady. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Ah  much,  much  too  good  for  me,  Vermin',  thou  canft 
not  imagine  what  (he  has  done  for  me,  Man;  (he  would 
break  her  Heart  if  I  (hould  give  anything  away  from  her, 
(lie  loves  me  fo  dearly.  Yet  if  I  do  die,  thou  (halt  have 
all  my  old  Shoes. 

V  E  R  MIN. 

I  hope  to  fee  you  live  many  a  fair  Day  yet  tho\ 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Ah,  my  Wife,  my  poor  Wife,  lead  me  to  my  poor 
Wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  draws  and  di/coven  Sir  JollY  Jumble, 

Captain  Beaucard,  and  Lady,  in  her  Chamber. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

What  think  you  now  of  a  cold  wet  March  over 

the 
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the  Mountains,  your  Men  tir’d,  your  Baggage  not  come 
np,  but  at  Night  a  dirty  watry  Plain  to  encamp  upon,  and 
nothing  to  fhelter  you,  but  an  old  Leaguer  Cloak  as  tat¬ 
ter’d  as  your  Colours  ?  Is  not  this  much  better  now,  than 
lying  wet,  and  getting  the  Sciatica  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

The  Hopes  of  this  made  all  this  eafy  to  me  ;  the 
Thoughts  of  Clarinda  have  a  thoufand  times  refrelh’d  me 
in  my  Solitude;  when-e’er  I  march’d,  I  fancy ’d  ft  ill  it 
was  to  my  Clarinda  ;  but  when  I  came  home,  and  found 
Clarinda  loft  !  — -  How  could  you  think  of  wafting  but 
a  Night  in  the  rank  furfeiting  Arms  of  this  foul-feeding 
Monfter,  this  rotten  Trunk  of  a  Man,  that  lays  claim  to 
you  ? 

Ladj  DUNCE. 

The  Perfuafton  of  Friends,  and  the  Authorly  of 
Parents ! 

BE  A  UG  A  R  D. 

And  had  you  no  more  Grace,  than  to  be  rul’d  by  a 
Father  and  Mother  ? 

Lady  DUNCE . 

When  you  were  gone,  that  fhould  have  given  me  bet¬ 
ter  Counfel,  how  could  I  help  myfelf  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Methinks,  then,  you  might  have  found  out  fome  clean¬ 
lier  Shift  to  have  thrown  away  yourfelf  upon,  than  nau- 
feous  old  Age,  and  unwholefom  Deformity. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

What,  upon  fome  over-grown  full-fed  Country  Fool, 
with  a  Horfe-Face,  a  great  ugly  Head,  and  a  great  fine 
Eftace  ?  one  that  fhould  have  been  drain’d  and  fqueez’d, 
and  jolted  up  and  down  the  Town  in  Hackneys  with 
Cheats  and  Heitors,  and  fo  fent  home  at  three  o’Clock 
every  Morning,  like  a  lolling  Booby,  ftinking,  with  a 
Belly-full  of  ftumm’d  Wine,  and  nothing  in’s  Pockets. 
BEAUGARD. 

You  might  have  made  a  traitable  Beaft  of  fuch  a  one, 
iie-would  haye  been  young  enough  for  training. 

L  3  Lady 
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Lady  DUNCE. 

Is  Youth  then  fo  gentle,  if  Age  be  ftubborn  ?  Young 
Men  like  Springs  wrought  by  a  fubtle  Work-man,  eafily 
ply  to  what  their  Wifhes  prefs  ’em  ;  but  the  Delire  once 
gone  that  kept  ’em  down,  they  foon  ftart  llraight  again, 
and  no  Signs  left  which  way  they  bent  before. 

[S?>  Jolly  at  the  Door  feeping. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  L  E. 

So,  fo,  who  fays  I  fee  any  thing  now  ?  I  fee  nothing, 
not  I ;  I  don’t  fee,  I  don’t  fee,  1  don’t  lock,  not  fo  much 
as  look,  not  I.  [ Enters . 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  will  have  my  Wife,  cariy  me  to  my  Wife,  let  me  go 
to  my  Wife,  I’ll  live  and  die  with  my  Wife,  let  the  Devil 
do  his  worft  ;  ah,  my  Wife,  my  Wife,  my  Wife  !— - 
Lady  DUNCE. 

Alas!  alas!  we  are  ruin’d!  lhift  for  yourfelf  ;  coun* 
terfeit  the  dead  Corps  once  more,  or  any  thing. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Hah  !  whofoe’er  thou  art  thou  canft  not  eat  me  ;  fpeak 
to  me,  who  has  done  this  ?  Thou  canft  not  fay  I  did  it. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Did  it  ?  did  what  ?  Here’s  nobody  fays  you  did  any 
thing  that  I  know,  Neighbour ;  what’s  the  matter  with 
you  ?  what  ails  you  ?  whither  do  you  go  ?  whither  do 
you  run  ?  I  tell  thee  here’s  nobody  fays  a  Word  to  you. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Did  you  not  fee  the  Ghoft  juft  now  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Ghoft  !  pr’ythee  now,  here’s  no  Ghoft;  whither  would 
you  go  ?  I  tell  you,  you  fhall  not  ftir  one  Foot  farther 
Man,  the  Devil  tak,e  me  if  you  do.  Ghoft  !  pr’ythee  here’s 
no  Ghoft  at  all,  a  little  Flelh  and  Blood  indeed  there  is, 
feme  old,  fome  young,  fome  alive,  fome  dead,  and  fo 
forth  i  but  Ghoft  !  pifh,  here’s  no  Ghoft. 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

But,  Sir,  if  I  fay  I  did  fee  a  Ghoft,  I  did  fee  a  Ghoft, 
an  you  go  to  that ;  why  fure  I  know  a  Ghoft  when  I  fee 
one  :  Ah  my  Dear,  if  thou  hadft  but  feen  the  Devil  half 
fo  often  as  I  have  feen  him. 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

Alas,  Sir  Davy !  if  you  ever  lov’d  me,  come  not, 
oh  come  not  near  me;  I  have  refolv’d  to  wafte  the  fhort 
Remainder  of  my  Life  in  Penitence,  and  tafte  of  Joys  no 
more. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Alas,  my  poor  Child,  but  do  you  think  there  was  no 
Ghoft  indeed  ? 

Sir  Jdly  JUMBLE. 

Ghoft  !  Alas-a  day,  what  Ihould  a  Ghoft  do  here? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  is  the  Man  dead  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Dead,  ay,  ay,  ftark  dead,  he’s  ftiff  by  this  time.' 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

Here  you  may  fee  the  horrid  ghaftly  Speflacle,  the 
fad  Effefts  of  my  too  rigid  Virtue,  and  your  too  fierce 

Refentment - 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

Do  you  fee  there  ? 

Sir  Davy  D  UNCE. 

Ay,  ay,  I  do  fee,  would  I  had  never  feen  him  ;  would 
he  had  lain  with  my  Wife  in  every  Houfe  between  Cha- 
rirg-Crofi  and  Aldgate,  fo  this  had  never  happened. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

In  troth,  and  would  he  had  ;  but  we  are  all  mortal. 
Neighbour,  mortal  ;  to-day  we  are  here,  to-morrow  gone 
like  the  Shadow  that  vanifheth,  like  the  Grafs  that  wither- 
eth,  or  like  the  Flower  that  fadeth  ;  or  indeed  like  any 
thing,  or  rather  like  nothing  :  But  we  are  all  mortal. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Heigh ! 

L  4  Lady 
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Lady  DUNCE. 

Down,  down  that  Trap-door,  it  goes  into  a  Bathing- 
room  ;  for  the  reft  leave  it  to  my  Conduit. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

’Tis  very  unfortunate,  that  you  Ihould  run  yourfelf  into 
this  Premunire,  Sir  Davy. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Indeed  and  fo  it  is. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

For  a  Gentleman,  a  Man  in  Authority,  a  Perfon  in 
Years,  one  that  ufed  to  go  to  Church  with  his  Neighbours. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Every  Sunday,  truly,  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Pay  Scot  and  Lot  to  the  Parifh. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Six  Pounds  a  Year  to  the  very  Poor,  without  Abate¬ 
ment  or  Deduction  :  ’Tis  very  hard  if  fo  good  a  Common¬ 
wealth ’s-Man  fhould  be  brought  to  ride  in  a  Cart,  at  laft, 
and  be  hang’d  in  a  Sun-fhiny  Morning  to  make  Butchers 
and  Suburb-Apprentices  a  Holiday  4  I’ll  e’en  run  away. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Run  away  !  why  then  your  Eftate  will  be  forfeited ; 
you’ll  lofe  your  Eftate,  Man. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Truly  you  fay  right,  Friend  ;  and  a  Man  had  better  be 
half  hang’d  than  lofe  his  Eftate,  you  know. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Hang’d  !  no,  no,  I  think  there’s  no  great  fear  of  hang¬ 
ing  neither :  What,  the  Fellow  was|but  a  fort  of  an  un¬ 
accountable  Fellow,  as  I  heard  you  fay. 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

Ay,  ay,  a  pox  on  him,  he  was  a  foldierly  fort  of  'a 
Vagabond  ",  he  had  little  or  nothing  but  his  Sins  to  live 
•upon;  If  I  could  have  had  but  Patience,  he  would  have 
been  hang’d  within  thefe  two  Months,  and  all  this  Mifchicf 
-lav'd.  IBeaugard 
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[Beaugard  rifes  up  like  a  Ghcjl  at  a  Trap-door,  juji 
before  Sir  Davy. 

Oh  'Lord  !  the  Devil,  the  Devil,  the  Devil ! 

[Falls  on  his  Face. 
Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Why,  Sir  Davy ,  Sir  Davy  what  ails  you  ?  what’s  the 
matter  with  you  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Let  me  alone,  let  me  lie  ftill ;  I  will  not  look  up  to  fee 
an  Angel ;  Oh-h-h  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

My  Dear,  why  do  you  do  thefe  cruel  things  to  affright 
me?  Fray  rife  and  fpeak  to  me. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

I  dare  not  ftir,  I  faw  the  Ghoft  again  juft  now* 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Ghoft  again  !  what  Ghoft  ?  where  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Why,  there  !  'there  ! 

Sir  Jolly  JV'MBLE. 

Here  has  been  no  Ghoft. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E . 

Why,  did  you  fee  nothing  then  ? 

Lady  DUNCE. 

See  nothing  !  no,  nothing  but  one  another. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Then  I  am  enchanted,  or  my  End  is  near  at  hand. 
Neighbour;  foT  Heaven’s  fake.  Neighbour*  advife  me, 
what  I  (hall  do  to  be  at  reft. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Do  !  why,  what  think  you  if  the  Body  were  remov’d  ? 
Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Remov’d,  I’d  give  a  hundred  Pound  the  Body  were 
■out  of  my  Houfe ;  may  be  then  the  Devil  wou’d.not  he 
fo  impudent. 

Sir  Jolly  J  U MB  L  E. 

J  have  difcover’d  a  Door-place  in  the  Wall  betwixt 

X  g  my 
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my  Lady’s  Chamber  and  one  that  belongs  to  me  ;  if  you 
think  fit  we’ll  beat  it  down,  and  remove  this  troublefome 
Lump  of  Earth  to  my  Houfe. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

But  will  you  be  fo  kind. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

If  you  think  it  may  by  any  means  be  ferviceable  to  you. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Truly,  if  the  Body  was  remov’d,  and  difpos’d  of 
privately,  that  no  more  might  be  heard  of  the  matter —  ' 
I  hope  he’ll  be  as  good  as  his  Word.  [Afide. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

Fear  nothing,  I’ll  warrant  you  ;  but  in  troth  I  had  ut¬ 
terly  forgot  one  thing,  utterly  forgot  it. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

What’s  That  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Why,  it  will  be  abfolutely  neceflary  that  your  Lady 
{laid  with  me  at  my  Houfe  for  one  Day,  till  things  were 
better  fettled. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Ah,  Sir  Jolly  !  whatever  you  think  fit;  any  thing  of 
mine  that  you  have  a  mind  to  ;  pray  take  her,  pray  take 
her,  you  fhall  be  very  welcome.  Hear  you,  my  deareft, 
there  is  but  one  way  for  us  to  get  rid  of  this  untoward 
Bufinefs,  and  Sir  Jolly  has  found  it  out ;  therefore  by  all 
means  go  along  with  him,  and  be  rul’d  by  him  ;  and 
whatever  Sir  Jolly  would  have  thee  do ;  e’en  do  it :  So 
Heav’n  profper  ye,  good  b’w’y,  good  b’w’y,  till  I  fee 
you  again.  [Exit. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  MB  LE. 

This  is  certainly  the  civilell  Cuckhold  in  City,  Town, 
ct  Country. 

BEAUGARD, 


Is  he  gone  ? 


[Steps  out. 
Lady 
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Lady  DUNCE. 

Yes,  and  has  left  poor  me  here. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

In  troth.  Madam,  ’tis  barbaroufly  done  of  him,  to  com¬ 
mit  a  horrid  Murder  on  the  Body  of  an  innocent  poor 
Fellow,  and  then  leave  you  to  Hem  the  Danger  of  it. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Odd,  an  I  were  as  thee.  Sweet-heart,  I’d  be  reveng’d 
on  him  for  it,  fo  I  would.  Go  get  you  together,}  fteal  out 
of  the  Houfe  as  fofdy  as  you  can,  I’ll  meet  you  in  the 
Piazza  prefently  ;  go,  be  fure  you  ileal  out  of  the  Houfe, 
and  don’t  let  Sir  Davy  fee  you.  [The  Scene  Jhuts . 

Sir  Jolly  cams  forward.  Enter  Bloody-Bones. 
Bloody- Bones. 

BLOOD  T- BONES. 

I  am  here.  Sir. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Go  you  and  Fourbin  to  my  Houfe  prefently  ;  bid  Mon* 
fieur  Fourbin  remember  that  all  things  be  order’d  accord¬ 
ing  to  my  Direftions.  Tell  my  Maids  too,  I  am  coming 
home  in  a  trice  ;  bid  ’em  get  the  great  Chamber,  and  the 
Banquet  I  fpoke  for,  ready  prefently  :  And  d’ye  hear, 
carry  the  Minftrels  with  you  too,  for  I’m  refolv’d  to  re¬ 
joice  this  Morning.  Let  me  fee - Sir  Davy  ! 

Enter  Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir  Da  vy  DUNCE. 

Ah,  Neighbour,  ’tis  I;  Is  the  Bufinefs  done  ?  I  cannot 
be  fatisfi’d  till  I  am  fure  :  Have  you  remov’d  the  Body  ? 
is  it  gone  ? 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

Yes,  yes,  my  Servants  convey’d  ic  out  of  the  Houfe 
juft  now.  Well,  Sir  Davy,  a  good  Morning  to  you  :  I 
wifti  you  your  Health  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir  Davy;  the 
firft  thing  you  do  tho’,  I’d  have  you  fay  your  Prayers  by- 
all  means.  If  you  can. 

Sir 
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•If  I  can  poffibly,  I  will. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Well,  good  b’w’y.  [Exit  Sir  JoHy. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Good  b’w’y  heartily,  good  Neighbour."  -- -Vermin 
Vermin. 

Enter  Vermin. 

VERMIN, 

Did  your  Honour  call  ? 

Sir  Davy  DU  N  C  E. 

-Go  run,  run  prefently  over  the  Square,  and  call  the 
Conftable  prefently  ;  tell  him  here’s  Murder  committed 

and  that  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  inftantly - I’ll  e’en  carry 

him  to  my  Neighbour’s,  that  he  may  find  the  dead  Body 
there,  and  fo  let  my  Neighbour  be  very  fairly  hang’d  in 
my  Head  ;  hah  !  a  very  good  Jell,  as  I  hope  to  live,  ha? 
ha,  ha  !  what’s  that  ? 

WATCHMEN  at  the  Door. 

~~  Almoft  Four-o’clock,  and  a  dark  cloudy  Morning  ? 
good-morrow  my  Mailers  all,  good  morrow. 

Enter  Conftable  and  Watch . 

CONSTABLE. 

How’s  This,  a  Door  open  !  Come  in.  Gentlemen  — 
Ah,  Sir  Davy,  your  Honour’s  humble  Servant,  I  and  my 
Watch  going  my  Morning-Rounds,  and  finding  your  Door 
.open,  made  bold  to  enter,  to  fee  there  were  no  Danger. 
Your  Worlhip  will  excufe  our  Care  ;  -a  good  .Morning  to 
you,  Sir. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh,  Mr.  Conftable,  I’m  glad  you’re  here,  I  fent  my 
Man  juft  now  to  call  you.  I  have  fad  News  to  .tell  you, 
-Mr.  Conftable. 

C  0  NS  T  A  B  'L  E. 

l  am  forry  for  that,  Sir.?  fad  News  J 

Eir 
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Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

•Oh,  ay,  fad  News,  very  fad  News  truly  :  Here  has 
ieen  Murder  committed. 

CONSTABLE. 

Murder  !  if  that’s  all,  we  are  your  humble  Servants, 
Sir,  we’ll,  bid  you  good  Morrow  :  Murder’s  nothing  at 
this  time  o’Night  in  Covent-Garden. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O,  but  this  is  a  horrid  bloody  Murder,  done  under  my 
.Nofe  ;  I  cannot  but  take  notice  of  it;  tho’  I  am  forry  to 
tell  you  the  Authors  of  it,  very  forry  truly. 

CONSTABLE. 

•Was  it  committed  here  near  hand  ? 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Oh,  at  the  very  next  door;  a  fad  Murder  indeed. 
•After  they  had  done,  they  carry ’d  the  Body  privately  into 
.my  Neighbour  Sir  Jolly' s  Houfe  here  ;  I  am  forry  to  tell 
it  you,  Mr.  Confiable,  for  I  am  afraid  it  will  look  but 
fcurvily  on  his  fide  ;  tho’  I  am  a  Juftice  o’Peace,  Gentle¬ 
men,  and  am  bound  by  my  Oath  to  take  notice  of  it ;  I 
•can’t  help  it. 

1  W AT C HMAN . 

1  never  lik’d  that  Sir  Jolly, 

CONSTABLE. 

•He  threatned  me  t’other  Day  for  carrying  a  little  dirty 
draggle-tail’d  Whore  to  Bridewell,  and  faid  ihe  was  his 
Ooufin,  Sir.  If  your  Worlhip  thinks  fit,  we’ll  go.featch 
his  Houfe. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

O,  by  all  means,  Gentlemen,  it  mult  be  To;  JuTlice 
miuft  have  its  Courfe^  the  King’s  liege  Subjedls  mult  not 
be  dellroyed.  Vermin ,  carry  Mr.  Conftable  and  hisJ)ra- 
gonsinto  the  Cellar,  and  make  ’em  drink  ;  I’ll  but  ftep 
into  my  Study,  put  on  my  Face  of  Authority,  and  call 
-upon  ye  inflantly. 

-All  WATCHMEN. 

We  thank ^our  Honour,  X Exeunt. 

3-C'ENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Jolly-  Jumble’s.  A  Banquet. 

Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble,  Captain  Beaugard,  and 
Lady  Dunce. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

So,  are  ye  come  ?  I  am  glad  on’t ;  odd  y’are  welcome, 
very  welcome,  odd  ye  are ;  here’s  a  fmall  Banquet,  but 
I  hope  ’twill  pleafe  you  ;  fit  ye  down,  fit  ye  down  both 
together,  nay,  both  together  :  A  pox  o’  him  that  parts 
ye,  I  fay. 

BE  A  V  G  A  RD. 

Sir  Jolly,  this  might  be  an  Entertainment  for  Anthony 
and  Cleopatra,  were  they  living. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Pifh  !  a  Pox  of  Anthony  and  Cleopatra,  they  are  dead 
and  rotten  long  ago ;  come,  come,  time’s  but  fhort. 
time’s  but  fhort,  and  muft  be  made  the  beft  ufe  of ;  for 

Youth's  a  Flower  that  foon  does  fade. 

And  Life  is  but  a  Span  ; 

Man  was  for  the  Woman  made , 

And  Woman  made  for  Mart. 

Why  now  we  can  be  bold,  and  make  merry,  and  frifk 
and  be  brifk,  rejoice,  and  make  a  Noife,  and — odd,  I  am 
pleas’d,  mightily  pleas’d,  odd  I  am. 

Lady  DUNCE. 

Really,  Sir  Jolly,  you  are  more  a  Philofopher  than  I 
thought  you  were. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Philofopher,  Madam  !  yes,  Madam,  I  have  read  Books 
in  my  time ;  odd,  Arijlotle,  in  fome  things,  had  very  pretty 
Notions,  he  was  an  undemanding  Fellow.  Why  don’t 
ye  eat,  odd,  an  ye  don’t  eat— -here  Child,  here’s  fome  Rin- 
goes,  help,  help  your  Neighbour  a  little  ;  odd  they  are 
very  good,  very  comfortable,  very  cordial. 


BEAU - 
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BE  AU  G  ARD. 

Sir  Jolly,  your  Health. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  old  Boy. 

Lady  D  UNCE. 

Dear  Sir  Jolly,  what  are  thefe,  I  never  tailed  of  thefe 
before. 

Sir  Jolly  J  U MB  L  E. 

That !  eat  it,  eat  it,  eat  it  when  I  bid  you  ;  odd,  ’tis  the 
Root  Satyrion,  a  very  precious  Plant,  I  gather  ’em  every 
May  myfelf ;  odd,  they’ll  make  an  old  Fellow  of  fixty-five 
cut  a  Caper  like  a  Dancing-Mailer  ;  give  me  fome  Wine : 
Madam,  here’s  a  Health,  here’s  a  Health,  Madam, 
here’s  a  Health  to  honeft  Sir  Davy,  faith  and  troth,  ha, 
ha,  ha.  [Dance, 

Enter  BLOODT-BONES. 
BLOOD  r-  BONES. 

Sir,  Sir,  Sir!  What  will  you  do?  Yonder’s  the  Con- 
flable  and  all  his  Watch  at  the  Door,  and  threatens  De- 
molilhment,  if  not  admitted  prefently. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Odds  fo  !  Odds  fo !  the  Conllable  and  his  Watch  ? 
What’s  to  be  done  now?  Get  you  both  into  the  Alcove 
there,  get  ye  gone  quickly,  quickly  ;  no  Noife,  no  Noife; 
d’ye  hear,  the  Conllable  and  his  Watch  !  A  pox  on  the 
Conllable  and  his  Watch  ;  What  the  Devil  have  the  Con¬ 
llable  and  his  Watch  to  do  here  ? 

Enter  Conftable,  Watch ,  and  Sir  Davy  Dunce.  Scent 
Jhuts.  Sir  Jolly  Jumble  comes forvjard. 

CONS  TABLE. 

This  way,  this  way.  Gentlemen  ;  llay  one  of  ye  at 
the  Door,  and  let  no  body  pafs,  do  you  hear  ?  Sir  Jolly 
your  Servant. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

What,  this  Outrage,  this  Dilturbance  committed  upon 

my 
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my  Houfe  and  Family  ;  Sir,  Sir,  Sir!  What  do  you  mean 
by  thefe  Doings,  fweet  Sir  ?  Hoh  ! . —  . 

CONSTABLE. 

Sir,  having  received  Information,  that  the  Body  of  a 
■murdered  man  is  conceal’d  in  jour  Houfe,  I  am  come, 
according  to  my  Duty,  to  make  Search  and  difcover  the 
truth. - Stand  to  my  Afiiftance,  Gentlemen. 

Sir  Jolly  '  JU  MB  LE. 

A  murder’d  Man,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

Yes,  a  murder’d  Man,  Sir:  Sir  Jolly,  Sir  Jolly,  I  am 
lorry  to  fee  a  Perfon  of  your  Charafter  and  Figure  in  the 
Parilh,  concern’d  in  a  Murder,  I  fay. 

Sir  Jolly  J  V  M  B  L  E. 

Here’s  a  Dog!  Here’s  a  Rogue  for  you  !  Here’s  a  Vil¬ 
lain  !  here’s  a  Cuckoldy  Son  of  his  Mother !  I  never  knew 
a  CuckhoJd  in  my  Life,  that  was  not  a  falfe  Rogue  in  his 
Heart;  there  are  no  honeft  Fellows  living  but  Whore- 
xnafters.  Hark  you,  Sir,  what  a  pox  do  you  mean  ?  you  had 
bell  play  the  Fool,  and  fpoil  all,  you  had;  what’s  all  this  for? 

Sir  Davy  DU  NC  E. 

When  your  Worfhip  comes  to  be  hang’d,  you’ll  find 
the  Meaning  on’t,  Sir.  I  fay  once  more,  fearch  the  Houfe. 
CONSTABLE. 

Jit  fhall  be  done,  Sir;  come  along,  Friends. 

[Exeunt  Conjlable  and  Watch. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Search  my  Houfe  !  O  Lord  1  Search  my  Houfe  !  What 
will  become^of  me  ?  I  (hall  lofe  my  Reputation  with  Man 
tnd  Woman,  and  no  body  will  ever  truft  me  again  :  O  Lordd 
Search  my  Houfe  !  all  will  be  difeovered,  do  what  I  can  ? 
I’ll  fing  a  Song  like  a  dying  Swan,  and  try  to  give  them 
Warning. 

Go  from  the  Window,  my.  Love.,  my  Love  rny  Love, 

Go  from  the  Window  my  Dear  ; 

The  Wind  and  the  Rain 

Has  brought  'em  back  again., 

J.nd  thou  canjl  have  no  Lodging  her  to 
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O  Lord  !  Search  my  Houfe  ! 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Break  down  that  Door,  I’ll  have  that  Door  broke  open, 
break  down  that  Door,  I  fay.  [Knocking  within . 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Very  well  done,  break  down  my  Doors !  break  down 
my  Walls,  Gentlemen  1  plunder  my  Houfe  !  ravilh  my 
Maids  I  Ah,  curd:  be  Cuckolds,  Cuckolds,  Conftables, 
and  Cuckolds. 

SCENE  draws  and  di/covers  Beaugard  and  Lady 
Dunce, 

BEAUGARD. 

Stand  off,  by  Heav’n  the  firft  that  comes  here  comes 
upon  his  Death, 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  I’m  glad  to  fee  you  are  alive 
•again  with  all  my  Heart  j  Gentlemen,  here’s  no  harm 
done,  Gentlemen,  here’s  no  body  murder’d,  Gentlemen, 
the  Man’s  alive  again,  Gentlemen  ;  but  here’s  my  Wife, 
Gentlemen,  and  a  fine  Gentleman  with  her.  Gentlemen'; 
and  Mr.  Conllable,  I  hope  you’ll  bear  me  witnefs,  Mr. 
Conllable. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMB  L  E. 

That  he’s  a  Cuckold,  Mr.  Conllable.  { AJide . 

BEAUGARD. 

Hark  ye,  ye  Curs,  keep_off  from  fnapping  at  my 
Heels,  or  I  lhall  fo  feage  ye. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Get  ye  gone,  ye  Dogs,  ye  Rogues,  ye  Night-Toads 
of  the  Parilh  Dungeon  ;  dillurb  my  Houfe  at  thefe  un- 
feafonable  Hours,  get  ye  out  of  my  Doors,  get  ye  gone, 
or  I’ll  brain  ye,  Dogs,  Rogues,  Villains. 

[Exeunt  Conjlable  and  Watch. 
BEAUGARD. 

And  next  for  you,  Sir,  Coxcomb,  you  fee  I  am  not 
murder’d,  tho’  you  paid  well  for  the  Performance ;  what 
think  you  of  bribing  my  own  Man  to  murder  me  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Fourbjn  and  Bloody-Bon hs. 

Look  ye,  Sir,  he  can  cut  a  Throut  upon  occafion,  and 
here’s  another  dreffes  a  Man’s  Heart  with  Oil  and  Pepper, 
better  than  any  Cook  in  Chriftendom. 

FOURB  IN. 

Will  your  Worihip  pleafe  to  have  one  for  your  Break- 
faft  this  Morning. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  Sweet-heart,  any  thing  in  the 
World,  faich  and  troth,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  this  is  the  pureft 
Sport,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  VERMIN. 

VERMIN. 

Oh,  Sir.  the  moft  unhappy  and  moll  unfortunate 
News  !  There  has  been  a  Gentleman  in  Madam  Sylvia's 
Chamber  all  this  Night,  who  juft  as  you  went  out  of 
Doors  carry’d  her  away,  and  whither  they  are  gone  no 
body  knows. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E, 

With  all  Heart,  I  am  glad  on’t,  Child,  I  wou’d  not  care 
if  he’d  carry’d  away  my  Houle  and  all,  Man.  Unhappy 
News,  quotha  !  poor  Fool,  he  does  not  know  I  am  a 
Cuckold,  and  that  any  body  may  make  bold  with  what  be¬ 
longs  to  me,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  am  fo  pleas’d,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  think  I  never  was  fo  pleas’d  in  all  my  Life  before,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

Nay,  Si?,  I  have  a  Flank  upon  you  ;  there  are  Laws 
for  Cut-throats,  Sir  ;  and  as  you  tender  your  future  Cre¬ 
dit,  take  this  wrong’d  Lady  home,  and  ufe  her  handfom- 
ly,  ufe  her  like  my  Miftrefs,  Sir,  do  you  mark  me,  that 
when  we  think  fit  to  meet  again,  I  have  no  Complaint  of 
you  ;  this  muft  be  done,  Friend. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

In  troth,  andit  is  but  reafonable,  very  reafonable  in  troth. 

Ladd 
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Lady  DUNCE. 

Can  you  my  Dear,  forgive  me  one  Misfortune  ? 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E . 

Madam,  in  one  Word,  I  am  thy  Ladylhip’s  moft  hum¬ 
ble  Servant  and  Cuckold,  Sir  Davy  Dunce,  Knt.  living  in 
Covent-Garden  %  ha,  ha,  ha  !  well  this  is  mighty  pretty, 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  Sylvia  follovoed  ly  Courtine. 

SYLVIA. 

Sir  Jolly,  ah  Sir  Jolly,  protect  me  or  I  am  ruin  d. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE . 

My  little  Minikin,  is  it  thy  Squeak  ? 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

My  dear  Courtine,  welcome. 

Sir  Jolly  JUMBLE. 

Well  Child,  and  what  would  that  wicked  Fellow  do  to 
thee  Child  ?  hah  Child,  Child,  what  would  he  do  to  thee  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Oh,  Sir,  he  has  moft  inhumanly  feduc’d  me  out  of  my 
Uncle’s  Houfe,  and  threatens  to  marry  me. 

CO  U  RT  IN  E. 

Nay,  Sir,  and  file  having  no  more  Grace  before  her 
Eyes  neither,  has  e’en  taken  me  at  my  Word. 

Sir  Jolly  JU  M  B  L  E. 

In  troth,  and  that’s  very  uncivilly  done  :  I  don’t  like 
thefe  Marriages,  I’ll  have  no  Marriages  in  my  Houfe,  and 
there’s  an  end  on’t. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

And  do  you  intend  to  marrv  my  Niece,  Friend  ? 

COURTINE. 

Yes,  Sir,  and  never  alk  your  Confent  neither. 

Sir  Davy  DUNCE. 

In  troth,  and  that’s  very  well  faid  ;  I  am  glad  on’t  with 
all  my  Heart,  Man,  becaufe  Ihe  has  five  thoufand  Pounds 
to  her  Portion,  and  my  Eftate’s  bound  to  pay  itj  well, 
this  is  the  happieft  Day,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
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Here  take  thy  Bride  like  Man  and  Wife  agree. 

And  may  fire  prove  as  kind — as  mine  to  me,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
BEAU  GARD. 

Courtine  I  wifti  thee  Joy :  thou  art  come  opportunely 
to  be  a  Witnefs  of  a  perfefl  Reconcilement  between  me 
and  that  worthy  Knight  Sir  Davy  Dance ;  which  to  pre- 
ferve  inviolate,  you  muft,  Sir,  before  we  part,  enter  into 
fuch  Covenants  for  Performance  as  I  Ihall  think  fit. 

Sir  Davy  D  U  N  C  E. 

No  more  to  be  faid,  it  fliall  be  done,  Sweet-heart : 
But  don’t  be  too  hard  upon  me,  ufe  me  gently  as  thou 
didlt  my  Wife  j  gently,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  very  good  Jeii, 
I’faith,  ha,  ha,  hal  if  he  fhould  be  cruel  to  me,  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  and  take  this  advantage  over  a  poor  Cornuto,  to 
lay  me  in  a  Prifon,  or  throw  me  in  a  Dungeon  at  leak. 

I  hope  amongft  all  you,  Sirs,  I  lhan’t  fail 
To  find  one  Brother-Cuckold  out  for  Bail. 
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WITH  the  Di/charge  of  Pajfions  much  opprefi, 

Diflurh'd  in  Brain  and  Penfeve  in  his  Breafl, 
Full  of  thofe  Thoughts  which  make  th'Unhappy  fad, 

And  by  Imagination  half  grown  mad. 

The  Poet  led  abroad  his  Mourning  Mufe, 

And  let  her  range,  to  fee  what  Sport  Jht'd  chufe. 

Straight  like  a  Bird  got  loo/e,  and  on  the  Wing, 

Pleas'd  with  her  Freedom /he  began  to  frig-. 

Each  Note  was  eccho' d  all  the  V ale  along. 

And  this  was  what  Jbe  utter'd  in  her  Song  : 

Wretch,  write  no  more  for  an  uncertain  Fame, 

Nor  call  thy  Mufe,  when  thou  art  dull,  to  blame : 

Confider  with  thyfelf  how  thou'rt  unfit 
To  make  that  Monfier  of  Mankind,  a  Wit: 

A  Wit's  a  Toad,  who  /well'd  with  filly  Pride, 

Full  of  himfilf,  J'corns  all  the  World  befide ; 

Ci  vil  would  feem,  tho ’  he  good  Manners  lacks. 

Smiles  on  all  Faces,  rails  behind  all  Backs, 

If  e'er,  good-natur'd,  nought  to  ridicule, 

Good-Nature  melts  a  Wit  into  a  Fool: 

Plac'd  high  like  fome  Jack-pudding  in  a  Hall, 

At  Chriftmas  Revels  be  makes  Sport  for  all. 

So  much  in  little  Praifes  he  delights. 

But  when  he' s  angry  draws  his  Pen,  and  writes: 

A  Wit  to  no  Man  will  his  Dues  allow  ; 

Wits  will  not  part  with  a  good  Word  that's  due: 

So  who'er  ventures  on  the  ragged  Coajl 
Of  flarving  Poets,  certainly  is  lofi. 

They  rail  like  Porters  at  the  Penny-Pofi, 

At  a  new  Author's  Play  fee  one  hut  fit. 

Making  his  fnarling  froward  Face  of  Wit , 

The 
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The  Merit  he  allows,  and  Praife  he  grants. 

Comes  like  a  Tax  from  a  poor  Wretch  that  wants. 
O  Poets,  have  a  care  of  one  another , 

There's  hardly  one  among  ft  you  true  to  t'other  : 

Like  Trincalo’s  and  Stephano’s,  ye  play 
The  leudeft  Tricks  each  other  to  betray. 

Like  Foes  detract,  yet  flatt' ring  friend-like  fmile. 
And  all  is  one  another  to  beguile 
Of  Praife,  the  Monfter  of  your  barren  IJle . 

Enjoy  the  Proftituteye  fo  admire , 

Enjoy  her  to  the  full  of  your  Define , 

Whilft  this  poor  Scribbler  wifthes  to  retire. 

Where  he  may  ne'er  repeat  his  Follies  mores 
But  curfe  the  Fate  that  wreck'd  him  on  your  Shore. 

Now  you,  who  this  Day  as  his  fudges  fit. 

After  you've  heard  what  he  hasfaid  of  Wit ; 
Ought  for  your  own  fakes  not  to  he  fever  e. 

But  fhew  ft  much  to  think  he  meant  none  here. 
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- Hie  nojier  Author es  habet ; 

Quorum  eemulari  exoptat  negligentiam 
Potius,  quam  ijiorum  olfeuram  diligentiam. 

Dehinc  ut  quiefcant  porro  moneo ,  &  dejinant 
Maledicere,  malefadia  ne  nofeant  fua.  Terence. 
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T  O  T  H  E 

Lord  Eland e, 

Eldeft  Son  to  the  Right  Honourable  the 

Marquifs  of  H  ALLIFAX, 


Lord, 

T  was  not  without  a  great  deal  of 
Debate  with  myfelf,  that  I  could  re- 
folve  to  make  this  Prefent  to  your 
Lordfhip  :  For  tho’  Epidles  dedicatory 
be  lately  grown  fo  epidemical,  that 
either  fooner  or  later,  no  Man  of  Qua¬ 
lity  (whom  the  leaft  Author  has  the  lead  Pretence 
to  be  troublefomS  to)  can  efcape  them  ;  yet  me- 
thought  ycur  Lordfhip  fhould  be  as  much  above 
the  common  Perplexities  that  attend  your  Quality, 
as  you  are  above  the  common  Level  of  it,  as  well 
in  the  mod  exalted  Degrees  of  a  noble  generous 
Spirit,  as  in  a  piercing  Apprehenfion,  good  Under- 
ftanding,  and  daily  ripening  Judgment,  all  fweetned 
by  an  obliging  Affability  and  Condefcenfion  ;  of 
which  I  have  often,  in  the  Honour  of  your  Conver- 
fation,  had  particular  caufe  to  be  proud  ;  and  for 
which  therefore,  a  more  than  ordinary  Reafon,  now, 
to  be  grateful. 
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And  it  is  upon  that  Pretence,  I  here  prefume 
to  fhelter  this  Trifle  under  your  Protedtion  ;  for 
indeed  it  hath  great  need  of  fuch  Prote&ion  :  having 
at  its  firft  coming  into  the  World  met  with  many 
Enemies,  and  very  induftrious  ones  too ;  but  this 
way  I  was  fure  it  mult  live  :  Would  he  but  once  vouch- 
faje  to  efpoufe  its  Defence ,  whofe  Generofity  will  over¬ 
throw  the  ignoblejl  Envy  •,  whofe  good  Nature  cannot 
but  confound  the  mojl  inveterate  Malice ,  and  whofe  Wit 
mujl  baffle  the  faucieft  Ignorance. 

My  Lord,  it  would  but  argue  me  of  the  meaneft 
Impertinence  and  Formality,  to  pretend  here  an 
Harangue  of  thofe  Praifes  you  deferve  :  For  he 
who  tells  the  World  whofe  Son  you  are,  has  faid 
enough  to  thofe  who  do  not  know  you ;  and  the 
happy  few,  whom  You  have  pick’d  and  chofen  for 
your  Converfation,  cannot  but  every  Hour  you 
are  pleas’d  to  beftow  upon  them,  be  fenfible  of  more 
than  I  could  tell  them  in  a  Volume:  Your  Lord- 
fnip  being  the  beft  Panegyric  upon  yourfelf ;  the 
Son  of  that  Great  Father  of  his  Country,  who  when 
all  manner  of  Confufion,  Ruin,  ard  Deftrudtion 
was  breaking  in  upon  us,  like  the  Guardian  Angel 
of  thefe  Kingdoms,  flood  up  ;  and  with  the  Tongue 
of  an  Angel  too,  confounded  the  Subtleties  of  that 
Infernal  Serpent,  who  would  have  debauched  us 
from  our  Obedience,  and  turned  our  Eden  into  a 
Wildernefs.  Certainly  his  Name  muft  be  for  ever 
honourable,  precious  his  Memory,  and  happy  his 
Generation,  who  durft  exert  his  Loyalty,  when  it 
was  grown  almoft  a  Reproach  to  have  any,  and  item 
a  Torrent  of  Faiflion,  popular  Fury,  and  ferment¬ 
ing  Rebellion,  to  the  preferving  of  the  beft  of  Kings 
in  his  Throne,  and  the  happieft  of  People  in  their 
Liberties. 

May  he  live  long  to  compleat  the  Reparations  he 
has  made  in  our  Defence ;  ftill  by  the  ftrength  of 
his  Judgment,  to  forefee  thofe  Evils,  that  may  yet 
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threaten  us,  and  by  the  Power  of  his  Wifdom  to 
prevent  them ;  to  root  out  the  Footing  and  Foun¬ 
dations  of  the  King’s  open  (nay,  and  bofom)  Ene¬ 
mies  :  As  a  watchful,  bold,  and  fincere  Counfellor 
to  his  Matter ;  to  be  a  driver  of  treacherous  grin¬ 
ning,  felf- ended  Knaves,  infinuating  Spies,  and  ufe- 
lefs  unprofitable  Fools  from  his  Service  :  A  Patron 
and  Promoter  of  Honefty,  Merit,  and  Ability,  which 
elfe  too  often,  by  Neglect,  are  corrupted  to  their 
Contraries. 

In  fine  to  continue  (as, he  is)  a  kind  indulgent  Fa¬ 
ther  to  your  Lordfhip,  fo  much  every  way  his  Son, 
and  fit  to  inherit  his  Honours,  as,  in  the  ftrong  and 
fhining  Virtues  of  your  Mind,  the  fixt  and  iteady 
Difpofition  of  your  Loyalty,  the  Goodnefs  and 
obliging  Temper  of  your  Nature,  is  apparent;  by 
which  only  I  mutt  ever  humbly  confefs,  and  no  pre- 
fumptive  Merit  of  my  own,  I  have  been  encouraged 
to  take  this  Opportnnity  of  telling  the  World  how 
.much  I  defire  to  be  thought 


Tour  Lordjhip's 


bumble  Servant  to  be  commanded t 


T  h  o.  Otway. 
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PROLOGUE. 

THOUGH  Plays  and  Prologues  ne'er  did  more  abound, 
Ne  er  wire  good  Prologues  harder  to  be  found. 

To  me  the  Caufe feims  eas'  ly  underfiood : 

For  there  are  Poets  prove  not  <very  good. 

Who,  like  bafe  Sign-Pofi  Davobers ,  wanting  Skill, 

Steal  from  great  Mafer't  Hands,  and  Copy  ill. 

Thus,  if  by  Chance,  before  a  noble  Feaf 
Of  Gen'  rous  Wit,  to  whet  and  fit  your  Tafe , 

Some  poignant  Satire  in  a  Prologue  rife. 

And  growing  Vices  handfomely  chafiife  ; 

Each  Poetafter  thence  prefumes  on  Rules, 

And  ever  after  calls  ye  downright  Fools. 

Thefe  Marks  defribe  him. - 

Writing  by  rote ;  fmall  Wit,  or  none  to  /pare  ; 

Jingle  and  Chime  s  his  Study,  Toil  and  Care  : 

He  alvoays  in  one  Line  upbraids  the  Age  ; 

And  a  good  reafn  why  ;  it  rhymes  to  Stage. 

With  Wit  and  Pit  he  keeps  a  hideous  Pother  ; 

Sure  to  be  damn'd  by  One,  for  want  of  T'other  : 

But  if,  by  Chance,  he  gets  the  French  Word  Rallery, 

Lord,  how  he  fegues  the  Vizor -Mafques  with  Gallery  ! 

'Tis  Jaid,  Ajlrologers  flrange  Wonders  find 
T o  come  in  two  great  Planets  lately  join d. 

From  cur  two  Houfes  joining,  mnfi  will  hold 
Vaft  Deluges  of  Dulnefs  were  foretold. 

Poor  Holborn  Ballads  now  being  borne  away 
By  Tides  of  duller  Madrigals  than  they  ; 

Jockeys  and  Jennys  jtt  to  Northern  Airs, 

While  lowfy  Thefpis  chaunts  at  C:untry  Fairs. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Politick  Ditties,  full  of  Sage  Debate , 

And.  merry  Catches  how  to  rule  the  State. 

Vicars  neglefl  their  Flocks,  to  turn  Tranflators, 

Aid  Barley-water  Wheyfac' d  Beau’s  write  Satires  ; 
Tho'  none  can  guefs  to  which  mojl  Praife  belongs. 

To  the  learn  d  Verfions,  Scandals,  or  the  Songs. 

For  all  Things  now  by  Contraries  fucceed  ; 

Of  Wit  or  Virtue  there's  no  longer  need: 

Beauty  fubmits  to  him  who  loudejl  rails  ; 

She  fears  the  faucy  Fop,  and  he  pre  vails. 

Who  for  his  be  ft  Preferment  would  devife. 

Let  him  renounce  all  Honefty,  and  rife. 

Villains  and  Parafites  Succefi  will  gain  ; 

But  in  the  Court  of  Wit,  Jhall  Dulnefs  reign  ? 

No:  Let  th' Angry  'Squire  give  his  lambick’s  o'er. 
Twirl  Crevat -firings,  but  write  Lampoons  no  more  ; 
Rhymefters  get  Wit,  e'er  they  pretend  to  Jhow  it. 

Nor  think  a  Gams  at  Cramboe  makes  a  Poet : 

Elje  is  our  Author  hopelefs  of  Succejs, 

But  then  his  Study  J. hall  be  next  time  lefs : 

He'll  find  out  Ways  to  your  Applaufe  more  eajy  ; 

That  is,  write  worfe  and  worfe,  'till  he  can  pleafeye. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 


MEN. 

Father  to  Beaugard 
Beavgard, 

Courting, 

Date  devil, 

‘ Tbeodoret , 

Gratian , 

Rofard,  Grattan's  Man, 

Plunder,  Beaugard1 s  Man, 

WOMEN. 


Portia, 

Lucretia, 

Sylvia,  Courtine's  Wife, 

Mrs.  Fumijh,  an  Exchange- Woman, 
Phillis,  Porcia's  Woman, 

Chloris,  Lucretia' s  Woman, 


Six  Ruffians,  Footmen,  a  Dwarf, 


Mr.  Leigh . 
Mr.  Betterton » 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr.  Underbill » 
Mr.  Wilt/hire. 
Mr.  Perin. 
Mr.  Saunders . 
Mr.  Richards » 


Mrs.  Barry. 
Mrs.  Butler . 
Mrs.  Currer. 
Mrs.  Ofiorn. 
Nlxs.P  ercival. 
Mrs.  Norris. 
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A  T  H  E  I  S  T; 

Or,  The  Second  Part  of  the 


Soldier’s  Fortune. 


act  i.  SCENE  i. 


Enter  Beaugard  and  bis  Fathe  r. 

BE  A  UG  ARD. 

SIR,  I  fay,  and  fay  again,  no  Matrimony;  I’ll  not  be 
noos’d.  Why,  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  tell  me  plainly  and 
fairly,  what  have  I  done,  that  I  deferve  to  be  marry’d 
FATHER. 

Why,  Sauce-bor,  I  your  old  Father,  was  marry’d  be¬ 
fore  you  were  born. 

BEAUGARD. 

Ay,  Sir,  and  I  thank  you,  the  next  thing  you  did 
was,  you  begot  me ;  the  Confequence  of  which  was  as 
follows :  As  foon  as  I  was  born  you  fent  me  to  Nurfe,  where 
I  fuck’d  two  Years  at  the  dirty  Dugs  of  a  foul-feeding 
Witch,  that  liv’d  in  a  thatch’d  Sty  upon  the  neighb’ring 
Common  ;  as  foon  as  I  was  big  enough,  that  you  might 
be  rid  of  me,  you  fent  me  to  a  Place  call’d  a  School,  to 
M  4  be 
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be  fialh’d  and  box’d  by  a  thick-filled  Blockhead,  that 
cou’d  not  read  himfelf  j  where  I  learned  no  Letters,  nor 
got  no  Meat,  but  fuch  as  the  old  Succubus  his  Wife  bought 
at  a  ftinking  Price,  fo  over-run  with  Vermin,  that  it  us’d 
to  crawl  home  after  her. 

FATHER. 

S'rrah,  it  was  the  more  nourifhing,  and  made  fuch 
young,  idle  Whorefons  a3  you  fat,  fat,  you  Rogue.  I  re* 
member  the  young  Dog  at  twelve  Year  old  had  a  broad* 
ihining,  pufft,  Bacon  Face,  like  a  Cherubim  ;  and  now  he 
won’t  marry. 

BEAUGARD. 

My  next  Removal  was  home  again  ;  and  then  you  did 
not  know  what  to  do  with  me  farther,  till  after  a  Twelve¬ 
month’s  Deliberation,  out  of  abundance  of  Fatherly  Af¬ 
fection  and  Care  of  your  Polterity,  you  yery  civilly  and 
fairly  turn’d  me  out  of  your  Doors. 

FATHER. 

The  impudent,  termagant,  unruly  Varlet  rebell’d  with 
too  much  Plenty,  and  took  up  Arms  again!!  my  Concu¬ 
bine.  Turn’d  you  out  of  my  Doors ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Yes,  turn’d  me  out  of  Doors,  Sir. 

FATHER. 

Had  I  not  reafon.  Mailer  Heftor  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

.  As  I  had  then,  fo  I  have  now  too,  Sir,  more  Manners 
than  to  difpute  the  Plealure  of  a  Father. 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Nay,  the  Rogue  has  Breeding,  that’s  the  truth  on’t; 
the  Dog  would  be  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  If  I  could  but 
perfuade  him  to  marry. 

BEAUGARD. 

Turn’d  out  of  Doors  as  I  was,  you  may  remember. 
Sir,  you  gave  me  not  a  Shilling  ;  my  Induftry  and  my 
Virtue  was  all  I  had  to  truft  to. 

FA - 
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FATHER. 

Blefs  us  all!  Induftry  and  Virtue,  quoth  a!  Nay,  I 
have  a  very  virtuous  Son  and  Heir  of  him,  that’s  the 
Truth  on’t. 

BEAUGARD. 

’Till  at  laft  a  good  Uncle,  who  now,  Peace  be  with 
his  Soul,  fleeps  with  his  Fathers,  bellow’d  a  Portion 
of  two  hundred  Pounds  upon  me,  with  which  I  took  Ship¬ 
ping  and  fet  fail  for  the  Coafl  of  Fortune. 

FATHER. 

That  is  to  fay,  you  went  to  the  Wars,  to  learn  the 
liberal  Arts  of  Murder,  Whoredom,  Burning,  Ravilhing, 
and  a  few  other  necelfary  Accomplilhments  for  a  young 
Gentleman  to  fet  up  a  Livelihood  withal,  in  this  Civil 
Government,  where  (Heaven  be  prais’d)  none  of  thofe 
Virtues  need  grow  rulty. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  I  hope  I  have  brought  you  no  Dilhonour  home 
with  me. 

FATHER. 

Nay,  the'  Scanderbeg- Monkey  has  not  behav’d  himfelf 
unhandfomely,  that’s  the  Truth  of  the  Bufinefs ;  but  the 
Varlet  won’t  marry  :  the  Dog  has  got  two  thoufand  Pound 
a  Year  left  him  by  an  old  curmudgeonly  mouldy  Uncle, 
and  I  can’t  perfuade  him  to  marry. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  that  curmurgeonly  mouldy  Uncle  you  fpeak  of, 
was  your  elder  Brother,  and  never  marry’d  in  all  his  Life : 
He  dying,  bequeath’d  me  two  thoufand  Pound  a  Year : 
You  Sir,  the  younger  Brother,  and  my  hon»ur’d  Father, 
have  been  marry’d,  and  are  not  able,  for  aught  I  can  per¬ 
ceive,  to  leave  me  a  bent  Nine-pence.  So.  Sir,  I  wilh 
you  a  great  deal  of  Health,  long  Life,  and  merry  as  it 
has  been  hitherto  :  but  for  Marriage,  it  has  thriven  fo  ve¬ 
ry  ill  with  my  Family  already,  that  I  am  refolved  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it. 

FATHER. 

Here’s  a  Rogue!  here’s  a  Villain!  why,  Sirrah,  yo  « 
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have  loft  all  Grace ;  you  have  no  Duty  left;  you  are  a 
Rebel ;  I  ftiall  fee  you  hang’d,  Sirrah.  Come,  come,  let 
me  examine  you  a  little,  while  I  think  on’t  :  What  Re¬ 
ligion  are  you  of? - hah  ? _ . 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Sir,  I  hope  you  took  care,  after  I  was  born,  to  fee  me 
Chriften’d. 

F  at  h  e  r. 

Oh  Lord !  Chriften’d  !  here’s  an  Atheiftical  Rogue, 
thinks  he  has  Religion  enough,  if  he  can  but  call  himfelf 
a  Chriftian ! 


BE  AUG  ARD. 

Why,  Sir,  would  you  have  me  difown  my  Baptifm  ? 

FAT  HE  R. 

No,  Sirrah  :  but  I  would  have  you  own  what  fort  of 
Chriftian  you  are  though. 

BEAU  G  ARD. 

What  fort,  Sir  ? 

FATHER. 

Ay,  Sir,  what  fort.  Sir  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Why,  of  the  honefter  fort. 

FATHER. 

As  if  there  were  not  Knaves  of  all  forts  ! 


BEAUGARD. 

Why  then.  Sir,  if  that  will  fatisfy  you,  I  am  of  your 
fort, 

FAT  HE  R. 

And  that  for  aught  you  know  may  be  of  no  fort  at  all. 


BEAUGARD. 

But,  Sir,  to  make  fhort  of  the  matter,  I  am  of  the 
Religion  of  my  Country,  hate  Perfecution  and  Penance, 
love  Conformity,  which  is  going  to  Church  once  a  Month, 
well  enough  ;  refolve  to  make  this  tranfttory  Life  as  plea- 
font  and  delightful  as  I  can  ;  and  for  fome  fober  Reafons 
beft  knowp  to  myfelf,  refolve  never  to  marry. 

FA- 
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FATHER. 

took  me  in  the  Face ;  Hand  ftill,  and  look  me  in  the 

Face.  So,  you  won’t  marry  ?  . . 

BEAUGARD. 


No,  Sir. 


FATHER. 


Oh  Lord  ! 

B  E  AUG  AR  D. 

But  I’ll  do  Something  that  lhall  be  more  for  your  good* 
and  perhaps  may  pleafe  you  as  well.  Knowing  Fortune 
of  late  has  not  been  altogether  fo  good  natur’d  as  Ihe 
might  have  been,  and  that  your  Revenues  are  fomething 
anticipated,  be  pleas’d,  Sir,  to  go  home  as  well  fatisfy'd 
as  you  can,  and  my  Servant  lhall  not  fail  to  meet  you  at 
your  Lodgings/with  a  hundred  fmiling  fmock-fac’d  Gui¬ 
neas  within  this  half  hour :  Now  who  the  Devil  would' 
marry? 

FAT  HE  R. 

No  Body  that  has  half  an  Ounce  of  Brains  in  his  Nod¬ 
dle.  The  ungodly  good-natur’d  Rogue  is  in  the  right 
on’t ;  damnably,  damnably  in  the  right  on’t. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

So,  here’s  a  Father  for  you  now  I 

FATHER. 

But  look  you  Jack  now,  little  Jack,  two  thoufand  Pounds  - 
a  Year!  Why  thou  wilt  be  a  damnable  rich  Rogue  now, 
if  thou  doft  not  marry;  tho’  I  know  thou  wilt  live  bravely 
and  delicioully,  eat  and  drink  nobly,  have  always  half  a 
dozen  honeft,  jolly,  true-fpirited,  fprightly  Friends  about 
thee,  and  fo  forth,  hah !  then  for  Marriage,  to  fpeak  the 
truth  on’t,  it  is  at  the  beft  but  a  chargeable,  vexatious, 
uneafy  fort  of  Life  ;  it  ruin’d  me.  Jack ,  utterly  ruin’d  thy 
poor  old  Father,  Jack.  Thou  wilt  be  fure  to  remember 
the  hundred  Pound,  Jackie- boy,  hah? 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Moll  punttually.  Sir. 

FA* 


t 


276 


The  Atheist:  Or , 

FAT  HE  R. 

Thou  /halt  always,  every  now  and  then,  that  is,  lend 
thy  old  Father  a  hundred  Pound,  or  fo,  upon  a  good  Oc¬ 
casion.  Jack,  after.this  manner,  in  a  friendly  way  :  You 
mull  make  much  of  your  old  Daddy,  Jack  :  But  if  thou 
has’t  no  mind  to’t,  the  truth  on’t  is,  I  would  never  have 
thee  marry. 

BEAUGARD. 

Not  marry.  Sir  ? 

FATHER. 

No. 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

No? 


FATHER . 

No.  A  hundred  Pound,  Jack,  is  a  pretty  little  round 
Sum. 

BEAUGARD . 

I’ll  not  fail  of  fending  it. 

FATHER. 

Then  Jack,  it  will  do  as  well  to  let  thy  Man  come  to 
me  to  Harry  the  Eighth's  Head  in  the  Back-Street,  behind 
my  Lodgings :  There’s  a  Cup  of  fmart  Racy  Canary,  Jack * 
that  will  make  an  old  Fellow’s  Heart  as  light  as  a  Feather. 
Ah,  little  Jackie- Rogue,  it  glorifies  through  the  Glafs> 
and  the  Nits  dance  about  in’t  like  Atoms  in  the  Sun-lhine, 
you  young  Dog, 

BEAUGARD. 

Do  you  intend  to  dine  there,  Sir  ? 

F  AT  HE  R. 

Ay,  Man,  I  have  two  or  three  bonny  old  Tilbury  Roy- 
fterers,  with  delicate  red  Faces,  and  bald  Crowns,  that 
have  oblig’d  me  to  meet  ’em  there  ;  they  help’d  me  to 
fpend  my  Eftate  when  I  was  young,  and  the  Rogues  are 
grateful,  and  don’t  forfake  me  now  I  am  grown  poorilh 
and  old.— Almoft  twelve  o’Clock,  Jack. 

BEAUGARD. 

I’ll  be  fure  to  remember,  Sir. 

FA- 
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FATHER. 

And  thou  wilt  never  marry. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Never,  I  hope,  Sir. 

FATHER. 

Ah,  you  wicked-hearted  Rogue,  I  know  what  you  will 
do  then,  that. will  be  worfe  ;  tho’  I  think,  not  much  worfe 
neither.  Would  I  were  a  young  Fellow  again,  but  to  keep 
him  Company  for  one  Week  or  a  Fortnight.  A  hundred 
Guineas  leeee!  Db’uy  Jack,  You’ll  remember  ?  See  thee 
again  To-morrow,  Jack, — Poor  Jack  !  dainty  Canary— 
and  a  delicate  black-ey’d  Wench  at  the  Bar  1  Db’uy  Jack. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Adieu,  Father.  —Fourbine. 

Enter  Fourbine. 

FOURBINE. 

Did  your  Honour  call  ? 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

Take  a  hundred  Guineas  out  of  the  Cabinet,  and  carry 
’em  after  the  old  Gentleman  to  his  Place  of  Rendezvous. 
This  Father  of  mine  (Heaven  be  thank’d)  is  a  very  un¬ 
godly  Father  :  He  was  in  his  youth  juft  fuch  another  wick¬ 
ed  fellow  as  his  Son  John  here ;  but  he  had  no  Eftate, 
there  I  have  the  better  of  him  :  For  out  of  meer  Opinion 
of  my  good  Hulbandry,  my  Uncle  thought  lit  to  difinhe- 
rit  the  extravagant  old  Gentleman,  and  leave  all  to  me. 
Then  he  was  marry’d,  there  1  have  the  better  of  him  a- 
gain  ;  yet  he  marry’d  a  Fortune  of  ten  t’noufand  Pounds, 
and  before  I  was  feven  Years  old,  had  broke  my  Mother’s 
Heart,  and  fpent  three  Parts  of  her  Portion  :  Afterwards 
he  was  pleas’d  to  retain  a  certain  Familiar  Domeftick, 
call’d  a  Houfe-keeper,  which  I  one  Day  to  Ihew  my 
Breeding,  call’d  Whore,  and  was  fairly  turn’d  a  ftarv- 
ing  for  it.  Now  he  has  no  way  to  fqueeze  me  out  of 
Contribution,  but  by  taking  up  his  fatherly  Authority, 
and  offering  to  put  the  Penal  Law  call’d  Marriage  in  Ex¬ 
ecution 
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ecution.  I  muft  e’en  get  him  a  Governor,  and  fend  him 
with  a  Penfion  into  the  Country  :  Ay,  it  muft  be  fo 
For,  Wedlock,  I  deny  thee;  Father,  I’ll  fupply  thee* 
and  Pleafure,  I  will  have  thee.  Who’s  there  t 

Enter  a  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Oh,  Sir,  the  moft  fortunate  Tidings  ! 

BEAUGARD. 

What’s  the  Matter  ? 

S  E  R  V ANT. 

Captain  Ccurtine  !  your  old  Acquaintance,  Friend,  and 
Comrade,  is  juft  arriv’d  out  of  the  Country,  and  defires 
to  fee  you.  Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

Courtine !  Wait  on  him  up,  you  Dog,  with  Reverence, 
and  Honour. 

Enter  Courtine. 

COUR  TINE. 

Dear  Beaugard  ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Ah,  Friend  ! - from  the  very  tendereft  part  of  my 

Heart  I  w'as  juft  now  wilhing  for  thee.  Why  thou  Iook’ft 
as  like  a  marry ’d  Man  already,  with  as  grave  a  fatherly 
family  Countenance,  as  ever  I  faw. 

COUR  TINE. 

Ay,  Beaugard,  I  am  marry’d,  that’s  my  Comfort : 
But  you,  I  hear,  have  had  worfe  Luck  of  late ;  an  old 
Uncle  dropp’d  into  the  Grave,  and  two  thoufand  Pound  a 
Year  into  your  Pocket,  Beaugard.  . 

BEAUGARD. 

A  fmall  Conveniency,  Ned,  to  make  my  Happinefs 
hereafter  a  little  more  of  a  piece  than  it  has  been  hither¬ 
to,  in  the  Enjoyment  of  fuch  hearty,  fincere,  honeft 
Friends,  and  good-natui’d  Fellows,  as  thou  art. 


COUR - 
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COURT  INE. 

Sincere,  hone  ft  Friends !  have  a  Care  there,  Beaugard— 
I  am,  fince  I  faw  thee,  in  a  few  Words,  grown  an  errant 
Rafcal ;  and  for  Good-nature,  it  is  the  very  thing  I  have 
folemnly  forfworn  :  No,  I  am  marry ’d,  Jack ,  in  the  De¬ 
vil’s  Name,  lam  marry’d. 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

Marry’d !  That  is,  thou  call’ll  a  Woman  thou  likeft  by 
the  Name  of  Wife  ;  Wife  and  t’other  thing  begins  with  a 
Letter.  Thou  lieft  with  her  when  thy  Appetite  calls 
thee,  keepeft  the  Children  thou  begetceft  of  her  Body  j 
allowed:  her  Meat,  Drink,  and  Garments,  fit  for  her 
Quality,  and  thy  Fortune  ;  and  when  fhe  grows  heavy 
upon  thy  Hands,  what  a  Pox,  ’tis  but  a  feparate  Mainte¬ 
nance,  kifs  and  part,  and  there  is  an  End  of  the  Buftnefs, 
COURT  INE. 

Alas,  Beaugard,  thou  art  utterly  miftaken  :  Heaven 
knows  it  is  quite  on  the  contrary  :  For  I  am  forc’d  to 
call  a  Woman  I  do  not  like,  by  the  Name  of  Wife  ;  and 
lie  with  her,  for  the  moil  part,  with  no  Appetite  at  all ; 
muft  keep  the  Children  that  for  aught  I  know,  any 
Body  elfe  may  beget  of  her  Body ;  and  for  Food  and 
Rayment,  by  her  good  Will  Ihe  would  have  them  both 
Frelh  three  times  a  Day  :  Then  for  kifs  and  part,  I  ir.ay 
kifs  and  kifs  my  Heart  out,  but  the  Devil  a  bit  fhall  I 
ever  get  rid  of  her. 

BEAUGARD. 

Alas,  poor  Hulband  !  but  art  thou  really  in  this  mife- 
rable  Condition  ? 

C  OURTIN  E. 

Ten  times  worfe,  if  poflible  ;  by  the  Virtue  of  Matri¬ 
mony,  and  long  Cohabitation,  we  are  grown  fo  really  one 
Flelh,  that  I  have  no  more  Inclination  to  hers,  than  to 
eat  a  piece  of  my  own.  Then  her  Ladylhip  is  fo  jealous, 
that  Ihe  does  me  the  Honour  to  make  me  Stallion- 
general  to  the  whole  Parilh,  from  the  Parfon’s  Importance, 
in  Paragon,  to  the  Cobler’s  fcolding  Wife  that  drinks 
Brandy  and  fmoaks  loathfome  Tobacco.  In  Ihort,  Jack , 
4  fhe 
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{he  has  fo  order’d  the  Bus’nefs,  that  I  am  half  weary  of 
the  World,  wi(h  all  Mankind  hang’d,  and  have  not  laugh’d 
thefe  fix  Months. 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Why,  thou  canft  laugh,  I  fee,  though. 

B  E  JUG  ARD. 

Ay,  Ned,  I  have  two  thoufand  Pound  per  Annum,  Ned, 
old  Rents  Land  well  tenanted  ;  have  no  Wife,  nor  never 
will  have  any,  Ned ;  refolve  to  make  my  Days  of  Mor¬ 
tality  all  joyful,  and  Nights  pleafurable,  with  fome  dear, 
lovefome  young,  beautiful,  kind,  generous  She,  that  every 
Night  (hall  bring  me  all  the  Joys  of  a  New  Bride,  and 
none  of  the  Vexations  of  a  worn-out,  infipid,  trouble- 
fome,  jealous  Wife,  Wife,  Ned. 

COU  RT I N  E. 

But  where  lies  this  Treafure  ?  Where  is  there  fuch  a 
Jewel  to  be  found  ? 

B  E  AUG  AR  D. 

Ah,  Rogue  !  Do  you  defpife  your  own  Manna  indeed, 
and  long  after  Quails  ?  Why,  thou  unconfcionable  Hob¬ 
nail,  thou  Country  CoulllafF,  thou  abfolute  Piece  of  thy 
own  dry’d  Dirt,  wouldft  thou  have  the  Impudence,  with 
that  hideous  Beard,  and  grifly  Countenance,  to  make  thy 
Appearance  before  the  Fcctftool  of  a  Bona  Roba  that  I 
delight  in  !  For  Shame  get  off  that  Smitkjield  Horfe-cour. 
fer’s  Equipage  ;  appear  once  more  like  Courtine  the  Gay, 
the  Witty,  and  Unbounded,  with  Joy  in  thy  Face,  and 
Love  in  thy  Blood,  Money  in  thy  Pockets,  and  good 
Cloaths  on  thy  Back,  and  then  I’ll  tty  to  give  thee  a  Re¬ 
cipe  that  may  purge  away  thofe  foul  Humours  Matrimony 
has  bred  in  thee,  and  fit  thee  to  reliih  the  Sins  of  thy 
!  Youth  again.  Blefs  us!  What  a  Beard’s  there?  It  puts 
me  in  mind  of  the  blazing  Star. 

COU  R  TINE. 

Beard,  Beaugard!  Why,  I  wear  it  on  purpofe,  Man  ; 

I.  have 
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I  have  vvifh’d  it  a  Furze-bufh  a  thoufand  times,  when  I  have 

been  kiffing  my — - - 

B  E  AU  G  A  RD. 


Whom? 


COUR  TINE. 

Wife. - Let  me  never  live  to  bury  her,  if  the  Word 

Wife'does  not  flick  in  my  Throat. 


B  E  A\J  G  A  RD. 

Then  this  Peruke  !  Why,  it  makes  thee  fhew  like  the 
Sign  of  a  Head  looking  out  at  a  Barber’s  Window. 
COURT  IN  E. 


No,  more,  no  more  ;  all  fhall  be  reftified  :  For,  to  deal 
with  thee  as  honeftly,  as  a  Fellow  in  my  damn’d  Condition 
can  do,  e’re  I  refolv’d  abfolutely  to  hang  myfelf,  I 
thought  there  might  be  fome  Remedy  left ;  and  that 
was  this  dear  Town,  and  thy  dear  Friendfhip  :  So  that 
in  fhort,  I  am  very  fairly  run  away ;  pretended  a  Ihort 
Journey  to  vifit  a  Friend,  but  came  to  London ;  and  if  it 
be  poflible,  will  not  fee  Country,  Wife,  nor  Children 
again  thefe  feven  Years.  Therefore,  pr’ythee,  for  my 
better  Encouragement,  tell  me  a  little  what  Sins  are  ftir- 
ring  in  this  noble  Metropolis,  that  I  may  know  my  Bufi- 
nefs  the  better,  and  fail  to  it  as  fait  as  I  can. 


B  E  AU  G  A  RD. 


Why,  faith,  Ned,  confidering  the  Plot,  the  Danger 
of  the  Times,  and  fome  other  Obftruftions  of  Trade  and 
Commerce,  Iniquity  in  general  has  not  loft  much  Ground, 
There’s  Cheating  and  Hypocrify  ftill  in  the  City  ;  Riot 
and  Murder  in  the  Suburbs ;  Grinning,  Lying,  Fawning, 
Flattery,  and  Falfe  promifing  at  Court ;  Affignations  at 
Covent-Garden  Church ;  Cuckolds,  Whores,  Pimps, 
Panders,  Bawds,  and  their  Difeafes,  all  over  the  Town. 


C  O  U  R  T 1  N  E. 

But  what  Choice  Spirits,  what  extraordinary  Rafcals 
may  a  Man  oblige  his  Curiofity  withal  ? 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

I’ll  tell  thee.  In  the  firft  Place,  we  are  over-run  with  a 
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Race  of  Vermin  they  call  Wits,  a  Generation  of  Infedls 
that  are  always  making  a  Noife,  and  buzzing  about  your 
Ears,  concerning,  Poecs,  Plays,  Lampoons,  Libels,  Songs, 
Tunes,  foft  Scenes,  Love,  Ladies,  Perukes,  and  Cravat- 
firings,  French  Conquefts,  Duels,  Religion,  Snuff-boxes, 
Points,  Garnitures,  Mill’d  Stockings,  Fourhet' s  Academy, 
Politicks,  Parliament-Speeches,  and  every  thing  elfe  which 
they  do  not  underftand,  or  would  have  the  World  think 
they  did. 

CO  UR  FINE . 

And  are  all  thefe  Wits  ? 

B  E  AUG  A  RD. 

Yes,  and  be  hang’d  to  ’em,  thefe  are  the  Wits. 
COURT  IN  E. 

I  never  knew  one  of  thefe  Wits  in  my  Life,  that  did 
not  deferve  to  be  pillory’d  ;  twenty  to  one  if  half  of  ’em 
can  read,  and  yet  they  will  venture  at  Learning  as  fami¬ 
liarly,  as  if  they  had  been  bred  in  the  Vatican.  One 
of  them  told  me  one  Day,  he  thought  Plutarch  well  done 
would  make  the  bell  Englijk  Heroick  Poem  in  the  World* 
Befides,  they  will  rail,  cavil,  cenfure,  and  what  is  worft 
of  all,  make  Jells ;  the  dull  Rogues  will  jell,  though  they 
do  it  as  awkwardly  as  a  Tarpawling  would  ride  the  great 
Horfe.  I  hate  a  pert,  dull,  jelling  Rogue  from  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  my  Heart. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

But  above  all,  the  moll  abominable  is  your  Witty 
Squire,  your  young  Heir  that  is  very  Witty  ;  who  having 
newly  been  difcharged  from  the  Difcretion  of  a  Governor 
and  come  to  keep  his  own  Money,  gets  into  a  Cabal  of 
Coxcombs  of  the  third  Form,  who  will  be  fure  to  cry  him 
up  for  a  fine  Perfon,  that  he  may  think  all  them  fo. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Oh,  your  Afles  know  one  another’s  Nature  exaflly,  and 
are  always  ready  to  nabble,  becaufe  it  is  the  certain  way 
to  be  nabbled  again  :  But  above  all  the  reft,  what  think 
you  of  the  Atheift  f 
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B  E  AUG  ARD. 

By  this  good  Light,  thou  haft  prevented  me  :  I  have 
one  for  thee  of  that  Kind,  the  moft  inimitable  Varlet,  and 
the  moft  infufferable  Stinkard  living  ;  one  that  has  Doubts 
enough  to  turn  to  all  Religions,  and  yet  would  fain  pre¬ 
tend  to  be  of  none :  In  fhort  a  Cheat,  that  would  have 
you  of  Opinion  that  he  believes  neither  Heaven  nor  Hell, 
and  yet  never  feels  fo  much  as  an  Ague-fit,  but  he’s  afraid 
of  being  damn’d. 

COURT  IN  E. 

That  muft  be  a  very  noble  Champion,  and  certainly  an 
Original. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

The  Villain  has  lefs  Sincerity  than  a  Bawd,  lefs  Cou¬ 
rage  than  a  Hedtor,  lefs  good-nature  than  a  Hangman, 
and  lefs  Charity  than  a  Fanatick;  talks  of  Religion  and 
Church-Worlhip  as  familiarly  as  a  little  Courtier  does  of 
the  Maids  of  Honour  ;  and  fwears  the  King  deferves  to  be 
Chain’d  out  of  the  City,  for  fuffering  zealous  fools  tq 
build  Paul's  again,  when  it  would  make  fo  proper  a  Place 
for  a  Citadel. 

C  O  17  RT  IN  E. 

A  very  worthy  Member  of  a  Chriftian  Common¬ 
wealth,  that  is  the  truth  on’t, 

BEAUGARD. 

I  am  intimately  acquainted  with  him. 

COURT  IN  E. 

I  honour  you  for  it  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

After  all,  the  Rogue  has  fome  other  little  tiny  Vices,  that 
are  not  very  ungrateful. 

COURTINE. 

Very  probable. 

BEAUGARD. 

He  makes  a  very  good  —  odd  Man  at  Ballum  rancun, 
or  fo ;  that  is,  when  the  reft  of  the  Company  is  coupled 
will  take  Care  to  fee  there’s  good  Attendance  paid  ;  and 

when 
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when  we  have  a  Mind  to  make  a  Ballum  of  it  indeed, 
there  is  no  Lewdnefs  fo  fcandalous  that  he  will  not  be  very 
proud  to  have  the  Honour  to  be  put  upon. 

COU  RTINE. 

A  very  neceffary  Inftrument  of  Damnation,  truly. 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

Befides,  to  give  the  Devil  his  Due,  he  is  feldom  Im¬ 
pertinent  ;  but,  barring  his  datling  Topic,  Blafphemy,  a 
Companion  pleafant  enough.  Shall  I  recommend  him  to 
thy  Service  ?  I’ll  enter  into  Bonds  of  five  hundred  Pounds» 
that  he  teaches  thee  as  good  a  way  to  get  rid  of  that  Whip 
and  a  Bell,  call’d  thy  Wife,  as  thy  Heart  would  wilh 
for. 

CO  UR  TINE. 

And  that  is  no  fmall  Temptation,  I  allure  you. 


Enter  Boy  <t vith  a  Letter . 

b  or. 


Sir! 


B  E  AUG  ARD. 


My  Child 

COURTINE. 

A  Pimp,  for  a  Guinea,  he  fpeaks  fo  gently  to  him. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Tell  her  (he  has  undone  me,  flie  has  chofen  the  only 
Way  to  enflave  me  utterly ;  tell  her,  my  Soul,  my  Life* 
my  future  Happinefs,  my  prefent  Fortune,  are  only  what 
lhe’ll  make  ’em. 


b  or. 

At  Seven,  Sir. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Moll  infallibly. 

C  0  U  RT1N  E. 

Ay,  ay,  kis  fo  :  Now  what  a  damn’d  Country-itch 
have  I,  to  dive  into  the  Secret!  Beaugard!  Beaugard,  are 
all  things  in  a  readinefs  ?  the  Hufband  out  of  the  Way, 
the  Family  dispos’d  of?  Come,  come,  come,  no  trifling 
be  free, hearted  and  friendly. 
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BE  AUG  A  RD. 

You  are  married,  Ned,  you  are  married  ;  that’s  all  I 
have  to  fay  :  you  are  married. 

COURT  JNE. 

Let  a  Man  do  a  foolilh  thing  once  in  his  Life-time, 

and  he  lhall  always  hear  of  it - Married,  quoth  ’a  ; 

Pry ’thee  be  patient :  I  was  married  about  a  Twelve  month 
ago,  but  that’s  pail  and  forgotten.  Come,  come,  com¬ 
municate,  communicate,  if  thou  art  a  Friend,  communi¬ 
cate. 

B  E  AU  G  A  RD. 

Not  a  Tittle.  I  have  Confcience,  Ned,  Confcience  ; 
tho’  I  muft  confefs  ’tis  not  altogether  fo  Gentleman-like  a 
Companion  :  But  what  a  Scandal  would  it  be  upon  a  Man 
of  my  fober  Demeanor  and  Charafter,  to  have  the  un¬ 
merciful  Tongue  of  thy  Legitimate  Spoufe  roaring  againft 
me,  for  Debauching  her  Natural  Hulband  ! 

COURT  I NE. 

It  has  been  otherwife.  Sir. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Ay,  ay,  the  time  has  been.  Courting,  when  thou  wert 
in  poffeffion  of  thy  Natural  Freedom,  and  mighteft'  be 
trufted  with  a  Secret  of  this  dear  Nature  ;  when  [  might 
have  open’d  this  Billet,  and  (hew’d  thee  this  bewitching 
Name  at  the  bottom  :  But  woe  and  alas !  O  Matrimony, 
Matrimony  !  what  a  Blot  art  thou  in  an  honelt  Fellow’s 
Scutcheon  1 

C  OU  RT  /  N  E. 

No  more  to  be  faid  ;  I’ll  into  the  Country  again,  like, 
any  difcontented  Statefman  ;  get  drunk  every  Night  with 
an  adjacent  Schoclmaller ;  beat  my  Wife  to  a  down-right 
Houlekeeper ;  get  all  my  Maid  Servants  every  Year  with 
Ballards,  till  I  command  a  Seraglio  five  Miles  round  my 
own  Palace,  and  be  beholding  to  no  Man  of  two  thoufand 
Pounds  a  Year  for  a  Whore,  when  I  want  one. 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Good  Words,  Ned,  good  Words,  let  me  advife  you? 

none 
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none  of  your  Marriage-qualities  of  Scolding  and  Railing, 
now  you  are  got  out  of  the  turbulent  Element.  Come 
hither,  come  ;  but  firft  let  us  capitulate  :  Will  you  promife 
me  upon  your  Conjugal  Credit,  to  be  very  governable* 
and  very  civil  ? 

CO  URTINE. 

As  any  made  Spaniel,  or  hang  me  up  for  a  Cur. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Then  this  Note,  this  very  Billet,  Ned,  comes  from  a 
Woman,  who,  when  I  was  ftrolling  very  penfively  laft 
Sunday  to  Church,  watched  her  Opportunity,  and  poach’d 
jne  up  for  the  Service  of  Satan. 

COU  RT INE. 


Is  Ihe  very  handfome,  Beaugard  ? 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Thefe  Country  Squires,  when  they  get  up  to  Town, 
are  as  termagant  after  a  Wench,  as  a  ty’d-up  hungry  Cur, 
got  loofe  fiom  Kennel,  is  after  Crufts.  Very  handfome, 
faid  you  ?  Let  me  fee  :  No,  not  very  handfome  neither; 
but  file’ll  pafs,  Ned,  file’ll  pafs. 

COU  RT  I  N  E. 

Young  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

About  Eighteen. 

C  O  URTINE. 

Oh  Lord  ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Her  Complexion  fair,  with  a  glowing  Blufti  always 
ready  in  her  Cheeks,  that  looks  as  Nature  were  watching 
every  Opportunity  to  feize  and  run  away  with  her. 

COU  RT  1 N  E. 


Oh  the  Devil,  the  Devi! !  this  is  intolerable. 
BEAUGARD. 

Her  Eyes  black,  fparkling,  fprightful,  hot  and  piercing. 
C  0  URTINE. 

The  very  Defcription  ©f  her  ftioots  me  through  my 
Liver. 

BEAU- 
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BEAUGARD. 

Her  Hair  of  a  delicate  light  Amber-brown,  curling  in 
huge  Rings,  and  of  a  great  Quantity. 

COURTINE. 


So. 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

Her  Forehead  large,  majeftic,  and  generous. 

COURTINE. 

Very  well. 

B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

Her  Nofe  neat,  and  well-faihion’d. 

COURTINE. 

Good: 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

With  a  delicious,  little,  pretty,  fmiling  Mouth. 
COU  RT I N  £. 

Oh! 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 


Plump,  red,  blub  Lips. 

COURTINE. 

‘  Ah  h - 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Teeth  whiter  than  fo  many  little  Pearls;  a  bewitching 
Neck,  and  tempting,  rifing,  fwelling  Breafts. 

COURTINE. 

Ah  h  h  h  h--  ■■ 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Then  fuch  aProportion,  fuch  a  Shape,  fuch  a  Wade— 
COURTINE. 

Hold  :  Go  no  lower,  if  thou  lov’ft  me. 

BEAUGARD. 

But,  by  your  leave,  Friend,  I  hope  to  go  fomething 
lower,  if  fhe  loves  me. 

COU  R  TINE. 

But  art  thou  certain,  Beaugard,  fhe  is  all  this  thou 
haft  told  me  ?  So  fair,  fo  tempting,  fo  lovely,  fo  bewitch¬ 
ing  ? 
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B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

No  ;  for,  you  muft  know,  I  never  faw  her  Face  in  my 
Life  :  But  I  love  my  own  Pleaftire  fo  well,  that  I’ll  imagine 
all  this,  and  ten  times  more,  if  it  be  poflible. 

CO  U  RT I N  E. 

Where  lives  Ihe  ? 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

That  I  know  not  neither;  but  iny  Orders  are  to  meet 
her  fairly  and  fquarely  this  Evening  by  Seven,  at  a  cer¬ 
tain  civil  Perfon’s  Shop  in  the  upper  Walk,  at  the  New 
Exchange,  where  Ihe  promifes  to  be  very  good-natur’d, 
and  let  me  know  more  of  her  Mind. 

COU  R  TINE. 

I’ll  e’en  go  home,  like  a  miferable  Blockhead  as  1  am, 
to  my  Lodging,  and  fleep. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

No,  Ned:  Thou  knoweft  my  good  Chances  have  al¬ 
ways  been  lucky  to  thee :  Who  can  tell  but  this  Lady- 
errant  that  has  feiz’d  upon  my  Perfon,  may  have  a  ftrag- 
gling  Companion,  or  (o,  not  unworthy  my  Friend. 

C  OU  RT  1  N  E. 

’Tis  impoflible. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Not  at  all ;  for,  to  deal  heartily  with  thee  in  this  Bu- 
finefs,  tho’  I  never  faw  her  Face,  or  know  who  fhe  is,  yet 
thus  far  I  am  fatisfi’d,  Ihe  is  a  Woman  very  witty,  very 
well  bred,  of  a  pleafant  Converfation,  with  a  generous 
Difpofuion,  and  what  is  better  than  all,  if  I  am  not  ex¬ 
tremely  mifinform’d,  of  noble  Quality,  and  damnable 
Rich.  Such  a  one  cannot  want  good,  pretty,  little,  Un¬ 
der  Sinners,  Ned,  that  a  Man  may  fool  away  an  Hour  or 
two  withal  very  comfortably. 

COU  R  TINE. 

Why  then  I’ll  be  a  Man  again.  Wife,  avaunt,  and 
r  come  not  near  my  Memory  ;  Impotence  attends  the  very 
Thoughts  of  thee.  At  Seven,  you  fay  this  Evening  ? 
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BEAUGARD. 

Precifely. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

And  lhall  I  go  along  with  thee,  for  a  fraall  Venture  in 
this  Love-Voyage  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

With  all  my  Heart. 

COURTINE. 

But  how  fhall  we  difpofe  of  the  burdenfome  Time,  ’till 
the  happy  Minute  fmiles  upon  us  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

With  Love’s  belt  Friend,  and  our  honed  old  Acquain* 
tance,  edifying  Champaign ,  Ned ;  and  for  good  Company, 
tho’  it  be  a  Rarity,  I’ll  carry  thee  to  dine  with  the  bed  I 
can  meet  with,  where  we’il  warm  our  Blood  and  Thoughts, 
with  generous  Glades,  and  free-hearted  Converfe,  ’till  we 
forget  the  World,  and  think  of  nothing  but  immortal 
Beauties,  and  eternal  Loving. 

COU  RT  I N  E. 


Then  here  I  drike  the  League  with  thee  J  And  now 
Methinks  we’re  both  upon  the  Wing  together. 

Bound  for  new  Realms  of  Joy,  and  Lands  of  Pleafure  : 
Where  Men  were  never  yet  enflav’d  by  Wiving, 

But  all  their  Cares  are  handfomly  contriving 
T’improve  the  noble  Arts  of  perfed  Living.  [Ex. 


1 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Courtine  and  Bba 
'COU  RT  I N  E. 
UT  was  that  thy  Father  ? 

BEAUGARD. 


U  G  A  R  D. 


Yes,  that  civil,  fober,  old  Gentleman,  Courtine ,  is 
my  Father :  And,  to  tell  thee  the  Truth,  as  wicked 
and  as  poor  as  ever  his  Son  wasi  I  fent  him  a  Coidial  of 
V  0  1.  II.  N  * 
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a  hundred  Guineas  this  Morning,  which  he  will  be  fure 
to  lofe  before  to-morrow  Morning,  and  not  have  a  Shil¬ 
ling  to  help  himfelf. 

COURT  INE. 

Methought,  as  I  look’d  into  the  Room,  he  rattled  the 
Box  with  a  great  deal  of  Grace,  and  fwore  half  a  dozen 
Rappers  very  youthfully. 

BEAUGARD. 

Pr’ythee  no  more  on’t,  ’tis  an  irreverent  Theme,  and 
next  to  Atheifm,  I  hate  making  merry  with  the  Frailties 
of  my  Father. 

COU  RT I  N  E. 

But  then  as  to  the  Lady,  Btaugard. 

B  E  AUG  a\  D. 

’Tis  near  the  Hour  appointed,  and  that’s  the  Shop  we 
meet  at ;  the  Millrefs  of  it,  Ccur.ine,  is  a  hearty  Well- 
wilher  to  the  Mathematicks  j  and  her  Influence,  I  hope, 
may  have  no  ill  Effect  o’er  my  Adventure. 

CO  UR  TINE. 

Methinks  this  Place  looks  as  it  were  made  for  Lovino- ; 

O 

The  Lights  on  each  hand  of  the  Walk  look  (lately  ;  and 
then  the  railing  ot  iilk  Petticoats,  the  Din  and  the  Chat¬ 
ter  of  the  pretty  little  party-coloui’d  Parrots,  that  hop  and 
flutter  from  one  fide  to  th’other,  puts  every  Senfe  upon  its 
•proper  Offlce,  and  fe's  the  Wheels  of  Nature  finely  moving. 

BEAUGARD. 

Would  the  Lady  of  my  Motion  would  make  hade,  and 
be  punctual  ;  the  Wheels  of  my  Nature  move  fo  fall 
elfe,  that  the  Weight  will  be  down  before  the  comes. 

Mrs.  FURNISH. 

Gloves  or  Ribbands,  Sir  ?  Very  good  Gloves  or  Rib¬ 
bands,  Choice  of  fine  Efiences.  Captain  Beaugard,  fhall 
I  fell  you  nothing  to  dav  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Truly,  Millrefs  Furnijb ,  I  am  come  to  lay  out  a  Heart 
at  your  Shop  this  Evening,  if  my  pretty  Merchant  Ad¬ 
venturer  don’t  fail  to  meet  me  here. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  FURNISH. 

What,  fhe  that  fpoil’d  your  Devotion  o'Sunday  laft. 
Captain  ? 

d  v  min  a  v  n 


Doft  thou  know  her,  my  little  Furnijh. 

Mrs.  FV  RNI  S  H. 

There  is  a  certain  Lady  in  the  World,  Sir,  that  ha* 
done  me  the  Honour  to  let  me  fee  her  at  my  poor  Shop 
fometimes. 


Enter  Porcia  majk'd,  and Jtands  behind  Beau GARI), 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

And  is  fhe  very  lovely  ? 

Mrs.  FU  R  NIS  H. 

What  think  you,  Sir  ? 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Faith,  charitably  enough. 

M,s.  FURNISH. 

I’ll  fwear  fhe  is  oblig’d  to  you. 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

And  I  would  very  fain  be  obliged  to  her  too,  if  ’twere 
pollible.  Will  fhe  be  here  to-night  ? 

P  0  RC  IN. 

Yes,  marry  will  fhe.  Captain. 

B  EJUGNRD. 

Are  you  there  indeed,  my  little  Picaroon  ?  What,  attack 
a  Man  of  War  of  my  Burden  in  the  Stern,  Pirate  ! 

P  QRC  U. 

Lord,  how  like  a  Soldier  you  are  pleas’d  to  exprefs 
yourfelf  now  ?  I  warrant  you,  to  carry  on  the  Metaphor, 
you  have  forty  more  merry  things  to  fay  to  me  upon  this 
Occafion ;  as  plying  your  Chafe-guns,  laying  yourfelf 
athwart  my  Hawfer,  boarding  me  upon  the  Forecaftle, 
clapping  all  under  Hatches,  carrying  off  the  Prize  to  the 
next  Port  of  Security,  and  there  rummaging  and  rifling 
her.  Alas,  poor  Captain  ! 

N  2 
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C  OU  R  TINE. 

Poor,  Madam  !  he  has  two  Thoufand  a  Year,  and  no- 
thing  but  an  old  Father  to  provide  for. 

P  0  RC1  A. 

Sir,  Is  this  fine,  fober,  brown-bearded  Gentleman  to  be 
your  Steward,  he  underftands  your  Affairs  i'o  well  already  ? 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

The  Truth  on’t  is,  Madam,  he  does  wait  for  an  Office 
under  me,  and  may  in  time,  if  he  behaves  hinfelf  hand- 
fome,  come  to  Preferment. 

CO  URT  IN  E. 

This  I  have  got  by  my  Beard  already.  If  Ihe  fhculd 
but  know  me  now. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Well,  Madam,  are  your  Commands  ready  ?  May  I 
know  the  Talk  I  am  to  undertake,  before  I  lay  claim  to 
the  Happinefs  of  feeing  that  handfome,  homely,  fair, 
black,  young,  ancient,  tempting,  or  frightful  Face  which 
you  conceal  fo  malicioully  ?  For  hang  me,  as  I  have  de- 
ferved  long  ago,  if  I  know  what  to  make  of  this  extra¬ 
ordinary  Proceeding  of  yours. 

PO  RC1  A. 

In  the  firft  Place,  Captain,  this  Face  of  mine,  be  it 
what  it  will,  if  you  behave  yourfelf  as  you  Ihould  do* 
fhall  never  put  you  out  of  Countenance. 

B  E  AU  G  AR  D. 

In  troth,  and  that’s  faid  kindly. 

PORC1A. 

For  I  am  young.  Captain. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

I’m  glad  on’t  with  all  my  Heart. 

P  O  RC  I  A. 

And  if  the  World  fpeaks  truth  not  very  ugly. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

So  much  the  better  Hill. 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

Next,  I’m  no  Hypocrite. 

BEAU- 
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B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Hi 1 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

But  love  my  Pleafures,  and  will  hold  my  Liberty. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Noble. 


P  ORC1A, 

I  am  rich  to'o. 

BEAUGARD. 

Better  and  better. 

P  0  R  C  I  A. 

But  what’s  worft  of  all - 

BEAUGARD. 

Out  with  it. 

P  O  R  Cl  A. 

I  doubt  I  am  fillily  in  Love. 

C  OU  R  TI  N  E. 

With  whom,  dear  Miracle  ? 

PORGIA. 

Not  with  a  marry’d  Man,  fweet  Monfieur  Courtiner 

C  OU  RT 1  N  E. 

Confound  her,  but  (he  knows  me— —Why,  good 
Madam - 

BEAUGARD. 

Nay,  Friend,  no  ruffling  ;  keep  your  Articles  and  keep 
your  Diftance. 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

Have  you  then  made  your  Efcape,  Sir,  from  your  dear 
Wife,  the  Lady-Tyrant  of  your  enchanted  Caftle  in  the 
Country,  to  run  a  wand’ring  after  new  Adventures  here  ? 
Oh  all  the  Windmills  about  London,  beware  ! 

COURT  IN  E. 

Ay,  and  the  Watermills  too.  Madam.— In  the  Devil’s 
¥ame,  what  will  become  of  me. 

P  O  R  C  1A. 

For  the  Quixot  of  the  Country  is  abroad  ;  Murder  by 
his  fide,  Enterprifes  in  his  Head,  and  Horror  in  his  Face. 


N  3 
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COUR  TINE. 

Oh  Lord ! 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

Do  you  know  this  Friend  of  mine  then.  Madam  ? 

P  O  R  CIA. 

I  have  heard  of  fuch  a  Hero,  that  was  very  famous- 
about  two  Years  fince  for  felling  himfelf  to  a  Plantation 
in  the  Country,  for  five  thouland  Pounds :  Was  not  that 
the  Price,  Sir  ? 

COUR  TINE. 

Your  Lady  (hip  is  pleas’d  to  be  very  free,  Madam  J 
that’s  all. 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

So  were  you  at  that  time.  Sir,  or  you  had  ne’er  parted 
with  your  dear  Liberty  on  fuch  reafonable  Terms  furely. 
Blefs  us  !  Had  you  but  look’d  about  you  a  little,  what  a 
Market  might  have  been  made  of  that  tall,  proper,  pro. 
millng  Perfon  of  your’s !  that — 

C  OU  RT  I N  E. 

Hell  confound  thee,  heartily,  heartily. 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

That  Face,  which  now,  o’er-grown  with  rueful  Beard^ 
looks  as  you  had  Hole  it  from  the  Retinue  of  a  RuJJiaH 
Embaffy  !  Fough  !  I  fancy  all  Fellows  that  are  marry’d 
fmell  of  Train-Oil  and  Garlick. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  yet  twenty  to  one,  that  is  a  flinking  Condition 
you’ll  have  a  Defign  to  feduce  fome  poor  doating  Mon; 
Her  or  another  into,  one  Day. 

PORCIA. 

Never  by  that  Badge  of  Slavery,  his  Beard  there. 

BEAUGARD. 

How  that  dear  Proteftation  has  charm’d  me  ? 

C  O  U  RT  I N  E. 

O’  my  Confcience  I  myfelf  could  be  half  reconcil’d  t» 
her  again  too. 

PORCIA. 

In  fliort,  to  give  you  one  infallible  Argument,  that  I 

never 
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rever  will  marry,  I  have  been  marry’d  already,  that  is 
fold:  For,  being  the  Daughter  of  a  very  rich  Merchant, 
who  dying  left  me  the  only  Heirefs  of  an  immenfe  For¬ 
tune,  it  was  my  ill  Luck  to  fall  into  the  Hands  of  Guar¬ 
dians,  that,  to  fpeak  properly,  were  Rafcals ;  for  in  a 
fhort  time  they  confpir’d  amongft  themfelves,  and  for  bafe 

Bribes,  betray’d,  fold,  and  marry’d  ine  to  a - Iiulband, 

that’s  all. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

In  troth,  and  that’s  enough  in  Confcience;  But  where 
is  this  Hulband? 

p  o  r  c  i  a: 

Heav’11  be  thank’d,  dead  and  bury’d.  Captain. 

BEAUGARD. 

Amen,  with  all  my  Heart. 


COURT  1  NE. 

A  Widow,  by  my  Manhood,  a  dowhright  bawdy 
Widow. 


P  O  R  C  I  A. 

What  would  your  Cream  pot  in  the  Country  give  for 
that  Title,  think  you  ? 

CO  U  RT  IN  E. 

Not  more  than  I  would,  that  thy  Hulband  were  alive 
again  to  revenge  my  Quarrel  on  thee. 


BEAUGARD. 

And  what’s  to  be  done,  thou  dear  one  ? 


P  O  RC  1  A. 


Look  upon  me  as  a  Lady  in  Diftrefs,  Captain  ;  and  by 
the  Honour  of  a  Soldier  conlider  on  fome  way  for  my  De¬ 
liverance. 

BE  A  U  G  A  RD. 

From  what?  Where  is  the  Danger  ? 


P  O  R  C  I  A. 

Every  way  it  threatens  me  :  For  into  the  very  Hands 
my  ill  Fortune  threw  me  before,  has  it  betray’d  me  again. 
Friend.. 

N 
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B  E  A  UG  A  RD. 


P  O  R  C  1  A. 

The  Principal  is  an  Uncle,  old,  jealous,  tyrannical  and 
covetous. 

BEAUGARD. 

Hell  confound  him  for  it. 

PORCIA. 

My  Fortune  lying  moft  in  his  Hands,  oblig’d  me  upon 
my  Widowhood  to  give  up  myfelf  again  there  too,  where 
he  has  fecur’d  and  confin’d  me  with  more  Tyranny,  than 
if  I  had  been  a  Pris’ner  for  Murder  ;  guards  me  Day  and 
Night  with  ill-look’d  Rogues,  that  wear  long,  broad* 
terrible  Swords,  and  Hand  Centinel  up  and  down  the 
Houfe  with  Mulketoons  and  Blunderbuffes. 

COURT  INE. 

So,  here’s  like  to  be  fome  Mifchief  going  forward* 
that  one’s  Comfort. 

PORCIA. 

Murder  and  Marriage  are  the  two  dreadful  things  I 
feem  to  be  threatned  with  :  Nowguefs  what  Pity  it  is  that 
ever  either  of  thofe  Mifchiefs  fhould  fall  upon  me. 
BEAUGARD. 

By  the  gallant  Spirit  that’s  in  thee.  I’ll  fairly  be  gib- 
betted  firft. 

PORCIA. 

No  need  of  that.  Captain,  neither  ;  for,  to  fhew  you 
I  deferve  your  Protection,  I  have  had  the  Courage  to 
break  Goal,  run  away,  and  make  my  Efcape  hither,  pure¬ 
ly  to  keep  my  Word  with  you.  Deal  like  a  Man  of 
Honour  by  me  ;  and  when  the  Storm  that  will  follow  is 
a  little  blown  over,  here’s  a  white  Hand  upon’t.  I’ll  not  be 
ungrateful. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  in  token  I  believe  thee,  I’ll  kifs  it  moft  religi- 
oufly. 


COUR' 
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C  OU  RTI N  E. 

Why  the  Devil  did  I  marry  ?  Madam*  one  Word  with 
you  :  Have  you  never  a  marry’d  Lady  of  your  Acquain¬ 
tance,  that’s  as  good  natur’d  as  you,  and  would  fain  be 
a  Widow  as  you  are,  too  ? 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

Why  do  you  alk  f 

COURT  IN  E. 

Becaufe  I  would  cut  her  Hufband’s  Throat,  and  make 
her  one  for  my  own  proper  Ufe. 

P  0  R  C  I  A. 

I’ll  aik  your  own  Lady,  Sir,  that  Queftion,  next  time 
I  fee  her,  if  you  pleafe. 

c.  O  U  RT I N  E. 

Why,  doll  thou  know  her  then  ? 

P  O  R  C  2  A. 

Yes. 

COU  RT  1 N  E. 

Then  I  may  chance  Ihortly  to  have  a  fine  time  on’t :  I 
have  made  a  pretty  Evening’s  Work  of  this.  Heavens  be 
prais’d. 

Enter  two  Men  difguiid. 

1  Man. 

Run  away  leudly  !  Damnation  ! 

2  Man . 

Look  ? 

1  Man. 

By  Heav’n  it  mull  be  Ihe. 

2  Man. 

The  Men  are  well  arm’d. 

1  Man. 

No  matter  ;  we  muft  carry  her,  or  all’s  loft  elfe, 

2  Man. 

I’ll  not  fhrink  from  you. 

I  M ?.n. 

T  hat  s  '.veti  laid — S:r,  f  j  ou  pleafe  a  Word  with  you. 

N  S  BEAU- 
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BEAUGARD. 

With  me.  Sir  ? 

i  Man. 

Y  es, 

BEAUGARD. 

Courthie,  be  civil  a  little. 

I  Man. 

Sir,  it  is  my  Misfortune  to  be  concerned  for  the  Ho¬ 
nour  of  a  Lady  that  has  not  been  altogether  fo  careful 
of  it  herfelf  as  file  ought  to  have  been. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  am  forry  for’t,  Sir. 

I  Man. 

You  being  a  Gentleman  whofe  Charafler  I  have  had 
an  advantageous  Account  of,  I  would  make  it  my  Peti_ 
tion  to  you,  if  fhe  be  of  your  Acquaintance,  not  to  en. 
gage  yourfelf  in  any  thing  that  may  give  me  Occafion  to 
be  your  Enemy. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  I  Ihould  be  highly  glad  of  any  brave  Man’s  Friend - 
fiiip,  and  (hould  be  troubled  if  T  appear  concern’d  in  an y 
thing  that  may  hazard  the  Lofs  of  yours. 

i  Man. 

That  Lady,  Sir,  you  talk’d  withal’s — 

BEAUGARD. 

My  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

I  Man. 

Miftrefs ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Yes,  Miftrefs,  Sir  :  1  love  her,  doat  on  her,  am  dam¬ 
nably  in  love  with  her ;  ihe  is  under  my  Protection  too, 
and  whenever  there’s  Occafion,  as  far  as  this  finful  Body 
of  mine  will  bear  me  out  in  it,  I’ll  defend  her. 

x  Man. 

Do  you  know  her  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

ISIot  fo  vs  ell  as  I  would  do,  Sir, 


i  MAN, 
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I  Man. 

What’s  her  Name  ? 

BE  AUG  A  RD. 

A  Secret. 

i  MAN. 

She  muft  along  with  me,  Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

No,  that  muft  not  be,  Sir. 

2  MAN. 

This  Lady,  Sir  - . 

COURTINE. 


You  lie,  Sirrah — Hah  \— Beaugard ! 

Draw  and  fight.  Porcia  runs  away  fiqueaki’ig.  Cour- 
tine  difiarmshit  Adverfiary,  and  comes  up  to  Beaugard. 

BEAUGARD. 

S:and  fall,  Ned. 

C  OURT1NE. 

Hold  thy  dead-doing  Hand,  thou  Son  of  Slaughter, 

i  M  A  N. 

Sir,  there  may  come  a  time - — 

BEAUGARD.- 

When  you’ll  learn  Manners. 

i  MAN. 

And  teach  ’em  you  too. 

COU  R  TINE.- 
We  are  well  known. 

i  M  A  N. 

And  lhall  not  be  forgotten.  Come,  Friend. 

\_Exeunt  two  Men.  - 

BEAUGARD. 

Confound  ’em  !  this  muft  be  a  Brother,  a  Kinfman,  or 
a  Rival,  he  ply ’d  me  fo  warmly. 

COURTINE. 

’Tis  a  hard  Cafe,  that  a  Man  cannot  hold  civil  Corre- 
fpondence  with  a good-natur’d  Female,  but  prefently  fome- 
hot-headed  Fellow  of  the  Family  or  other  runs  horn  mad 
with  Jealoufy,  and  fancies  his  Blood  fmarts  as  often  as  the 
Woman’s  itches. 


BEAUT 
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B  E  AUG  ARD. 

This  heroic  Perfon’s  Sifter,  Kinfwoman,  his  Miftrefs, 
or  whate’er  fhe  be,  is  like  to  get  much  Reputation  b j 
his  hectoring  and  quarrelling  for  her ;  and  he  as  much 
Honour  by  being  beaten  for  her. 

CO  urtine. 

Nay,  when  Cuckolds  or  Brothers  fight  for  the  Repu¬ 
tation  of  a  back-fliding  Wife  or  Sifter,  it  is  a  very  pretty 
Undertaking,  doubtlefs.  As  for  Example ;  I  am  a  Cuck¬ 
old  now. 

BEAUGARD. 

All  in  good  Time,  Ned ;  do  not  be  too  hafty. 

CO  URTINE. 

And  being  much  troubled  in  Spirit,  meeting  with  the 
Spark  that  has  done  me  the  Honour,  with  a  great  deal  of 
Refpedt  I  make  my  Addrefs — as  thus — ‘Mojl  Noble  Sir, 
you  have  done  me  the  Favour  to  lie  with  my  Wife. 

BEAU  G  ARD. 

Very  well. 

C  O  URTINE. 

Ail  I  leg  of  you  is,  that  you  would  do  your  bejl  E  tide  a. 
<vcur  to  run  me  through  the  Guts  to-morrow  Morning,  and 
it  will  be  the  greatefl  Satisfaction  in  the  World. 

BEAUGARD. 

Which  the  good-natur’d  Whore-mafter  does  very  de¬ 
cently  :  fo  down  falls  the  Cuckold  at  Barn-Elms,  and 
rifes  again  the  next  Day  at  Holborn  in  a  Eallad.  But  all 
this  while,  what  is  become  of  the  Widow,  Ned? 

COURTINE. 

Faith  fhe  has  e’en  dene  very  wifely,  I  think  ;  as  foon  as 
{he  had  fet  us  together  by  the  Ears,  fhe  very  fairly  ran 
foi’t. 

BEAUGARD. 

A  very  noble  Account  of  ourfirfi  Evening’s  Enterprize. 
But  Pox  on’t,  take  Courage  ;  and  ftnee  we  have  loft  this 
Quarry,  let  us  e’en  beat  about  a  little,  and  fee  what  other 
Game  we  can  meet  with.  Enter 
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Enter  Lucrecb  majk'd. 

LUC  RE  CE. 

Sir,  Sir  !  Captain  ! 

CO  URTINE. 

With  you  again,  Beaugard.  Agare  ho ! 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

With  me,  my  Miftrefs? 

LUCRECE. 

Yes,  with  you,  my  Matter, 

COURTINE. 

I  wonder  when,  o’  the  Devil’s  Name,' it  will  come  to 
my  turn. 

LUCRECE. 

Being  a  particular  Friend  of  your’s,  Captain,  I  am  come 
to  tell  you,  the  World  begins  to  talk  very  fcandaloully  of 
you,  Captain. 

BEAUGARD. 

Look  thee,  Sweet-heart,  the  World’s  an  Afs,  and  com¬ 
mon  Fame  a  common  Strumpet :  fo  long  as  fuch  pretty 
good  natur’d  Creatures  as  thou  feemeft  to  be,  think  but 
well  of  me,  let  the  World  be  hang’d,  as  it  was  once 
drown’d,  if  it  will. 

LUCRECE. 

I  mutt  let  you  know  too,  Captain,  that  your  Love- 
Intrigues  are  not  fo  clofely  managed,  but  that  they  will 
fhortly  grow  the  Subjedl  of  all  the  Satire  and  Contempt 
in  Town  :  Your  holding  Converfation  with  a  draggle- 
tail  d  Mask,  in  the  Church-Cloytters,  on  Sunday  ;  your 
meeting  with  the  very  Scandal  here  again,  this  Evening  ; 
fufFering  yourfelf  to  be  impofed  upon,  and  jilted  by  her  ; 
and  at  laft  running  the  hazard-of  a  damnable  Beating  by 
a  couple  of  plaufible  Hedtors,  that  made  you  believe  your 
Miftrefs  had  Honour  enough  to  be  concern’d  for. 

BEAUGARD. 

Really,  my  little  Wolf  in  a  Sheep’s  Fleece,  this  founds 
like  very  good  Dodlrine  ;  but  what  Ufe  mutt  I  make  of 
it,  Chiid  ? " 


L  U- 
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L  UC  RE  C  E. 

Met’ninks,  Captain,  that  ftiould  not  be  fo  hard  to  find 
out  my  letting  upon  you  in  a  Mask  myfelf,  and  railing 
at  the  laft  Woman  that  did  fo  before  me,  might  eafily 
inform  you,  I  have  a  certain  Defign  of  trying  whofe 
Heart's  hardeft,  yours  or  mine. 

COURTINE. 

Then,  my  little  Mifchief,  you  fhould  not  enter  the 
Lifts  upon  unequal  Terms,  with  that  black  Armour  upon 
your  Face,  that  makes  you  look  as  dreadfully  as  the 
Black-Knight  in  a  Romance. 

LUCR  E  C  E. 

Good  Captain,  what’s  that  fober  Gentleman’s  Name  ? 
For  certainly  I  have  feen  him  before  now-. 

B  E  AU  G  A  RD. 

His  Name  in  the  Flefli,  my  pretty  one,  is  Covrtine  ■ 
a  very  honeft  Fellow,  good-natur’d,  and  wicked  enough 
for  thy  purpofe  of  all  Confcience. 

L  U  C  R  ECE. 

Ciurtine !  Elefs  us  for  ever  !  What,  the  Man  that’s 
marry’d  ! 

COURTINE. 

The  Man  that’s  marry’d!  yes,  the'Man' that’s  marry’d. 
’Sdeath,  though,  I  be  weary  on’t,  I  am  not  aftiam’d  of 
my  Condition.  Why  the  Devil  didft  thou  tell  her  my 
Name  ?  I  fhall  never  thrive  with  any  Woman  that  knows 
me.  The  Man  that’s  married  !  Zounds,  I  am  as  fcanda- 
lous  as  the  Man  that’s  to  be  hang’d. 

LUC  RE  C  E. 

But  you’ll  ne’er  be  thought  fo  handfome.  To  make 
few  Words  with  you,  Sir,  I  am  one  that  mean  you  fajrer 
Play  than  fuch  an  inconftant,  fickle,  falfe-hearted  Wande¬ 
rer  as  you  deferves. 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

Then  why  doft  thou  conceal  thyfelf  ?  Thofe  whofe  De- 
figns  are  fair  and  noble,  fcorn  to  hide  their  Faces  ; 
Therefore  give  me  leave  to  tell  the^  Lady,  if  thou 
think’ft  to  make  ufe  of  me  only  to  create  fome  Jealoufy 
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in  another  Woman,  I  am  no  Inftrument  to  be  that  wsy 
manag’d  ;  no,  I  am  conftant,  I — but  if  thou  lov’ft  me—* 
LUCRE  C  E. 

Have  you  any  more  Doubts  that  trouble  you  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

None,  by  this  fweet  Body  of  thine. 

LU  C  RE  C  E. 

Know  then,  Sir,  it  has  been  my  Misfortune  to  watch 
you,  haunt  you,  and  dog  you  thefe  fix  Months ;  being, 
to  my  eternal  Torment,  jealous  of  that  ravenous  Kite 
your  Widow,  your  Widow,  Captain  :  Nay,  fir.ce  I  have 
confeft  my  Weaknefs,  know  from  this  Hour  I’ll  defeat  all 
her  Ambufhes,  all  the  falfe  Baits  fhe  lays  to  enfnare  your 
Heart,  ’till  I  obtain  the  Victory  of  it  myfelf,  much  more 
my  Due,  in  that  I’m  not  beneath  her  in  Beauty,  Birth, 
or  Fortune,  or  indeed  any  thing  but  her  Years,  Captain, 
therefore  if  you  have  that  Merit  the  World  reports  of 
you,  make  the  beft  ufe  of  this  prefent  Advice  ;  and  fo 
farewel,  ’till  you  hear  from  me  further.  [Exit. 

BEAUGARD. 

Now  may  I  do  by.  my  Miftrefl.es  as  the  Boys  do  by 
their  Farthings,  huflle  ’em  in  a  Hat  together,  and  go  to 
Heads  or  Tails  for  ’em — Hah  !  Let  me  never  fee  Day 
again,  if  yonder  be  not  coming  towards  us  the  very  Raf- 
cal  I  told  thee  of  this  Morning,  our  faux  Atheift ;  now 
will  I  Ihew  thee  as  notable  a  Spirit  as  ever  pall  upon  the 
ignorant  World  for  a  fine  Perfon,  and  a  Philofopher. 

Enter  Da  r  e  d  e  v  i  l. 

What,  Daredevil,  a  good  Evening  to  thee  :  Why,  where 
haft  thou  been,  old  Blafphemy,  thefe  forty  Hours  }  I 
lhall  never  be  converted  from  Chriftianity,  if  thou  doft 
not  mind  thy  bus’nefs  better. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Been,  quoth  a !  I  have  been  where  I  have  half  loft  my 
honeft  Senfes,  Man  :  Would  any  Body  that  knows  me, 
believe  it  ?  Let  me  be  bury’d  alive,  if  the  Rogues  of  the 
Parilh  I  live  in  have  not  indifted  me  for  a  Papift. 

BEAU. 
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B  E  A  U  G  ARD. 

The  Devil  ?  a  Papift  ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

Pox  on  ’em,  a  Papift  ;  when  the  impudent  Villains  know 
as  well  as  I  do,  that  I  have  po  Religion  at  all. 

CO  URTIN  E. 

No  Religion,  Sir  ?  Are  you  of  no  Religion  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Is  he  an  honeft  Fellow,  Beaugard? 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh,  a  very  honeft  Fellow  ;  thou  may’ft  truft  him  with 
thy  Damnation,  I’ll  warrant  thee  :  Anfwer  him,  anfwer 
him. 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  never  go  to  Church,  Sir. 

C  0  URTIN  E. 

But  what  Religion  are  you  of? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Of  the  Religion  of  the  Inner-Temple,  the  Common- 
Law  Religion  ;  I  believe  in  the  Law,  truft  in  the  Law, 
enjoy  what  I  have  by  the  Law  :  For  if  fuch  a  Religious 
Gentleman  as  you  are  get  fifty  Pounds  into  my  Debt,  I 
may  go  to  Church  and  pray  till  my  Heart  akes ;  but  the 
Law  muft  make  you  pay  me  at  laft. 

C  OU  R  T  1  N  E. 

’Tis  certainly  the  Fear  of  Hell,  and  Hopes  of  Happi- 
nefs  that  makes  People  live  in  Honeily,  Peace,  and  Union 
one  towards  another. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Fear  of  Hell !  Hark  thee,  Beaugard ;  this  Companion 
of  thine,  as  I  apprehend  is  but  a  fort  of  a  lhallow  Mon- 
fter.  Fear  of  Hell !  No,  Sir,  ’cis  fear  of  Hanging.  Who 
would  not  fteal  or  do  murder,  every  time  his  Fingers 
itch’d  at  it,  were  it  not  for  fear  of  the  Gallows  ?  Do 
not  you,  with  all  your  Religion,  fivear  aimoft  as  often  as 
you  fpeak ;  break  and  profane  the  Sabbath  ?  L'e  with 
your  Neighbours  W.vcs i  And  covet  their  Lilates,  t  tv  y 
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be  better  than  your  own  ?  Yet  thofe  things  are  forbid  by 
R'ligion,  as  well  as  Stealing  and  cutting  of  Throats  are. 
No,  had  every  Commandment  but  a  Gibbet  belonging  to 
it,  I  Ihould  not  have  had  four  King’s  Evidences  to-day, 
fwear  impudently  I  was  a  Papift,  when  I  was  never  at 
Mafs  yet  fince  I  was  born,  nor  indeed  at  any  other  Wor- 
Ihip  thefe  twenty  Years. 

COU  RT  1 NE. 

Why  then,  Sir,  between  Man  and  Man,  you  are  really 
of  no  Religiou  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 


Maybe  I  am.  Sir :  may  be  I  am  not.  Sir  :  When  you 
come  to  know  me  better,  twenty  to  one  but  you’ll  be  bet¬ 
ter  fatisfy’d. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Does  your  Honour  think  there  may  be  a  Devil  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  never  faw  him,  Sir.  , 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

Have  you  a  mind  to  fee  him  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

I’d  go  fifty  Miles  barefoot,  to  fee  but  a  Fiend  that  be¬ 
long’d  to  his  Family* 

BE  AUG  A  R  D. 


That’s  a  damn’d  Lye,  to  my  Knowledge :  For  I  faw  the 
Rogue  fo  fear’d,  that  his  Hair  flood  upright,  but  at  the 
fight  of  a  poor  black  Water- Spaniel,  that  met  him  in  the 
Dark  once. 

COURT  INE. 

What  think  you  of  your  Confcience  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 


I  do  not  think  of  it  at  all  Sir  ;  it  never  troubles  me* 

COURTINE. 

Did  you  ever  do  a  Murder  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  won’t  tell  you. 
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COURTINE. 

Thou  art  the  honeiler  Fellow  for  it;  I  love  a  friencsy 
Rogue,  that  can  keep  f  ch  a  Secret,  at  my  Heart. 
DARED  EVIL . 


Do  you  ? 
Ay. 


COUR  TINE. 


B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

So  that’s  well  faid  ?  now  we’ll  to  work  with  him  pre- 
fentiy.  Doft  thou  hear,  Daredevil,  this  honeil  Friend  of 
mine  is  fomething  troubled  in  Spirit,  and  wants  a  little  of 
thy  ghoftly  Advice  in  a  Point  of  Difficulty-. 

DAREDEVIL . 

Well,  and  what  is’t  ?  I  lhall  be  civil,  and  do  him  all 
the  good  I  can. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

In  few  Words,  he’s  marry’d,  plagued,  troubled,  and 
Hag-ridden  by  the  eternally  tormenting  Witchcraft  of  a 
vexatious,  jealous  Familiar,  call’d  a  Wife. 

DAREDEVIL . 

A  Wife  !  that  ever  any  Fellow  that  has  but  two  Grains 
of  Brains  in  his  Scull,  ffiould  give  himfelf  the  trouble  to 
complain  of  a  Wife,  fo  long  as  there  is  Arfenick  in  the 
World ! 


BE  AUG  A  RD. 

Nay,  it  is  a  mere  Saame,  a  fcandalous  Shame,  wheo 
it  is  fo  cheap  too. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Would  you  have  me  pbifon  her  ?' 

DAREDEVIL. 

Poifon  her !  ay,  what  would  you  do  with  her  elfe, 
you  are  weary  of  her  ? 

COURTINE. 

But  if  I  ffiould  be  called  to  a  terrible  Account  for  fuch 
a  thing  hereafter  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Crofs  my  Hand  with  a  Piece  of  Sil¬ 
ver,. 


Hereafter ! 
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ver,  that  is  to  fay, - give  me  threePence - three  Pence, 

my  deareft— — 

C  0  URTINE. 

Well,  and  what  then  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Why,  for  that  mconfiderable  Sum  I’ll  be  Security  for 
thee,  and  bear  thee  harmlefs  for  hereafter  ;  that’s  all, 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Faith,  and  cheap  enough  of  all  Confcience. 

C  O  U  RT 1  N  E. 

This  is  the  honefteft  Acquaintance  I  ever  met  withal* 
Beaugard. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Oh,  a  very  honeft  Fellow,  very  honeft. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Pr’ythee  then.  Daredevil,  if  that  be  thy  Title,  fince 
we  have  fo  happily  met  this  Evening,  let  us  grow  more  in¬ 
timate,  and  eat  and  drink  together. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Faith  and  troth,  with  all  my  Heart :  Pox  on  me,  Boy, 
but  I  love  drinking  mightily  ;  and  to  tell  ye  the  truth 
on’t,  I  am  never  fo  well  fatisfied  in  my  out-of-the-way 
Principles,  as  when  I  am  drunk,  very  drunk.  Drunken- 
nefs  is  a  great  Quieter  of  the  Mind,  a  great  Soother  of 
the  Spirit. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  (hall  we  be  very  free,  my  little  Atheiftical  dis¬ 
believing  Dog  ?  Wilt  thou  open  thy  Heart,  and  fpeak 
very  frankly  of  Matters  that  fhall  be  namelefs  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Much  may  be  done  ;  I  feldom  hide  my  Talent,  l  am  n<J 
Niggard  of  roy  Parts  that  way, 

BEAUGARD. 

To  tell  thee  a  Secret  then,  Daredevil,  we  two  are  this 
Night,  for  fome  weighty  Confiderations,  to  give  a  Treat 
to  the  People  of  the  Duke's  Theatre,  after  the  Play’s 
done,  upon  their  Stage ;  we  are  to  have  the  Mufick 
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too  ;  and  the  Ladies  ’tis  hop’d,  will  not  deny  us  the  Fa- 
vour  of  their  fair  Company.  Now,  my  dear  Iniquity,  (hall 
we  not  think’ft  thou,  if  we  give  our  Minds  to  it,  pafs  an 
Evening  pleafantly  enough  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Rot  me,  with  all  my  Heart :  I  love  the  Projeft  of 
Treating  upon  the  Stage  extremely  too.  But  will  there, 
will  there  be  none  of  the  Poets  there  ?  Some  of  the  Poets 
are  pretty  Fellows,  very  pretty  Fellows  ;  they  are  mod  of 
’em  my  Difciples  in  their  Hearts,  and  now  and  then  ftand 
up  for  the  Truth  manfully. 

BEAUGARD. 

Much  may  happen  :  But  in  the  next  place,  after  Sup¬ 
per  we  have  refolved  to  dorm  a  certain  enchanted  Cadle, 
where  I  apprehend  a  fair  Lady,  newly  enter’d  into  League 
with  an  honed  Friend  of  thine,  call’d  myfelf,  is  kept  a 
Pris’ner,  by  an  old,  ill-natur’d,  fnarling  Dog  in  a  Man¬ 
ger,  her  Guardian.  Thou  wilt  make  one  at  it,  wilt  thou 
not,  my  little  Daredevil  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Dam’me,  we’ll  burn  the  Houfe. 

COURTINE. 

Dam’me,  Sir?  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ?  You  be¬ 
lieve  no  fuch  thing. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Words  of  courfe,  Child,  mere  Words  of  courfe :  We 
ufe  an  hundred  of  ’em  in  Converfation,  which  are  indeed 
but  in  the  nature  of  Expletives,  and  fignify  nothing  ;  as 
Dam'me,  Sir ;  Rot  me,  Sif-i  Confound  me.  Sir  ;  which 
purport  no  more  than  So,  Sir ;  And,  Sir  ;  or  Then,  Sir , 
at  the  worft  :  For  my  part,  I  always  fpeak  what  I  think  ; 
no  man  can  help  thinking  what  he  does  think  :  So  if  I 
fpeak  not  well,  the  Fault’s  not  mine. 

BEAUGARD. 

Didinguilh’d  like  a  Learned  School-Divine. 

COURTINE. 

When  meet  we  at  the  Play-Houfe  then  ? 


D  ARE- 
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DAREDEVIL. 

Before  the  Clock  ftrike  Nine. 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

Where  we’ll  have  Mufick,  Women,  Mirth. 
DAREDEVIL. 

And  very  much  good  Wine.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  III.  SCENE.  I. 


Enter  Beaugard,  Courtine,  and  Daredevil. 


BEAUGARD. 

IS  not  this  living  now  ?  Who  that  knew  the  Sweets 
of  Liberty,  the  uncontioul’d  Delights  the  Free¬ 
man  taftes  of,  Lord  of  his  own  Hours,  King  of  his  own 
Pleafures,  juft  as  Nature  meant  him  firft; 

Courted  each  Minute  by  all  his  Appetites, 

Which  he  indulges  like  a  bounteous  Mafter, 

That’s  ftill  fupply’d  with  various  full  Enjoyments ; 

And  no  intruding  Cares  make  one  Thought  bitter. 

D  AR  ED  EV  IL. 

Very  well  this;  this  is  all  but  very  well. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Nay,  not  one  Rub,  to  interrupt  the  Courfe 
Of  a  long  rolling,  gay,  and  wanton  Life. 

Methinks  the  Image  of  its  like  a  Lawn 
In  a  rich  flow’ry  Vale,  its  Meafure  long. 

Beauteous  its  Profpeft,  and  at  the  End 
A  lhady  peaceful  Glade,  where,  when  the  pleafant  Race 
is  over. 

We  glide  away,  and  are  at  rell  for  ever. 

BE  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Who,  that  knew  this,  would  lethimfelf  be  a  Slave 
To  tne  vile  Cuftoms  the  World’s  debauch’d  in  ? 

Who’d  interrupt  his  needful  Hours  of  Reft  ;  to  rife  and 

yawn 
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yawn  in  a  Shop  in  Cornhill?  Or,  what’s  as  bad,  make 
a  fneaking  Figure  in  a  great  Man’s  Chamber,  at  his  ri- 
fing  in  a  Morning?  Who  would  play  the  Rogue,  Cheat, 
Lie,  Flatter,  Bribe,  or  Pimp,  to  raife  an  Eftate  for  a 
Blockhead  of  his  own  begetting,  as  he  thinks,  that  fliall 
wafte  it  as  fcandaloufly  as  his  Father  got  it  ?  Or  who, 
Ccuriine,  would  mairy,  to  beget  fuch  a  Blockhead  ? 
COURTINE. 

No  body,  but  fuch  a  Blockhead  as  myfelf,  Beaugard , 
that’s  certain ;  but  I  will,  if  poffible,  atone  for  that  Sin 
of  mine  in  the  future  Courfe  of  my  Life,  and  grow  as 
zealous  a  Libertine  as  thou  would  wifh  thy  Friend  to  be. 
DAREDEVIL. 

Thefe  are  Rogues  that  pretend  to  be  of  a  Religion  now  ! 
well,  ail  that  I  fay,  is,  Honeft  Atheifm  for  my  Monty. 
BEAUGARD. 

No,  grant  me  while  I  live  the  eafy  Being  I  am  at  pre- 
fent  poiieft  of ;  a  kind,  fair  She,  to  cool  my  Blood,  and 
pamper  my  Imagination  withal;  an  hontF  Friend  or  two 
like  thee,  Courtine,  that  I  dare  truft  my  Thoughts  to  ; 
generous  Wine,  Health,  Liberty,  and  no  Dilhonour,  and 
when  I  a  Ik  more  of  Fortune,  let  her  e’en  make  a  Beggar 
of  me.  What  fay’ft  thou  to  this  Daredevil*  Is  not  this 
coming  as  near  thy  Dodlrine  as  a  younger  Sinner  can  con- 
veniently. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Nay,  I  have  very  great  Hopes  of  you,  that’s  my  Com. 
fort. 

COURTINE. 

But  why  did  we  part  with  the  Women  fo  foon  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh,  Courtine ,  Reputation,  Reputation  !  I  am  a  young 
Spark,  and  mull  Band  upon  my  Credit,  Friend  ;  the 
Rogues  that  cheat  all  the  Week,  and  go  to  Church  in  clean 
Bands  o 'Sunday,  will  advance  no  necefiary  Sums  upon  Wy 
Revenues  elfe,  when  there  may  be  an  Occafion  :  BefidesI 
have  a  Father  in  Town,  a  grave  fober,  ferious  old  Gen¬ 
tleman,  call’d  a  Father. 
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DAREDEVIL. 

•One  that  will  Drink,  Rant,  Whore,  and  Game,  and  is 
as  full  of  Religion  as  his  worlhipful  Son  here. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Hal 


Enter  Father. 


FATHER. 

Very  well,  very  noble,  truly  Son!  This  is  the  Care  you 
are  pleafed  to  take  of  my  Family  !  Sit  up  all  Night,  drink. 
Whore,  fpend  your  Eftate,  and  give  your  Soul  to  the  De¬ 
vil!  a  very  fine - Hickup - This  Aquamirabilis  and 

the  old  Hock  does  not  agree  with  my  Stomach. 

BEAUGARD. 

Daredevil,  (lick  to  me  now,  and  help  me  out  at  a  dead 

lift,  or  I  am  loll  for  ever. - Sir,  I  hope  my  being  here, 

has  not  done  you,  nor  any  Friend  of  yours,  an  Injury. 

FATHER. 


Injury  !  No  Sir,  ’tis  no  Injury  for  you  to  take  your 

fwillin  Plenty  and  Voluptuoufnefs - Hickup - while 

your  poor  Father,  Sirrah,  mult  be  contented  to  drink 
paltry  Sack,  with  dry -bon’d,  old,  batter’d  Rogues,  and 
be  thankful.  You  mud  have  your  fine,  jolly,  young  Fel¬ 
lows,  and  bonny,  buxom,  bravvny-bumm’d  Whores,  you 
Dog,  to  revel  with,  and  be  hang’d  to  you,  mull  you  ? 
Sirrah,  you  Rogue,  I  have  loll  all  my  Money. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  am  forry  for  it.  Sir. 

FATHER. 

Sorry  for  it,  Sir  ! — Hickup — Is  that  all  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

If  thou  art  very  poor,  old  Fellow,  take  a  Twinging 
Dofe  of  Opium  and  lleep  upon’t  j  ’tis  the  belt  thing  in  the 
World  for  old  Gentlemen  that  have  no  Money.  Or  wilt 
thou  be  good  Company  ?  Wilt  thou  lit  down  and  crack  a 
Bottle,  old  Boy  ?  Hah  ? 
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FATHER. 

Heh  !  crack  a  Bottle  f 

BARED  EVIL. 

Ay,  crack  a  Bottle :  What  fay’ll  thou  to  that  comfort¬ 
able  Proportion. 

COUR  TINE. 

Come  Sir,  here’s  your  good^Health,  and  to  your  better 
Fortune. 

FATHER. 

A  very  honeft  Fellow,  Jack :  Thefe  are  very  honed 
Fellows.  What  is  your  Name,  Friend  ? 

D  ARE  D  E  V IL. 

My  Name  is  Daredevil,  Friend  ;  of  the  ancient  Family 
of  the  Daredevils  in  the  North,  that  have  not  had  a 
Church  in  their  Parilh,  Chaplain  in  their  Houfe,  Prayers 
Publick  or  Private,  or  Graces  at  Meals,  fince  the  Conqueft. 

FAT  HE R . 

Sir,  I  have  heard  much  of  your  Family  ;  it  is  a  very 
ancient  honourable  Family  :  and  I  am  glad  to  find  my  Son 
has  made  Choice  of  fuch  a  Noble  Acquaintance. — Sir, 
my  Service  to  you. — I  proteft,  a  Cup  of  pretty  Claret, 
very  pretty  Claret. 

COUR  TINE. 

And  he  has  top’d  it  off  as  prettily.  I’ll  fay  that  for  him. 

FATHER. 

Jack,  I  have  loll  all  my  Money,  Jack. 

BE  A  U  G  ARD. 

Have  you  been  robb’d.  Sir  ? 

F  AT  H  E  R. 

Robb’d,  Sir  1  No,  Mr.  Saucy-face,  I  have  not' been 
robb’d,  Sir,  but  I  have  been  nick’d,  Sir,  and  that’s  as  bad, 
Sir.  You  are  a  worthy  Perfon,  and  I’ll  make  you  my 
Judge. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Come  along  then. 

FATHER.  * 

The  Main  was  Seven,  and  the  Chance  Four  ;  I  had 
juft  thirty  Pounds  upon  it,  and  my  laft  Stake :  The 

Caller 
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Caller  threw,  nothing  came  .of  it ;  I  chang’d  his  Dice  ; 
ht  threw  again,  to  as  little  Purpofe  as  before. 

DAREDEVIL, 

Very  ftrange,  truly, 

FATHER. 

I  chang’d  his  Dice  again,  he  threw  again  :  So  he  threw, 
and  I  chang’d  ;  and  I  chang’d,  and  he  threw,  for  at  leaft 
half  an  Hour ;  till  at  laft — Do  you  mark  me  ?  —the  Dice 
pow’d’ring  out  of  the  Box — 

DAREDEVIL . 

That’s  plain. 

FATHER . 

One  on  ’em  trips  againft  the  Foot  of  a  Candleflick,  and 
i^)  comes  two  Duces,  two  Duces,  Sir,  do  you  hear?  And 
fO  I  loft  my  Money.  No,  Sir,  I  was  not  robb’d,  Sir ; 
but  I  loft  upon  two  Duces:  And  that  was  fo  hard  For¬ 
tune,  that  I’ll  hold  you,  or  any  Man  living,  fifty  Pounds 
to  ten,  that  he  does  not  throw  two  Duces  before  Seven 
again. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Two  Daces  before  Seven !  Two  Duces  are  not  to  be 
thrown,  Sir,  not  to  be  thrown. 

BE  AUG  A  RD. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  you  are  fo  rich.  Sir. 

FATHER. 

Rich,  quoth  ’  a  !  Pr’ythee  be  quiet,  I  am  not  worth  a 
Shilling,  Man.  But,  Sir,  here  you  are  a  Lord  at  large, 
enjoy  your  Drink  and  your  Drabs,  fit  up  all  Night  in  the 
Fulnefs  of  Iniquity,  with  worthy  Efquire  Daredevil  of  the 
North  here,  with  a  Pox  to  you;  whilft  I  mult  be  kept, 
without  a  Shilling  in  my  Pocket — - — ■‘■But,  Sir,  -  - 
BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  I  fent  you  an  hundred  Pounds  Y'efterday  Morning. 

FATHER. 

Well,  Sirrah,  and  I  have  had  ill  Luck,  and  loft  it  all  t 
What  then  ? 
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B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Sir,  to  avoid  Difpute,  {hall  I  make  one  Proportion  to 
you  ? 

FATHER. 

Heh  !  With  all  my  Heart.  Look  you,  yackj-h oy,  I  am 
no:  againft  thy  taking  thy  moderate  Diverfions,  fo  long 

as  I  fee  thou  keepeft  good  Company,  neither.  But - 

fneak  what  Ready-money  thou  haft  into  my  Hand,  and 
fend  me  the  reft  of  t’other  Hundred  to  my  Lodging. 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Do  you  think  it  reafonable,  that  as  often  as  two  Duces 
are  thrown  before  Seven,  I  muft  advance  an  hundred 
Pounds  to  make  the  Devil’s  Bones  rattle.  Sir  ? 

FATHER. 

Sirrah,  you  are  a  Rebel  j  and  I  could  find  in  my  Heart 
to  cut  your  Throat.  Sir,  have  you  e’er  a  Father  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

No,  Sir. 

FATHER. 


No,  Sir  ? 

DARE  DEVIL. 

No,  Sir  ;  I  broke  his  Heart  long  ago,  before  I  came 
to  be  at  years  of  Difcretion  :  I  hate  all  Fathers,  and  al¬ 
ways  did. 

FATHER. 

Oh  Lord !  hark  you.  Sir,  what’s  that  Fellow’s  Profelfion? 
COU  RT I N  E. 


Oh,  an  Atheift,  Sir ;  he  believes  neither  God  nor  the 
Devil. 

FATHER. 

’Sbud,  I’ll  bruftle  up  to  him.  Are  you  an  Atheift,  Fel¬ 
low  ?  hoh  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Yes,  Sir,  I  am  an  Atheift. 

FATHER. 

And  what  think  you  will  become  of  you  when  you  die  ? 
hoh  i 
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DAREDEVIL. 

I  ftiall  be  buried  fix  Feet  under  Ground  to  prevent 
ftinking,  and  there  grow  rotten. 

FATHER . 

Oh  Lord ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

If  I  chance  to  be  hang’d  being  a  lulty  Sinewy  Fellow, 
the  Corporation  of  Barber-Chirurgeons,  maybe,  beg  me 
for  an  Anatomy,  to  fet  up  in  their  Hall.  I  don’t  take 
much  care  of  myfelf  while  I  am  living  ;  and  when  I  am 
dead,  whatever  happens  to  me  will  never  trouble  me. 
FATHER. 

No  more  to  be  faid  ;  my  Son’s  in  a  very  hopeful  way 
to  be  damn’d,  that’s  one  Comfort.  Impudent  Rogue, 
You  keep  Company  with  the  Devil’s  Refident !  You  con- 
verfe  with  Foreign  Minifters,  and  deny  your  Father  a  little 
dirty  Money  !  Fogh,  Poltroon  ! 

B  E  A  UG  ARD. 

This  is  Very  hard.  Sir :  But  if  Ten  Guineas  will  do 

you  any  Service—' . — 

FATHE  R.  ' 

Ten  Guineas  ?  Let  me  fee  ;  ten  Guineas  are  a  pretty 

little  piddling  Sum,  that’s  the  truth  on’t;  but  what  will 
it  do,  Jacky  boy  ?  Serve,  may  be  to  play  at  Ticktack  in 
an  Afternoon,  three  Hits  up  for  a  Piece,  or  fo  ;  but  when 
will  that  recover  my  Hundred  again  ?  Ten  Guineas  l 

Pox  o’thy  Ten  Guineas.' - Well,  let  me  fee  the  Ten 

Guineas  though, - let  me  fee  them  a  little - Jacky-hoy, 

Jacky ,  Jack - You  have  drunk  damnable  hard  to  Night, 

you  Rogue  !  you  are  a  drunken  Dog,  I  believe- - — 

Han’t  you  had  a  Whore  too,  Jacky  —  e  e  e - 

You’ll  get  the  Pox,  Sirrah,  and  then— But  if  thou  doll, 
I  know  a  very  able  Fellow,  an  old  Acquaintance  of  mine 
—Ten  Guineas,  Jacky! 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

There  they  are,  Sir,  and  long  may  they  lafi;  you." 
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FATHER. 

Make  ’em  twenty,  Jacky-xogxxQ  ;  •  you  Plttrop- 
cheek’d,  merty-ey’d  Rogue,  make  ’em  twenty — make 
cm  fifteen  then - Jacly-boy,  Jac-ky ,  Jack,  Do  faith. 

BE  A  UGARD. 

Upon  my  Duty,  you  have  ftripp’d  me,  Sir. 

FATHER. 

Then  do  you  hear.  Friend,  you  Atheift,  that  are  fo 
-free  of  your  Soul ;  let  us  fee  if  you  dare  venture  a  little  of 
your  Money  now — Come  \Draws  out  a  Boa  and  Dice] 
Seven’s  the  Main  :  I’ll  hold  you  ten  Pounds  to  two,  two 
Duces  does  not  come  before  S:ven. 

BEAUGARD. 

At  him,  Daredevil ;  Beggar  him  once  more,  and  then 
we  fhall  be  rid  of  him. 

DAREDE  V  l‘L. 

Done,  Sir,  done ;  down  with  your  Money. 

FATHER. 

Here,  you  blafphemous  Dog. — Doftthou  love  Hazard? 
■DAREDEVIL. 

Dearly,  from  the  Bottom  of  my  Heart,  Sir. 

F  AT  HE  R. 

I  love  thee  the  better  for’t :  Come  along— Seven— 

DAREDEVIL. 


Right. 


Seven. 


FAT  HE  R. 

[Throve i  two  Dueet. 
DAREDEVIL. 

- You  have  loft,  Sir. 


Two  Duces  1 — 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Damn  me.  Sir,  lay  your  Hand  upon  my  Money  ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

Damn  me.  Sir,  ’tis  my  Money;  I  won  it  fairly. 

E  EAUGARD. 

Now,  Courti ttt,  now— 
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C  O  U  RT 1 N  E. 

Now,  look  to’t,  Atheift  ! 

FATHER. 

Son  of  a  Whore,,  you  lie.  Thus  to  my  Hat,  I  fweep 
the  yellow  Scoundrels,  and  draw  my  S  word  in  witnels 
th’are  my  own. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Nay  then  I’ll— — — 

COURT  IN  E. 

Hold,  Sirs,  no  drawing  Swords,  no  quarrelling. 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  am  glad  on’t,  with  all  my  Heart;  for  though  I  am 
cot  much  afraid  of  the  Devil,  I  hate  a  draw'n  Sword 
mortally. 

BEAUGARD. 

Good  Sir - 

F  AT  H  E  R. 

Stand  off, — —Dogs,  Atbeiils  win  my  Money!—— 
Ralcal— Good-morrow.  [Exit* 

BEAUGARD. 

Till'next  time  two  Duces  come  before  Seven  and  then 
I  am  fure  to  fee  or  hear  from  you  again  infallibly. 

COURTINE. 

How  doll  thou  intend  to  difpofe  cf  this  wild,  extrava¬ 
gant  old  Father  of  thine,  Beaugard  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

I'hope  to  find  him  run  fo  far  in  Debt  within  this  Fort¬ 
night,  that  to  avoid  the  Calamity,  he  fhall  be  forced  to 
compound  with  me  for  his  Freedom,  and  be  contented' 
with  a  comfortable  Annuity  in  the  Country  ;  thai’s  all  my 
Hopes  of  him. 

COURTINE. 

Which  he’ll  fell  in  one  Quarter  of  a  Year,  and  returns 
to  old  London  again,  for  t’other  Game  at  Hazard. 

BEAUGARD. 

No,  like  a  wife  Guardian,  I’ll  take  care  of  the  cona 
O  3  trary,., 
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trary,  lay  it  too  far  out  of  his  reach,  and  tie  it  too  fad 
for  him.  Why  how  now,  Daredevil?  What  in  the 
Dumps  ?  ’Tis  an  unruly  old  Gentleman,  but  yet  he  has 
fome  Religion  in  him.  Daredevil. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Yes,  Pox  on  him,  to  cheat  me  of  my  Money.  Tis 
well  he  was  your  Father,  SF. 

C  0  U  RT 1  N  E. 

Why? 

D  A  REDE  VIL. 

Had  he  been  rr.y  own,  by  thefe  Ililts  I  would  have 
faw’d  his  old  Windpipe  afunder  upon  the  Spot.  Rob  me 
of  my  Right ! 

COURTINE. 

Does  he  love  Fighting  fo  well  then  ?  I  thought  mod 
of  your  Atheifts  had  not  much  car’d  for  that  impertinent 
Exercife. 

DAREDE  VIL. 

’Tis  a  little  impertinent,  that  I'll  grant  you,  for  honed 
Fellows  to  fall  out,  fquabble,  and  cut  one  another’s 
Throats,  to  fpoil  good  Company :  But  when  my  Ho¬ 
nour’s  injured - 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Then,  I  know,  thou  art  implacable.  But  for  a  foolilh 
trifling  Sum  of  Money— 

DAR  E  DEVIL. 

Trafli,  Trafh,  Dungbil,  and  Filthinefs  1  I  give  it  away 
to  my  Wenches  and  my  Servants ;  we  part  with  it  to  every 
{Body,  upon  all  Occafions.  He  that  values  Money  de- 
erve  s  never  to  have  the  Benefit  of  it. 

BEAUGARD. 

A  very  noble  Fragment  of  Philofopby.  But  Courtire> 
the  Morning  is  new  rifen  again,  and  I  have  received  In_ 
telligence  this  Night  by  a  certain  Minifler,  I  keep  for 
fuch  Offices,  where  my  poor  diflreiTed  Widow  is  held  in 
Durance  :  If  thou  th inkeit  there  may  be  arty  Hopes  for 

thee 
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thee  upon  the  Coaft  I  am  bound  for,  let  us  embark  toge¬ 
ther,  and  good  Luck  attend  us. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

No,  I  have  other  Projedts  o’foot :  Marriage  has  crack’d 
my  Credit  fo,  that  no  body  that  knows  my  Condition 
cares  to  dwell  with  me.  Therefore  I  am  refolv’d  to  fet 
out  for  new  Difcoveries,  and  try  how  I  can  thrive  where 
my  Name  is  a  Stranger. 

BE  AUG  A  R  D. 

What,  this  Morning  ! 

C  OURTIN  E. 

This  very  Morning  :  Fortified  with  Bourdeaux  as  I  am, 
will  I  ilTue  forth  ;  and  let  all  draggling  Wives,  Widows,, 
and  Virgins  have  a  care  of  their  Cargoes. 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Nobly  refolv’d,  and  good  Fortune  guide  thee.  Thot# 
Daredevil,  wilt  not  part  with  me  :  thou  art  more  a  FrienJ 
than  to  leave  thy  Difciple,  when  there  is  good  fubilan- 
tial  Sinning  like  to  go  forward.  May  be  we  may  do  a 
Murder  before  we  part ;  fomething  that  is  very  wicked 
we’lhnot  fail  of. 

DAREDEVIL. 

With  all  my  Heart,  let  us  fire  a  Houfe  or  two,  poifon 
a  Conftable,  and  all  his  Watch,  ravifh  fix  Cinder- women 
and  kill  a  Beadle. 

BE  A  U  GARD. 

Shall  we  do  all  this  ? 

DA  RE  DEVIL. 

Do’t  1  I’ll  do’t  myfelf. 

BEAUGARD. 

Thou  art  the  very  Spirit  of  Iniquity. 

Enter  Footman^ 

FOOTMAN.. 

Sir,  Captain  Beaugard, 

O  4. 
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BEAUGARD. 

With  me.  Friend  ? 

FOOTMAN. 

Sir,  there  is  a  mask’d  Lady,  in  a  Chair,  at  the  Conaer> 
of  the  Street,  defires  a  Word  with  you  inftantly. 

BEAUGARD . 

Tell  her,  I’m  her  Vaffal,  and  will  wait  on  her  this 
Moment.  Gout  tine.  Good-morrow. 

COURTINE. 

Gone  already  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Trading  comes  in,  Friend,  and  I  muff  mind  my  Cal¬ 
ling,  that’s  all.  A  Ions,  Daredevil. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Friend,  farewel  to  thee  ;  if  either  of  us  are  run  through 
the  Lungs,  or  (hot  in  the  Head,  before  we  meet  again, 
let  us  hear  from  one  another  out  of  the  Lower  World, 
how  Matters  go  there,  and  what  Entertainment  they  give 
us. 

COURTINE. 

You  will  find  me  a  very  civil  Correfpondent,  Sir. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Farewel. 

COURTINE. 

The  fame  good  WHh  to  you.  Sir.  Now  will  I  out  in¬ 
to  the  middle  of  the  Street,  play  at  Blind-man’s  Buff  by 
rayfelf,  turn  three  times  round,  and  catch  who  I  can. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street.  E  nter  BeaWGARD 
and  Daredevil. 

BEAUGARD. 

This  (hould  be  the  Place,  and  yet  1  fee  no  Chair. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Then  let  us  all  fail  to  Mifchief. 
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B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Pr’ythee,  a  Kctle  Patience,  though  it  be  a.  Virtue,  dear 
Temptation. 

^nter  another  Footman. 

FOOTMAN. 

Sir,  is  your  Name  Captain  Beaugard  ? 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Yes,  my  dear  Mercury,  I  am  the  happy  Man.. 

FOOTMAN. 

Then,  Sir,  this  Letter  is  for  you. 

BEAUGARD.  P 

Stay  till  I  read  it,  Friend. 

FOOT  M  A  N. . 

Sir,. it  requires  no  Anfwer. 

BEAUGARD. 

What  Jilt’s  Trick,  now  !  —  Sir, - to  meet  us  with  your 

S  words  in  your  Hands  this  Morning  behind  the  Corner  Houfe 
of — By'my  Stars,  a  Challenge  from  the  termagant  Sparks 
that  fell  upon  us  laft  Night.  Why,  what  a  deal  of  Love, 
and  Honour  have  I  upon  my  Hands  now  ?  Daredevil 
thou  canft  fight  ?  . 

“  DAREDEVIL. 

Why,  is  there  any  occafion  ? 

BE  AUG  AR  D. 

Only  a  Challenge,  Daredevil ,  that’s  all.  See,  there’s 
aBreakfaft  for  thee,  if  thou  haft  any  Stomach  to’t : 

DAREDEVIL. 

Idle  Rogues,  Rafcals,  He&ors !  'Never  mind  ’em  ;  hang? 
’em,  thefe  are  fome  hungry  Varlets  that  want  Dnners  f. 
let  us  break  the  next  Windows,  and  never  think  on’t„. .  1 

Enter  fix  Ruffians.'. 

1.  R  U  F  F  I A  N. 

Thefe  are  our  Quarry  j  be  fure  we  feize  them.  both.  I> 
the  Coach  ready. 

PS 
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2  RUFFIAN.  -J 

At  the  next  Corner. 

i  RUFFIAN. 

Fall  on  them.  Sir,  you  are  our  Prifoner. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Villains!  Rogues!  Thieves!  Murder!  Thieves ;  Raf- 
cals,  you’ll  not  murder  me  ? 

i  RUFFIAN. 

Nay,  Sir,  no  Noife,  no  ftruggling,  as  you  tender  you* 
Safety. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Daredevil,  Dog,  Coward,  draw  thy  Sword  and  refcuo 
me.  , 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  am  terrify  Td,  amaz’d  ;  fome  Judgment  for  my  Sins  is 
fallen  upon  me;  alas,  I  am  in  Bonds  too  1  Have  mercy 
on  my  Soul,  and  don’t  flay  me,  Gentlemen. 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Damnation  !  Blinded  !  Rafcals  !  Villains*  Ruffians  l 
Murder  ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

Oh  Daredevil,  Daredevil,  what  will  become  of  thee  } 

[ Exeunt , 

Et.ter  Theodoret  and  Gracuh. 
THEODORE  T. 

This  Generofity  makes  good  thy  Charafler, 

That  thou’rt  the  braveft  Man,  and  truell  Friend  ; 

How  Ihall  I  deferve  this  from  thee  ? 

GRATIAN. 

I  Ihould  be  unjuft,  both  to  myfelf,  and  the  dear  Me¬ 
mory  of  thy  Noble  Brother,  whole  Friendlhip  was  f© 
dear  to  me,  fhould  my  true  Sword  be  idle  in  thy  Caufe. 
Befades,  the  Love  which  I  profefs  to  Porcia, 

TeJJs  me  a  Rival  muft  not  tamely  carry  her. 
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THEODORE  T. 

She  is  thy  Right :  My  dying  Brother,  her  foon-for- 
gotten  Husband, 

But  thy  remember 'dFriend, with  his  laftBreath  thus  told  me? 
I  have  a  Friend,  Grattan,  the  Man  my  Heart 
Has  cherilh’d  moll ;  we  from  our  Youth  were  Rivals 
For  my  dear  P orcia  :  Tell  him,  if  f  die, 

I  left  her  to  him,  as  the  deareft  Legacy 
I  could  bequeath  r  Bid  him  be  tender  of  her. 

For  lhe’11  deferve  it  from  him. — Would  Ihe  did.  [A fide* 

G  R  A  T  I  A  N. 

Heav’n  knows,  it  is  my  Curfe,  fpite  of  her  Scorn, 
love  her  to  Madnefs ;  nor  fliall  this  Man  of  War,  this 
French- bred  Hero,  win  her  with  nothing  but  his  Cap  and 
Feather  :  I  wonder  he  is  not  come  yet. 

THEODORE  T. 

I  have  heard  the  Man  is  gallant ;  but  in  Honeily,  as 
thou  art  my  Friend,  I  wilh  thou  would!!  hear  a0od  Counfel 
G  RAT  IAN. 

Thine  mull  be  Noble. 

THE  O  DOR  ET. 

I’d  have  thee  think  no  more  of  this  proud  Woman 

G  RAT  I A ty. 

I  wilh  ’twere  poflible. 

THEODORE  T. 

Their  Sex  is  one  grofs  Cheat ;  their  only  Study 
How  to  deceive,  betray,  and  ruin  Man  : 

They  have  it  by  Tradition  from  their  Mothers, 

Which  they  improve  each  Day,  and  grow  more  exquHhe* 
Their  Painting,  Patching,  all  their  Chamber  Arts, 

And  public  Allegations,  are  but  Tricks 
To  draw  fond  Men  into  that  Snare,  their  Love. 

G  RAT  IAN. 

Would  this  could  cure  mine. 

■THEODORE  T. 

When  we’re  caught  fall,  ’cis  then  they  (hew  their  Na- 
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Grow  haughty. proud,  to  vex  the  Wretch  they’ve  conquer’d 
Tho’  the  fame  Hours  they  glance  abroad  for  new  ones.. 
But  let  a  Woman  know  you’re  once  her  Slave, 

Give  her  once  Teftimony  that  you  love  her. 

She’ll  always  be  thy  Torment,  jilt,  defjgn. 

And  pra&ife  Ends  upon  thy  honeft  Natuie* 

So  ftrong  is  their  Antipathy  to  Truth. 

G  R  A  T  I A  N. 

But  let  a  Fool - • 

THEODORE T. 

Oh  give  them  but.  a  Fool, 

A  (enielefs,  noify,  gay,  bold,  briftling  Blockhead",. 

A  Rafcal  with  a  Feather,  and  Cravat-llring, 

No  Brain,  io’s  Head  a  vain,  pert,  empty  B_ogue, 

That  can  prim,  dance,  lifp,  or  lye  very  much, 

They’re  loft  for  ever :  Tney’ll  give  all  they  have 

To  Fools,  or  for  ’em. - 

G  R  AT  1 A  N. 

But,  my  Friend,  this  granted. 

Grant  Porc;a  this,  and  more,  as  (he’s  the  Relidt. 

Of  thy  dear  Brother,  and  my  valued  Friend, 

The  Injury  {he  brings  upon  thy  Honour 
Muft  not  be  flighted  ;  and  that’s  my  Caufe  now. 

TREOD  O  R  ErT. 

There  thou  o’ercom’ft  me :  Still  our  Men  of  Mettle 
Delay  their  Time  ;  the  Day  grows  late  ;  let’s  walk 
Down  by  yon’  Wall ;  may  be  they  have  mifs’d  the  Place: 
Beftdes  I  fancy  Company  is  coming  this  way,  and  we  may 
be  prevented. 

Methtaks  I  would  not  lofe  fo  fine  a  Morning,  and  do 
nothing. 

G  RAJ  IAN. 

L  Nor  I,  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Sylvia  and  L  v  c  r  e  t  i  a.. 

0* 

S  Y L  V  1A. 

Oh  Larm*,’twas  the  Pangs  of  Jealoufy,  curft  Jealouly,, 
that  brought-  me  hither. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Where  lodg’d  you  then  laft  Nighc  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Here,  in  this  Houfe,  my  Coufin  Portia's  Houfe  r  I 
met  her  late  lall  Night,  juft  as  I  alighted,  harafs’d  with  my 
j'ourney,  and  the  Caufe  of  it :  Had  fhe  not  took  pity  of 
me,  Heaven  knows  how  my  Perplexities  would  have  dftV 
pofed  me  ! 

LU  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

What,  in  this  Houfe  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Here,  in  this  very  Houfe. 

LUCRETIA. 

L?m  glad  I  know  it  ;  I’ll  take  fuch  care  it  fhall  not  be 
long  a  Secret.. 

SYLVIA. 

The  Garden  opening  thus  upon  the  Fields,  invited  me 
to  take  the  Morning-air  here  ;  for  Sleep’s  a  Gueft  that 
Hays  but  little  with  me.  Why  figheft  thou.  Lucres? 

L  U  C  R  E  I  1  A. 

I’m  thinking  why  my  Coufin  Portia  fhould  chufe  this 
Refidencei 

S  r  L  VIA. 

’Tis  for  a  Lover,  Lucrece  ;  Btaugard  courts  her,  a 
Friend  and  lewd  Companion  of  my  falfe  Husband’s. 

LUCRETIA. 

I  know  him  but  too  well. 

SYLVIA , 

Why,  doll  thou  love  him  ?. 

L& 
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L  V  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

So  much  that  I  can  neither  eat,  drink,  nor  fleep  in 
peace,  for  the  tormenting  Thoughts  o  him. 

SYLVIA. 

By  Heavens  I  pity  thee.  Oh  nave  a  care  of  Marriage, 
Lucrece,  Marriage  ;  ’twill  be  thy  Bane,  and  ruin  thee  for 
ever.  Marriage  fpoils  Faces ;  How  I  look  with  Mar. 
riage. 

LUCRETIA. 

I  fee  no  Change. 

S  r  L  V  I  A. 

No  Change  !  I  have  not  flept  fix  Nights  in  peace  fince 
the  curil  Day  I  wedded. 

LUCRETIA. 

Will  then  a  Husband  fpoil  ones  fleep  fo  fadly  ? 

SYLVIA. 

A  Husband’s,  Lucreci,  like  the  Wedding-Clothes  j 
Worn  gay  a  Week,  and  then  he  throws  ’em  off, 

And  with  ’em  too  the  Lover :  Then  his  Days 
Grow  gay  abroad,  and  his  Nights  dull  at  home  : 

He  lies  whole  Months  by  thy  poor  longing  Side 
Heavy  and  ufelefs,  comes  faint  and  loth  to  Bed, 

Turns  him  about,  grunts,  fnores :  and  that’s  a  Husband, 

LUCRETIA. 

Is  Courtine  fuch  a  one  ? 

SYLVIA . 

’Tis  pain  to  tell  thee  the  Life  I  lead  with  him.  He’s 
colder  to  me,  than  Adamant  to  Fire  ;  but  let  him  loofe 
among  my  K.itchen-Furniture,  my  Maids,  never  was 
feen  fo  termagant  a  Towfer  :  He  loves  a  nafty,  foul-fed, 
fulfome  Drab,  and  fcorns  the  tender  Joys  my  Arms 
invite  him  to.  To  be  defpis’d  at  that  rate,  fo  dilho- 
nour’d,  makes  me  even  curfe  the  Chance  that  made  roe 
Womia  :  Would  I  had  been  any  Creature  elfe. — See 
yonder,  yonder  he  comes :  Thy  Mask,  thy  Mask,  dear 
Lucrece. 

L  l\ 
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L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Farewell ;  I’ll  away,  and  leave  ye  fairly  both  together. 

[Exit. 

Enter  C  o  v  r  t  i  n  e. 

CO URT1NE . 

What,  fly  thy  Ground,  faint  Soldier  !  How,  another  V 
Nay  then  ’twas  nobly  done  !  two  to  one  had  been  odds 
elfe  :  Had  it  not,  pretty  one  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Why,  who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

C  OURTINE. 

E’en  a  wandering  Knight,  that  have  forfaken  my 
Caftfe  in  the  Country,  and  am  come  up  to  Town  for  Pre¬ 
ferment  truly, 

SYLVIA. 

And  one  would  think  fo  proper,  a  lufty,  well-made 
Fellow  as  you  are  fhould  not  be  long  out  of  Employ¬ 
ment. 

COU  RT 1  N  E. 

Doft  thou  know  me,  my  Deareft  ? 

SYLVIA. 


No.  ^ 

COURT  1  N  E. 

Then  I  am  fure  thou  canft  have  no  Exception  againS 


me. 

S  Y  L  VIA. 

But  fuppofe  I  had  a  mind  to  a  little  farther  Acquain* 
tance  with  you;  what  then,  Sir  ? 

C  OU  RT  INE. 

Why,  then  thou  may’ll  reafonably  fuppofe  that  I’ll 
make  no  evil  Ufe  of  thy  good  Inclinations  ;  Faith  there 
are  very  pretty  Gardens,  hereabouts,  let  us  commit  a 
Trefpafs  for  once,  break  into  one  of  ’em,  and  roll  a  Ca¬ 
momile-walk  together  this  Morning. 

SYLVIA. 

O  Lord,  Sir! 

COU  Ri 
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COURTINE. 

She’s,  coming  already  . 

S  T  L  V  I  A. 

If  Ilhouldlet  you  make  advantage  of  my  Weaknef3- 
now,  you  would  be  falfe  afterwards,  forfake  me,  and 
break  my  Heart. 

COURTINE. 

Pretty  Eool  !,  what  innocent  Scruples  Ihe  makes  ! 

STL  VIA. 

Have  you  no  other  Miltrefs  already  ?  have  you  no  En¬ 
gagements  that  will  return  hereafter,  upon  your  Heart  to 
my  Prejudice  ? 

COURTINE. 

Shall  I  fwear  ! 

S  T  L  V  I  A: 

But  han’t  you  truly  ? 

COURTINE. 

If  I.  have,,  may  that  blue  Mountain  over  our  Heads 
there,  fall  down  and  crulh  me  like  a  pelted  Toad. 

SYLVIA. 

To  fhew  you  then  that  I  deferve  your  Faith-^ 

COURT  LN  Ei 

What  wilt  thou  fhew  me  ? 

L  T  L  V  I  A. 

A  Face  which  I  am  not  afham’d  of,  tho’  you’d  per* 
haps  be  fcandaliz’d  when  you  fee  it. 

COURTINE. 

The  Devil  take  me  if  I  am- tho’,'  fo  it  prove  not  very 
horrible  indeed. 

S  T  L  V  1  A. 

What  think  you  then.  Sir,  is  it  fuch  a  one  as  you 
look’d  for  ? 

COURTINE. 

My  own  Wife  ? 

S  hi  V  1  A , 

Yes,  thy  unhappy  Wife. 
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Thou,  falfe,  deceitful,  perjur’d,  lhamelefs  Wietch : 
Have  I  deferv’d  this  from  thee  ? 

COURTINE. 

Pox  confound  her — 

[Takes  out  a  Book  and falls  a  reading, 
SYLVIA. 

Is  this  the  Recompence  of  all  my  Love  ? 

Did  I  bellow  my  Fortune  on  thy  Wants, 

Humble  myfelf  to  be  thy  Dove-like  WifeJ:  , 

And  is  this  all  I’m  worth  f 

COURTINE. 

Wealth  is  a  great 

Provocative  to  am’rous  Heat  £ Readfi$ 

For  what  is  worth  in  any  thing, 

But  fo  much  Money  as  ’twill  bring  ? 

Hudibras,  Part  the  Second,  Canto  the  Fir  11. 

SYLVIA. 

Patience  direfl  me  1  have  I  wrought  my  Nature 
To  utmoll  Sufferance,  and  moll  low  Contentment  ? 

Set  my  poor  Heart  to  Cares  ?  have  I  been  bled 
With  Children  by  thee,  to  be  left  with  Scorn, 

Call  off,  neglefled,  and  abandon’d  vilely  ? 

Speak,  is  not  this  hard  Ufage  ? - > 

COURTINE . 

Umph! 

SYLVIA. 

Umph  !  What’s  Umph  ? 

COURTINE. 

Umph,  that’s  I,  Child ;  Umph  is  I,  I,  I,  my  Dear* 

SYLVIA. 

Death;  Death,  and  Torments!  Cut  my  wretched 
Throat,  don’t  treat  me  thus:  By  Heav’n  I’ll  bear’t  co 
longer. 

COURTINE, 

No  more* 


S  YLVIA. 


330  The  Atheist:  O, 

S  Y  L  VIA. 

I  have  done  Sir. 

C  OU  RT 1 N  E. 

What  do  you  at-  London  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Is  it  a  Fault  to  follow  what  I  am  fond  of? 

CO  U  RTINE. 

Can’t  I  enjoy  my  Pieafure,  take  my  Freedoms,  but  you 
mull  come,  and  fpoil  the  high-feafon’d  Dilh,  with  your 
infipid,  whining,  fenfeiefs  Jealoufy  ? 

S  r  L  V  I  A. 

Pr'ythce  forgive  me.' - 

C  O  U  R  T I N  E. 

Where  did  you  lodge  lalt  Nigh'.  ? 

S  Y  L  V  I  A 
Here  with  a  Kinfwoman  ; 

May  be  you  know  her  not ;  her  Name  is  Portia, 

COURTINE. 

Death  !  Beaugard's  Widow  !  now  I  am  finely  fitted^ 
What  at  this  Houfe  ? 

SYLVIA, 

This  very  Houfe  !  that  Door 
Opens  into  the  Garden,  let  us  walk  there  * 

Won’t  you  go  with  me.  Courting  ? 

COURTINE. 

No. 

SYLVIA. 

Pr’ythee  do.  Love. 

Don’t  be  thus  cruel  to  me. 

COUR TINE . 

Then  promife  one  thing. 

And  may  be  my  good-nature  lhall  be  wrought  upon. 

SYLVIA. 

I’ll  grant  thee  any  thing  ;  fpeak,  try,  m’Obedience. 

COUR  TINE. 

Then  promiie  me,  that  during  your  Abode 

la 
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In  this  fweet  Town,  which  I  love  very  dearly, 

That  let  me  ramble,  fleer  what  Courfe  I  will. 

Keep  what  late  Hours,  and  as  I  pleafe  employ  ’em. 

That  you’ll  be  (till  an  humble,  civil  Doxy, 

And  pry  into  no  Secret  to  diflurb  me. 

SYLVIA. 

Well,  ’tis  granted. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Oh  then.  I’ll  be  dutiful. 

SYLVIA . 

Enter  you  firft. 

COURT  IN  E. 

No - 

SYLVIA. 

Oh,  then  you'll  forfake  me; 

You  feek  but  Opportunity  again  to  leave  me. 

COURT1NE. 

Well,  fince  I  am  trapt  thus. 

Like  a  poor  Beaft  that  wanted  better  Pafture, 

There  is  no  Replevin,  and  I  muft  to  Pound.  [ Exeunt » 

Enter  Theodoret,  Gratian,  and  Lucretia. 

THEODORE  T. 

What,  in  this  Houfe  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

t  Here,  in  this  very  Houfe  ; 

My  Coufin  Sylvia,  Courtine's  jealous  Wife, 

Coming  to  Town,  lodg’d  with  her  here  laft  Night. 

THEODORET. 

No  more,  I  guefs  the  Caufe  we’re  difappointed. 

Do  thou  go,  Grattan ,  mufter  what  Friends  ’tis  poffible  j 
I’ll  try  my  Intereft  too ;  we’ll  ftorm  your  Fortrefs, 
Enchanted  Lady,  though  your  Giant  guard  it. 
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SCENE  change i  to  the  Injidc  of  a  very  fair  Houfet 
Adorned  with  rich  Furniture  and  Lights. 

Enter  Rujfan'y  with  Beaugard,  and  Daredevil. 

BEAUGARD. 

Dogs !  Rafcals!  Villains  !  how  do  you  intend  to  deal 
with  us  ? 

i  RUFFIAN. 

Much  better  than  your  Language  has  deferv’d,  Sir. 

\They  unbind  ' etru 

BEAUGARD. 

Sirs,  for  this  noble  LYsge,  had  I  a  Sword  or  Piftol  about 
me,  I  would  reward  yoa  moil  amply. 

[They  all  bow  and  'withdraw. 
A  Plague  of  your  Civility  !  where  the  Devil  are  we  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Where  are  we,  quotha  !  why,  we  are  in  a  Palace, 
Man.  Pr’ythee  look  about  thee  a  little. 

BEAUGARD. 

By  Heav’n  here’s  a  Paracife  ;  hark  Daredevil  l  MufTc 
too  J 

DAREDEVIL. 

I’ll  be  hang’d  if  ’ds  not  a.  bawdy  Dancing-School  t 
fome  better  Whores  than  ordinary  defigning  a  private 
Ballum  Rancum,  have  pitch’d  upon  our  two  proper  Per¬ 
sons  for  the  Bus’nefs  j  we  are  like  to  have  a  fwinging  time 
on't,  Beaugard. 

BEAUGARD. 

A  Plague  o’your  Cowardife  1  you  were  whining  and 
praying  juft,  now,  and  be  bang’d  to  you. 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  praying  !  Pr’ythee  be  quiet  Man,  I  never  pray’d  in 
Tty  Life,  nor  ever  will  pray  :  Praying  quotha !  that’s  a 
merry  jell  with  all  my  Heart. 

BEAUGARD. 

Impudent  Poltroon  l  He  Paid  two.  Dozen  of  Pater - 
N'Jjirs  within  this  half  Hour,  and  every  Jolt  the  Coach 

gave. 
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rave  was  afraid  the  Devil  would  have  torn  him  to  pieces. 
DAREDEVIL. 

Odd,  I  like  this  Contrivance  very  well  :  Look,  Beau - 
jard,  what  comes  yonder  ?  ’sheart,  two  Devils  in  Petti¬ 
coats,  how  my  Guts  Ihrink  together ! 

Enter  t  web  lack  Womtn. 
BEAUGARD . 

Heyday  !  Lady  Blackamarts  !  nay  then  we  are  certainly 
enchanted.  What  are  you  too,  Maids  of  Honour  to  the 
Queen  of  Pomou&ey  ?  and  is  this  one  of  her  Palaces  i  not 
a  Word  !— — — 

D  A  REDE  V1L. 

How  I  long  now  to  be  familiar  with  one  of  thofe  SoO- 
ty-fac’d  Harlots  !  I  would  beget  a  chopping  black  Son  of 
a  Whore  upon  her,  in  defiance  to  the  Prince  of  Dark- 
nefs. 

Enter  a  Dwarf. 

BEAUGARD . 

What,  another  too  of  the  fame  Complexion  ?  this  mull 
be  her  Majefty’s  Page. 

DAREDEVIL . 

A  Pimp,  I’ll  warrant  him;  he’s  fo  very  little,  pert, 
and  dapper,  the  Rogue  looks  as  if  he  could  infinuate  him- 
felf  through  a  Key-hole. 

D  IV  A  R  E. 

Welcome,  thou  beft-belov’d  Man  of  the  fair  World. 

BEAUGARD. 

Well,  Sir,  and  what’s  the  Service  you  have  in  order  to 
command  me  ? 

D  W  A  R  F. 

My  Orders  are  to  lead  you  to  repofe  on  a  rich  Bed  pre¬ 
pared  for  Red  and  Love. 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  faid  it  was  a  Pimp ;  what  a  fmooth-tongu’d  little 
Raical  ’us ! 


BEAU - 
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B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

A  very  pretty  fort  of  an  Amufement  this :  But  pr’y- 
thee,  young  Damine,  why  to  Bed  ?  ’tis  but  now  Day, 
and  the  Sun  new  rifen ;  for  I  have  not  been  a-bed  all 
Night,  my  little  Monfter  ;  I  know  how  the  Time  goes. 
Child. 

DWARF. 


Such  are  the  Orders  of  the  Power  I  ferve. 

For  you  are  come  a  long  unmeafurable  Journey, 
DAREDEVIL. 


Hah! 

D  W  A  R  F. 

Drawn  by  wing’d  Horfes  through  the  untrail  Air. 

BE  AU  G  ARD. 

A  Pox  upon  thee  for  a  little,  black,  lying,  well- in¬ 
truded  Rafcal ;  but  fince  it  is  the  Cuflom  of  the  Place, 
and  my  laft  Night’s  Fatigue  requires  it.  I’ll  accept  of  the 
Offer,  and  difpenfe  with  an  Hour  or  two  of  Sleep,  to  fit 
me  for  better  Exercife  when  I  awake  again. 

[Sits  down  in  a  Chair  to  be  widrejl. 

^DAREDEVIL. 

Drawn  by  wing’d  Horfes  through  the  Air,  faid  he  ; 
if  this  lhould  be  true  now,  what  would  become  of  us  ! 
Methought  indeed  the  Coach  whew’d  it  away  a  little  faf- 
ter  than  ordinary. 

U'Vhile  Beaugard  is  undrejjing  the  two  Black  Women  dance . 
BEAUGARD. 

A  very  notable  Entertainment  truly,  and  your  little 

Black  Ladylhips  have  tript  it  moil  featly.- - 

\The  Women  advance  towards  him. 
What,  and  mull  you  take  Charge  of  me  now  ! — With 
all  my  Heart.  Daredevil,  farewel  to  thee ;  but  that  I 
am  in  hopes  of  a  better,  I’d  invite  thee  for  a  Bedfellow. 

\Women  lead  in  Beaugard. 
D  A  R  EDEV IL. 

Bedfellow,  quotha  !  would  I  were  a*bed  with  any 

Bed- 
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Bedfellow  that  I  was  fare  had  but  Flelh  and  Bones  about 
him. 

D  W  A  R  F. 

Come,  Sir,  you  are  my  Charge. 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  hope  your  little  Implhip  will  be  civil  to  me  :  Pray, 
Sir,  what  Place  is  this  ? 

DWARF. 

A  Cryllal  Caftle  built  by  Enchantment  in  a  Land  un¬ 
known  to  any  but  the  Fair  One  that  commands  it ;  The 
Spirits  of  the  Air  keep  guard  about  it,  and  all  obey  her 
Charms. 

DARED  EVIL. 

Oh,  Lord!  and  what  Religion  is  the  Lady  of? 

DWARF. 

That’s  a  Secret,  you’ll  know  more  of  hereafter. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Lead  on  then  :  Now  in  the  lower  World,  whence 
I  come  lately,  were  this  known. 

How  would  the  Fate  in  Ballad  be  lamented. 

Of  Daredevil  the  Atheift  that’s  enchanted.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Gratian  and  Theodore  t. 

G  R  A  T  I A  N. 

THESE  are  your  Men  of  Honour  now  ;  I  never 
knew  a  bluftering,  roaring,  fwafhing  Spark,  that, 
at  the  bottom,  was  good  for  any  thing. 

THEODORE  T. 

Your  faux  Braves  always  put  on  a  Shew  of  more  Cou¬ 
rage  than  ordinary  j  as  your  beggarly  half-Gentlemen 

always 
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always  wear  tawdry  and  finer  Cloaths  than  their  Fortune 
will  afford  them. 

G  RA  7  1A  N. 

But  to  lie  conceal’d  in  private  in  the  Houfe  with 
her  I 

THEODORE  T. 

Dam’  her,  fhe’s  a  Proflitute  ;  has  given  herfelf  already 
to  his  Arms. 

G  R  A  T  1 A  N. 

Yet,  I’ll  warrant  you,  fhe  has  an  Excufe  for  that  too, 
if  it  be  fo  ;  as,  alas !  you  know,  Woman  is  but  a  weak 
Veil'd. 

THEODORE  T. 

A  Pox  o’  the  Weakness  of  her  VeiTel !  Dam’  her  ! 
would  my  Sword  were  in  her  Throat  !  But  will  our 
Friends  be  ready  ? 

G  R  A  T  1 A  N. 

Moft  punctually.  It  was  an  odd  old  Fellow  that  which 
we  met  with.  Was  he  certainly  Beaugard? s  Father  ? 

THEODORE  T. 

No  body  can  fwear  that,  for  his  Mother  was  a  Wo* 
man  ;  but  that  merry- conceited  old  Gentleman  has  the 
Honour  of  it ;  He  has  the  Title,  but  whofe  was  the  Pro¬ 
perty,  that  I  dare  not  determine. 

G  R  A  T  1  A  N. 

I  hope  he’ll  be  as  good  as  his  Word  with  u*< 

THEODORE  T. 

It  will  not  be  amifs  if  it  prove  fo.  See,  here  he 
comes  too. 

Enter  Father  and  Fovrsins. 

FATHER. 

You  lye,  you  Dog,  you  Scanderieg  Varlet,  you  lye. 
Do  not  I  know  that  he  fat  up  all  Night  with  a 
Confort  of  Whoremafters  and  Harlots ;  and  have  you 

z  the 
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the  Impudence  to  tell  me  he  is  not  at  Home  ?  Da  not  I 
know,  Villain,  that,  after  a  Debauch,  he  will  out-fnore 
a  Fleet -ftreet  Conftable  and  all  his  Watch,  for  fix  Hours ; 
and  dare  you  tell  me,  he  is  not  at  home,  you  Cater¬ 
pillar. 

FO  URSINE. 

Upon  the  Word  of  a  true  Valet  de  Chambre,  Sir,  I 
deal  fincerely  and  honeftly  with  you. 

FATHER. 

No  more  to  be  faid  :  But,  Sirrah,  do  you  take  No¬ 
tice  in  his  Behalf,  and  tell  him,  he  (hall  pay  for  this ; 
pay  for  it,  do  you  hear,  you  Mongril  ?  Fob  me  off  with 
ten  flinking  Guineas,  when  I  had  loft  a  hundred  !  Fiends 
and  Furies,  I’ll  not  bear  it.  Good-roorrOw,  my  li.tle' 
Thunder- bolts  !  What  fay  you,  my  tiny  brace  of  Blua- 
derbuffes  ?  can  I  be  ferviceable  ?  (hall  we  about  the  Bu- 

finefs  while  it  is  practicable  ?  hah  ? - 

THEODORE  T. 

Have  you  confider’d  of  it  thoroughly,  Sir  ? 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Trouble  thy  Head  no  farther;  I’ll  do’t,  my  Darlino-. 
THEODORE  T. 

'  Have  you  confider’d.  Sir,  that  (he  is  your  Son’s  Mif- 
trefs  ? 

FATHER. 

So  much  the  better  dill,'  I’ll  fwinge  her  the  ftout- 
lier,  for  alienating  his  Affections  from  his  natural  Fa¬ 
ther. 

G  RAT  I  A  N. 

But  fuppofe  you  (hould  meet  him  too  there  in  her  De« 
fence,  Sir  ? 

FATHER. 

Still  better  and  better,  and  better  for  that  very  rea- 
fon,  for  I  would  fwinge  him  too  with  much  fatherly 
Difciphne,  and  teach  him  the  Duty  which  a  Son,  with 

Vot,  II.  P  , 


338  The  Atheist  :  Or, 

a  great  deal  of  Money*'  owes  an  honeft  old  Daddy  that 
has  none. 

THE  0  DO  RET. 

Very  pioufly  refolv’d,  this;  that’s  the  truth  on’t.  Cut 
Sir,  1  would  have  you  fatisfy’d  into  the  Bargain,  that  this 
will  be  no  trifling  matter.  No  Boys  Play,  old  Til¬ 
bury. 

FATHER. 

Boys  Play,  Sir  ?  I  can  fight,  Sir  ;  Though  I  am  an 
old  Fellow,  I  have  a  Fox  by  my  fide  here,  that  will  fnarl 
upon  Occafion.  Boys  Play !  I  don’t  underftand  your  Boys 

Play,  Sir - 

T  HEO  DO  RET. 

I  would  not  have  you  take  my  Plainnefs  ill.  Sir  :  I 
only  hinted  it,  to  deal  with  you  according  to  an  old  Fa- 
fhion  of  Sincerity,  which  I  profefs :  Sir,  I  hope  you  are 
not  offended  at  it. 

F  AT  H  E  R. 

Then,  to  reflify  all  Miftakes,  let  us  fairly  have  a 
Breakfaft,  hoc  Momento.  I  have  a  fort  of  gnawing  Cou¬ 
rage,  that  when  it  is  provoked,  always  gives  me  a  Sto¬ 
mach  to  a  favoury  Bit,  and  a  cheerful  Bottle.  I  hate  to 
be  run  through  the  Guts,  with  nothing  in  ’em  to  keep  the 
Wind  out, 

GRATTAN 

Very  well  propos’d,  I  think;  for  we  have  more 
Friends  to  meet  us  at  a  Tavern  hard  by  here,  where  we 
intend  to  wifh  our  Enterprife  well  in  a  bonny  Bottle  or 
two,  and  then  about  it  as  cheerfully  as  we  can. 

FATHER. 

Very  well  faid,  that :  This  is  a  pretty  Fellow,  I’ll  war¬ 
rant  him.  Now,  if  my  Rebel  be  run  through  the  Midriff 
in  this  Bufinefs,  I  am  the  next  Heir  at  Law,  and  the  two 
thoufand  Pounds  a  Year  is  my  own,  declare.  Come  along 
my  little  Spit-fires. 


Nous 
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Nous  aliens. 

Braves  frippons. 

Sans  fcavoir  ou  nous  aliens. 

Six  Bumpers  in  a  Hand  to  him  that  drills  the  firft  Whore- 
mafter  through  the  fmall  Guts. 

G  R  A  T  I A  N> 

We’ll  pledge  it  heartily,  Sir. 

FATHER. 


You  are  both  my  honeft  Bo/s,  my  bell  Children,  march 
along  then  bravely  and  boldly.— I  mull  borrow  Money  of 
thefe  Fellows  before  I  part  with  ’em.  Nous  allons,  braves 
frippons.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Court  in  e. 


COUR  TINE. 

Oh  the  unconfcionable  Importunity  of  an  unfavour/, 
phlegmatick,  cold,  infipid  Wife !  By  this  good  Day, 
Ihe  has  kifs’d  me  till  I  am  downright  fick ;  I  have  had  io 
much  of  her,  that  I  (hall  have  no  Stomach  to  the  Sex  this 
Fortnight. 


>  Enter  Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. 

My  DeareH,  pray  my  Deareft,  don’t  thus  leave  me : 
By  this  kind  Kifs  J  beg  it. 

COURT1NE. 

Oh,  the  Devil ! 

SYLVIA \ 

Look  kindly  on  me;  fpeak  to  me.—* 
COURTINB. 

Plague  intolerable  ?  —  — 

SYLVIA. 

Indeed,  my  Dear,  I  love  you  with  fueb  Fondnefs ! 
Pjay  /peak, 

GQVRTINE. 

B  $ 
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S  r  L  V  1  A. 

Why,  sn’t  you  well  ? 

CO  U  RT  IN E. 

Oh,  there’s  a  fudden  Faintnefs  comes  e’er  my  Spirits  ! 
Oh,  I’m  very  lick!  Leave  me,  if  thou  lov'it  me,  ltand 
off,  and  give  me  Air;  I  die  eiie.  Oh  h ! 

SYLVIA. 

I’ll  kifs  thee  then  to  Life  again. 

C  0  URT  IN  E. 

Stand  off,  I  fay  ;  I’ll  not  be  itifled!  Murder!  Help! 
Murder  !  Help  ! 

STL  VIA, 

III  natur’d  Tyrant  ! 

CO  U  RT  I  NE. 

Good-natur’d  Devil !  Kifs,  i’th’Devil’s  Name  !  — 

SYLVIA. 

Come  near  me,  Hulband. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Come  not  near  me.  Wife.  How  I  am  tortur’d  ! - 

S  Y  L  V  I  A. 

You  mull  be  kind  ;  indeed,  my  Dear,  you  mull. 

COU  R  TINE.  , 

Indeed,  my  Dear,  by  your  good  Leave,  I  lha’not~ 
Damnation ! 

SYLVIA. 

You  long  to  be  rid  of  me  again. 

COUR  TINE. 

That  I  do  moll  mightily  ;  but  how  to  bring  it  abour, 
if  I  know,  I  am  Rafcal. — Oh  !  Oh  ! 

S  Y  L  V  I  A. 

What’s  the  Matter,  Dearee  ? 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Oh,  I  am  Tick  again  of  the  fudden  !  Give  me  the 
Chair  there :  Oh  !  my  Heart  beats,  and  my  Head  fwims ! 
On  !  oh  ! 


SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 

A!a?,  I  fear  y’are  very  lick  indeed  !  if  my  poor  Lovee 
Ihould  die,  what  will  become  of  me! 

COU  RT  I  N  E. 

A  Plague  o’your  whining!  Would  I  were  well  out  of 
the  Houfe  once  ! 

SYLVIA. 

Shall  I  fetch  thee  feme  Cordial,  my  dearelt  Love,  my 
Joy  ?  Speak  to  me  ;  fnall  I  ? 

C  0  U  RT  I  N  E. 

Ay  if  thou  wilt,  my  Jewel  [ Exit  Sylv.]  Jewel  quotha! 
— what  a  Plague’s  this :  Hu!n,  is  (hie  gmie? — Now  for 
a  convenient  Balcony  to  venture  the  breaking  of  a  Neck 

at. - 


Enttr  a  Pa  c  k. 

PAGE. 

Sir,  Sir,  a  Word  with  you. 

COURT  I  HE. 

With  me,  Sweetheart  ?  thy  Bufinefs  f 
PAGE. 

A  Lady,  Sir,  that  dogg’d  you  hither  this  Morning— 
COU  RT  1  N  E. 

A  Lady  ! — 

PAGE. 

Yes,  a  Lady,  Sir. 

COURTINE. 

Hilt :  Get  you  in,  my  little  Monkey;  skip,  fculk,  or 
you’ll  fpoil  all  elfe. — Here’s  the  bleffed  Comfort  of  a 
Wife  again  now  : - Oh,  oh  !- -  [Ex.  Pagt. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. 

How  is’t,  my  Blefiing  ?  Hear,  take  this :  Heav’n  guard 
thee. 


P  5 
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COURTINE. 

From  thy  confounded  troutfiefome  Company,  if  it  be 
poflible.  [ AJide .]  [Drinks 

SYLVIA. 

How  is’t,  my  Dearee  ?. 

C.  O  URT1NE. 

If  I  had  but  a  little  more  on’t  Dearee. 

S  T  L  VIA. 

I’ll  fee  what’s  left,  my  Joy. 

COU  R  TINE. 

Do,  Pr’ythee  do,  my  Joy  then.  Joy  in  the  Devil’s 
Name.  [AJide. J  [Exit  Sylvia* 

Hift,  Sirrah  Page,  come  hither. 

Enter  Page. 

PAGE. 

Is  your  Lady  gone,  Sir  ? 

COURTINE . 

Yes :  But  what  News  of  thg  other  Lady,  my  tru fly 
Mercury. 

PAGE. 

She’s  now  below,  Sir ;  and  defires  to  fee  you. 

COURT  1 N  E. 

Is  (he  young  ?  handfome  ? 

PAGE. 

I  can’t  tell  that,  Sir ;  but  Ihe  is  rare  and  fine. 

C  O  URT  1NE. 

Are  her  Clothes  rich  ? 

PAGE. 

Oh  Sir,  all  Gold  and  Silver  ;  with  a  deep  Point  Thin- 
gum  Tbangum  over  her  Shoulders  ;  and  then  file  fmells  as 
lweet  as  my  Lady’s  Drefiing-Box. 

COURTINE. 

Fly,  little  Sprite,  and  tell  her,  Pm  impatient :  tell  her. 
I’ll  wait  on  her  within  a  Moment  :  Tell  her  — — — 
PAGE. 

But  Sir - 


COU  R- 
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C  OU  RT  I N  E. 

Be  gone,  be  gone,  you  Knave,  or  you’ll  be  caught 
el  ft:.  Oh  !  [ Exit  Page. 

Re-enter  Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. 

Here’s  all  that’s  left,  mv  Heart. 

COU  RT  1NE. 

I  am  forry  for  it,  it  is  very  comfortable.  [Drinks.]  Oh, 
oh ,  oh  ! 

SYLVIA. 

What  ails  my  Life  ? 

COU  R  T  IN  E. 

Oh,  I  have  a  horrid  Tremor  upon  my  Heart !  ’cis  the 
old  Palpitation  I  us’d  to  be  troubled  with,  returned  again. 
Oh,  if  I  were  but — 

SYLVIA. 

Where,  Love? 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Oh  !  but  in  a  condition  to  go  abroad,  there  is  an  able 
Fellow  of  my  Acquaintance,  that  always  us’d  to  relieve 
me  in  this  Extremity. 

S  -r  L  V  I  A. 

Where  does  he  live  ?  I’ll  take  a  Coach  myfelf,  and  go 
to  him. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

The  Devil  take  me  if  I  know. — Oh  !  ’tis  a  vaft  way 
oft' — Oh  !  now  it  kills  me  again. 

SYLVIA. 

I  (ball  not  think  it  fo,  when  it  is  my  Duty. 

COU  RT  I  N  E.  __ 

That’s  but  too  kind,  my  Sweeteft  ;  though,  if  I  had 
but  one  Bottle  of  his  Elixir. — 

SYLVIA. 

How  is  it  call’d. 

COU  RT  1  N  E. 

Specimen  Vita. 

SYLVIA. 

Specimen  Vita  ? 

Pi 
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COURT  IN  E. 

Ay,  Specimen  Vita  :  ’tis  a  damn'd  hard  Name,  but  it  is 
very  good. 

SYLVIA. 

Where  is’c  he  lives  then  ?  Pr’ythee  let  rr.e  go  thither. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Oh,  ’tis  a  horrid  way  off!  Beffdes,  it  would  trouble 
me  now,  in  this  Condition,  to  be  fo  long  without 
thee. 

SYLVIA. 

Pi ’y thee  let  me  go. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Why,  ’tis  as  far  as  Grub-Jlreet  Child,  as  Grub-Jlreet  ? 

S  Y  L  VIA. 

I’ll  be  back  again  inflantly. 

C  0  U  R  T 1  N  E. 

I  had  rather,  indeed,  thou  ffiouldft  go  thyfelf,  thaH 
fend  a  Meflenger,  becaufe  the  Bufmefs  will  be  done  mote 
carefully. 

SYLVIA. 

How’s  the  Direction  then? 

COU  RT  1  NE. 

Tn  Grub-Jlreet ,  Child,  at  the  Sign  of  the  Sun  and 
Phoenix,  I  think  it  is,  there  lives  a  Chymift  ;  ask  for  him, 
and  in  my  Name  defire  a  Bottle  of  his  Specimen  Vita, 
Oh  J 

SYLVIA. 

Specimen  Vita! 

COU  RT  I N  E. 

Ay,  Specimen  Vita. - L’Jl  try  in  the  mean  time  if 

I  can  walk  about  the  Room,  and  divert  the  Terror  of  my 
Fits. 

SYLVIA. 

Heav’ns  blefs  my  deareil  Dearee. 

C  OU  RT  1  N  E. 

Thank  you,  my  only  Joy. — Would  in  the  Devil’s 

Name 
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Name  file  were  gone  once,  and  had  her  Guts  full  of  that 
Quack’s  Specimen  Vila.  [Afode. . 

SYLVIA. 

You’ll  be  careful  of  yourfelf.  Child? 

COURTINE. 

As  careful  as  I  can,  Child. 

■SYLVIA. 

Gud  b’w’y  Courtee. 

C  OU  RTINE. 

B’w’y  my  Sil<vee — Oh,  oh!  [Exit.  Sylvia. 


Is  Ihe  gone  ? 
Yes,  Sir. 


Enter  Page. 

PAGE. 


COURTINE. 

Where’s  the  Lady  ? 

PAGE. 


Here  ;  jufl  entring  up  the  Back  Stairs. 

Lady  appears  at  the  Door. 
COURTINE. 

Madam,  this  Honour  done  your  worthlefs  Servant 
Re-enter  Sylvia. 


SYLVIA. 

Oh,  my  dear  Heart,  I  had  forgot  my  Wages.  Pray, 
Courtee ,  kifs  me  before  I  go. 

COURTINE. 

Confound  her,  come  again  !  [ Afide. ]  Oh,  my  Love,  I 
have  made  hard  fiiift  to  crawl  to  the  Door  here. 

SYLVIA. 

Who’s  that  benind  you  ? 

COURTINE. 

Nothing  but  a  Page,  come  to  know  if  I  wanted  any 
thing.  A  Plague  of  her  Hawk’s  Eyes !  [Afide. 

P  5  SYLVIA . 
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SYLVIA . 

Gud  b’w’y,  my  deared  Love. 

COUR  TINE. 

Gud  b’w’y,  my  Joy. 

SYLVIA. 

Nay,  give  me  another.  B’w’y,  Courtee. 

COURT  IN  E. 

B’w’y,  Syfoee - So,  is  flie  gone  again  ?— The  De¬ 

vil  take  me,  if  thou  interrupted  me  any  more. 

\Loch  the  Door  after  her. 

Enter  Lady. 

LADY. 

Is  that  your  Lady,  Sir  ? 

COUR  TINE. 

Yes ;  but  I  hope  you’ll  not  think  the  worfe  of  me, 
pretty  One,  for  keeping  a  Wife  Company  now  and  then, 
for  want  of  better. 

LADY. 

Can  you  be  fo  kind.  Sir,  not  to  forget  me  ?  Do  you 
remember  me  dill,  Captain  ? 

C  OU  RT I N  E. 

Remember  thee,  Child  !  Is  it  poffible  for  that  Face  to 
be  ever  blotted  out  of  my  Memory  !— Though,  the  De¬ 
vil  eat  me,  if  ever  I  faw  it  before,  to  the  bed  of  my 
Knowledge.  [  Afide. 

LADY. 

Where  is  your  Lady  gone,  Sir  ? 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

To  Grub-Jireet ,  jewel,  for  fome  Specimen  Vita. 

LADY. 

Specimen  Vita,  Sir  !  Oh  dear,  what’s  that  ? 

COU  RT  1  N  E. 

Oh,  come  but  quietly  into  the  next  Room,  and  I  will 
fliew  thee  what  Specimen  Vita  is  prefently. 
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You  may,  perhaps,  think  ilrange  of  this  Freedom  I 
take  with  you.  Sir. 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

Not  in  the  leall  Child;  it  (hews  thy  Generofity.-— • 

I  love  her  now,  for  undemanding  her  Bufinefs,  and  co¬ 
ming  clofe  to  the  Matter  quickly.  [Afide. 

L  A  D  T. 

But,  Sir,  prefuming  on  your  Quondam  Favours  to 
me,  I  am  come  to  beg  your  Advice  in  a  Matter  of 
Law,  which  1  am  at  prefent  involv’d  in  :  and  if  you 
pleafe—— 

COURT1  NE. 

To  retire  a  little  in  private  ? — Oh,  thou  couldft  not 
have  pick’d  out  fuch  another  Man  for  thy  purpofe  :  I  am, 
may  be,  the  belt  Lawyer  in  the  World  for  Chamber- 
praftice.  And  if  I  do  not  find  out  the  Merits  of  thy  Caufe 
as  foon  as  ■  ■  ■— 

l  A  D  T, 

Really,  you  are  fo  good  natur’d  . . . 

COU  R  TIN  E. 

Grub-Jheet ,  and  Specimen  Vita,  quotha  !  he  that  haj 
the  Palpitation  of  the  Heart,  and  an  Armful  of  this  won’t 
cure  him,  let  him  die  upon  a  Dunghill,  and  be  bury’d  in 
a  Ditch,  I  fay.— This  is  the  rareft  Adventure. 

\Exeunt  Courtine  and  the  Lady „ 

The  SCENE  changes  to  a  Bed-Chamber . 

Enter  Beaugard,  as  drejjing  himfelf. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Heigho  !  Heigho  !  Boy,  [mp,  where  art  thou  ? 

DWARF. 

Here  :  your  Pleafure  ?  What’s  your  Pleafure,  Sir  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

What  is’t  o’CIock,  Boy  ? 


DWARF ; 
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D  W  A  R  F. 

S;ra  :n  your  World,  by  Computation,  I  guefs  it  may  be 
Afternoon. 

B  E  AUG  A  RD. 

A  very  pretty  little  Rafcal,  this ;  and  a  very  ex¬ 
traordinary  way  of  Proceeding,  I  am  treated  withal 
here  :  I  have  been  a-bed,  ’[is  true,  but  the  Devil  a  wink 
of  found  Reft  came  near  my  Senfes  all  the  while;  but 
broken  Slumoers,  Dream?,  Start?,  and  fprawling  from 
one  Side  to  the  other,  in  hopes  the  fair  Unknown  that 
keeps  this  Caftle  might  have  been  fo  good-natur’d  to 
have  given  a  Stranger  a  Vifit.  This  can  be  no  lefs  than 
fome  romantic  Defign  of  the  little  Fairy,  that  threat- 
ned  (he  would  cheat  the  Widow  of  me  :  Now  will  I,  for 
once,  if  fee  does  attempt  me,  put  on  that  monftrous 
Virtue,  call’d  Self-denial,  ar.d  be  damnably  conftant.— « 
What  Mufick  again  !  This  is  a  merry  Region,  I’ll  fay 
that  for  it,  where  ever  it  be.  Bay  ! 

D  W  A  R  F. 

Did  you  call,  Sir  ? 

B  E%U  G  A  R  D. 

My  Clothes,  Monfter,  my  Veftments :  I  hate  a  Difha- 
bilhe  mortally  :  I  long  to  be  rigg’d,  that  I  may  be  fit  for 
Adion,  if  Occafion  feould  prefent  itfelf. 

[Dw«r/  dreffes  him . 


A  S  O  N  G. 

I. 

Welcome  Mortal  to  this  Place, 

Where  flailing  Fate  aid  fend  thee  : 
Snatch  thy  happy  Minutes  as  they  paf  ; 
Who  knows  how  feus  attend  thee  l 

II. 

Floods  of  y Gy  about  thee  roll. 

And  flow  in  endlej's  Me  a  fare . 

Dip  thy  Wifhes  deep,  and  Jill  thy  Soul 
With  Draughts  of  every  Pleafure . 


III. 
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III. 

Feajl  thy  Heart  with  Love's  Defire , 

Thy  Eyes  with  Beauty's  Charms  : 

With  Imaginations  fan  the  Fire, 

Then  Jtifle  it  in  thy  Arms. 

IV. 

For,  fince  Life's  a  flippery  Gueft, 

Whofe  Flight  can't  he  prevented ; 

Treat  it,  whiljl  it  fays  here,  with  the  lefi. 

And  then  'twill  go  contented. 

y. 

Come  you  that  attend  on  our  Goddefs's  Will, 

And  fprinkle  the  Ground 
With  Perfumes  around ; 

Shew  him  your  Duty,  and /hew  us  your  Skill. 

Enter  four  Black  Women,  and  dance  to  the  fame 
Meafure  of  the  Song,  and  fprinkle  Sweet?. 

Circle  him  with  Charms, 

And  raife  in  his  Heart 
Such  Alarms , 

As  Cupid  ne'er  wrought  by  the  Power  of  his  Dart. 

They  dance  round  him. 

Fill  all  his  Veins  with  a  tender  De/re, 

And  then  Jhew  a  Beauty  to  fet  'em  a- fire: 

'Fill  kind  panting  Breajls  to  his  Wound  fie  apply, 

2  hen  011  thofe  white  Pillows  of  Love  let  him  die. 

[The  Dance  ends. 


BEAU- 
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BEAUGARD. 

Faith,  and  with  all  my  Heart  ;  for  I  am  weary  of  the 
lingring  Difeafe,  and  long  to  tafte  my  Mortal: ty  moft 
mightily.  Hah  !  a  Banquet  too,  ulher’d  in  by  a  couple 
of  Cupids !  [Two  Cupids  run  in  a  'Table  Furnijh'd } 
Pretty  innocent  Contrivance  !  Well,  here’s  no  fear  of 
ftarving,  that’s  one  Comfort.  Now,  my  dear  Muficians, 
would  ye  be  but  as  good  as  your  word,  and  ihew  me 

the  Beauty  you  have  fo  prepar'd  me  for! - But 

then,  my  Widow !  my  dear,  generous,  noble-hearted 
Widow  !  She  that  loves  Liberty  as  I  do.  She  that  defies 
Matrimony  as  I  do  too.  Shall  I  turn  Recreant,  and  be 
falfe  to  her  ?  Ah'  Daredevil,  Daredevil !  How  I  wane 
thee  to  help  me  out  in  this  Caie  of  Confcience  a  little  l 

Enter  Daredevil. 

DAREDEVIL . 

Beaugard,  where  art  thou  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

'  Ah,  dear  Damnation  !  I  was  juft  now  heartily  wifhing 
for  thee. 

D  ARE  D  E  VIL. 

Such,  News,  fuch  Tidings  !  fuch  a  Difcovery  L 

BE  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Hah,  what’s  the  Matter,  Man  ? 

DAREDEVIL . 

Only  fix  and  fifty  Virgins  a-piece  for  us,  that’s  all, 
pretty  little  blufhing  opening  Buds,  you  Rogue,  that 
never  had  fo  much  as  a  Blaft  of  Mafculine  Breath  upon 

them  yet. - What’s  here  ?  A  Banquet  ready  ?  Nay 

then  I’m  fatisfied.  Never  were  Heroes  fo  enchanted  as 
we  are. 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

But  where  are  the  Virgins,  Daredevil?  the  Vir¬ 
gins  L 


DA  R  E. 
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DAREDEVIL. 

There’s  only  one  of  ’em.  Child  j  only  one • — bi/t 
fuch  a  one,  my  Soldier— 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Is  there  but  one  then  ? 

DAREDEVIL . 

That’s  no  matter  Man,  I’ll  be  contented,  till  thou  haft 
done  with  her  :  I  hate  a  new  Conveniency  that  was  never 
praftifed  upon  ;  ’tis  like  a  new  Shoe,  that  was  never 
worn,  wrings  and  hurts  one’s  Foot  bafely  and  fcurvily.  I 
love  my  Eafe,  I, 

BE  AUG  A  RD. 

But  is  fhe  very  lovely  ? 

DAREDEVIL . 

Such  a  Swinger,  you  Dog  !  fhe’ll  make  thy  Heart 
bound  like  a  Tennis  Ball  at  the  Sight  of  her  :  with  a  ma- 
jeftic  (lately  Shape  and  Motion. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

Well. 

DAREDEVIL. 

A  Lovely,  Angelical,  Commanding  Face. 

B  E  AUG  A  RD. 

By  Heav’ns. 

DAREDEVIL. 

With  two  triumphant.  Rolling,  Murdering  Eyes,  that 
fwear  at  you  every  time  you  look  upon  her. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Stand  off,  Hand  off,  I  fay ;  (he’s  mine  this  Minute. 
But  then  again,  m^  Widow  ! — 

Enter  a  Lady  mnjk' d. 

Hah  !— Mask’d  too  !  When  the  Devil  fhall  I  fee  a 

Woman  with  her  own  natural  Face  again  ?  Madam - - 

LADY. 

Be  pleafed,  Sir,  to  repofe  yourfelf  a  little  ;  there  is  a 

final) 
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final!  Account,  Sir,  to  be  adjufted  betwixt  you  and  I> 

Where  are  my  Servants  ?  Who  is  it  waits  there  ? 

[Several  Lien  njizarded,  and  arm'd,  appear  at  the  Doors. 
BEAUGARD'. 

What  the  Devil  can  be  the  Meaning  of  this  now  ?  I 
am  not  to  be  murder’d,  I  hope,  after  all  this  Ceremony 
and  Preparation. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Murder’d,  in  the  Devil’s  Name  !  Here  is  great  fear  of 
being  murder’d,  truly. 

LADY. 

Come,  Sir,  fit  down.  Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

Madam,  I’ll  obey  you. 

LADY. 

1  doubt  not,  Sir,  but  fince  your  coming  hither? 
You  are  much  lurprized,  and  wonder  at  your  Treat¬ 
ment. 

DAREDEVIL. 

So  now  the  Fardie’s  opened,  we  fhall  fee  what  is  in 
it.  [Afidt. 

BEAUGARD. 

Madam,  ’t  has  been  fo  very  highly  generous - - 

LADY. 

That  you  are  prepar’u  with  Compliments  to  pay  me 
for  it. 

But,  Sir,  fuch  Coin’s  adulterate  and  bafe  : 

I  muft  have  honeft  Dealing  from  your  Heart. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Swear  to  her,  fivear  to  her  a  little,  Man  ;  pour  out  3 
Buihel  cf  Oaths  upon  her  inftantly  ;  Swear,  fwear,  if 
thou  wilt  do  any  good  upon  her. 

LADY. 

I  know  my  Rival. 

BEAUGARD. 

Ay,  ’tis  fo,  j  jft  now,  juit  as  I  tfought ;  tr,y  poor  Widow 
will  run  a  damnable  Hazard  of  lofing  this  lweet  Perfon 

of 
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of  mine,  if  I  do  not  take  abundance  of  Care  in  the  Bu- 
finefs.  Here  are  Rogues  on  each  hand,  with  Blunderbufies 
too.  I  fhali  be  ravilh’d.  [Afidi. 


L  A  D  T. 


She,  by  her  Arts, 

And  the  good  Fortune  to  have  firfl  attempted  it, 

I  know,  ’s  poffeffd  already  of  your  Heart. 

But  know  too,  I’m  a  Woman  loath  Refufal, 

Scornful  Refufal - 

DAREDEVIL. 

Swear  to  her,  I  tell  thee  :  That  ever  a  Fellow  Ihould 
lofe  all  this  Time  for  an  infignificant  Oath  or  two.  ^Afidt. 
LADY. 

Or,  if  my  Fortune, 

Which  is  not  defpicable,  prove  too  weak 
An  Argument  to  tell  you  I  deferve  you  ; 

Yet  I  have  this  to  boalt,  I  ne’er  conceal’d  myfclf. 

Either  for  Shame  or  Ends ;  but  rather  chcfe 
To  run  the  Risk  of  being  deny’d  your  Love, 

Than  win  it  by  bafe  Artifice  and  Practices. 

What  think  you.  Sir — 

BEAUGARD. 

Hah! - - 

Thar,  Madam,  I’m  moll  miferable, 

Unlefs  ■  — — — « 

LADY : 

Your  Widow  Porcia,  Sir,  your  Widow. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Madam,  I  mull  confefs - 

LADY . 

Well. 


BE  JUG  A  RD. 
That  I  love  her,  and  will  for  ever.— 
LADY. 


Death  !  Do  you  confefs  it  too  ? 


See 
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See  you  not  here  yourfelf  within  my  Power, 

And  dare  you  dill  confefs  you  love  that  Creature  ? 

Thus  far  I’ve  kept  my  Word,  I’ve  crofs’d  her  Stratagems  $ 
You  are  here  my  Pris’ner,  and  by  what  is  part. 

You  ought  to  think  me  capable  of  more. 

DAREDEVIL. 

If  this  Fellow  would  but  fwear  a  little,  all  this  might 
be  re&ified.  Madam,  to  my  own  Knowledge— 
BEAUGARD. 

Fool,  (land  off. 

I’m  fenfible  that  you  are  the  lovelieft  Creature, 

My  Eyes  ever  gaz’d  on  ;  but - 

LADY. 

But  what : 

BEAUGARD. 

I’m  fure 

You’d  yourfelf  fcorn,  nor  thi*k  me  worth  your  Heart, 
Could  I  be  faithlefs,  could  I  be  inconftant. 

Pity  me,  fair  One ;  yet,  methinks  this  Hand— 

LADY. 

Should  fend  a  Dagger  to  thy  ungrateful  Heart. 

By  Heav’n  I’ll  never  bear  it — . 

BEAUGARD. 

Madam  ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

Madam, 

Could  you  but  throw  fome  favour  on  your  Servant. 

LADY. 

By  all  the  Fury  in  a  Woman’s  Heart, 

I’ll  be  reveng’d  on  his.  Make  ready,  Slaves, 

To  do  your  Office - 

DAREDEVIL. 

Madam 

BEAUGARD. 

Look  you,  Madam,  your  Ladyfliip  may  do  your 
pleafure,  you  may  command  half  a  Dozen  of  Bullets 
through  my  Pericranium,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  have 

your 
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your  Beauty  fpoke  well  off  by  the  Critics  of  Holbourn , 
that  once  a  Month  fwarm  at  their  Windows  to  fpy  hand- 
fom  Faces :  Upon  that  Confider  alien  you  may  murder  a 
poor  conllant  Monfter  if  you  pleafe.  Madam. 

LADY. 

Still  I  am  fcorn’d  then  ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Would  you  kill  me  barbaroufly  ? 

Sure  thofe  fwcet  Eyes  could  not  fee  fuch  a  Sight. 
LADY. 

No,  take  your  Life,  and  with’t  this  Satisfaction  j 
Parcia  fcorns  you,  as  much  as  you  do  me  : 

And,  till  thou  fueft  upon  thy  humble  Knees 
To  me  for  Pity,  Porcia  fhall  defpife  thee. 

BEAUGARD . 

Madam,  1  fvvear ! 

LADY. 

No  more. 

BE  A  UGARD. 

By  all  thofe  Beauties. 

LAD  Y. 

Be  gone,  for  ever  fly  this.  Ah  h  1—  [ Squeahl 

Enter  C  O  u  R  T  I  N  E, 

COU  RT 1 N  E. 

Death,  Damnation,  Devils !  How  came  I  hither, 

Beaugard ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Friend  Courtine  !  Speak  Man  :  What’s  the  matter  ? 

C  OU  R  TINE. 

Damnation!  jilted,  chous’d,  betray’d  — 

Enter  a  Woman. 

WOMAN.  • 

A  Midwife !  Run  for  a  Midwife,  run  for  fome  good 
Woman.— Oh  Madam,  an  Accident. 

E  E  AUG  A  R  D. 


A  Midwife ! 


LADY \ 
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LADY. 

Heav’ns  !  a  Midwife.  [Exit. 

CO  U  RT  I  NE. 

Yes,  Friend,  a  Midwife.  I  am  fweetly  manag’d,  I— 
I  thought  I  had  been  in  private  here,  in  this  Houfe, 
with  a  civil  Perfon  of  good  Reputation,  and  it  proves  a 
damn’d  trapanning  Strumpet.  Juft  in  the  middle  of  all 
our  good  Underftanding  together,  {he  fetches  a  great 
Shriek,  and  roars  out  for  a  Midwife  :  The  Drab  is  full 
gone  with  Baftard,  and  fwsars  I  am  the  Father  of  it. 

BEAUGARD. 

A  very  great  Happinefs,  take  my  Word  for’t,  Friend  ; 
Children  bring  a  great  Honour  with  them,  C  our  tine. 
It  may  grow  up  to  be  a  Comfort  to  thee  in  thy  old  Age, 
Man. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Ob,  your  Olive  Branches  are  unfpeakable  Bleffings, 
the  Gift  of  Heaven.  I  love  to  fee  Pofterity  go  forward* 
and  Families  encreafe  with  all  my  Heart. 

C  OUR  TINE. 

Let  me  be  hang’d  and  quarter’d.  Gentlemen,  if  ever 
I  fet  Eyes  on  the.  Harlot  in  my  Life  before.  My  fweet 
.Wife,  with  a  Pox  to  her,  brought  me  hither. 

BEAUGARD , 

Why,  is  thy  Wife  in  London? 

COU  R  TINE. 

Yes,  Hell  confound  her  1  the  has  hunted  me  full 
Cry  up  to  Town  :  feiz’d  upon  me  this  Morning,  and 
brought  me  hither,  where  it  leems  fhe  lay  all  the  laft 
Night. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Why  then,  for  aught  I  know,  we  may  ftill  be  en¬ 
chanted. 

BE  AUG  A  R  D. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  that  with  all  my  heart.  Is  {he  in  the 
Houfe. 

CO  U  RT  1 N  E. 

No ;  I  was  forced  to  counterfeit  Sicknefs,  ’till  I  was 

e’en 
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e’en  ick  indeed,  to  get  rid  of  her,  upon  pretence  of 
going  to  my  Phyfician,  in  the  Devil’s  Name ;  that  this 
confounded  Bulker,  with  her  Guts  full  of  Ballard, 
and  l  might  confole  together  for  half  an  Hour!  and  I 
am  fweetly  fitted  with,  a  Concubine,  that’s  the  Truth 
on’t. 

BE  AUGARD. 

This  comes  of  your  Whoring,  Courtine  5  if  you  hail 
kept  me  Company,  and  liv’d  virtuoully,  none  of  this 
had  happened  to  you  now.  But  you  muft  be  wandring. 
No  reafonable  Iniquity  will  ferve  your  turn. 

Enter  Lady. 

LADY. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  Wei!,  I’ll  fwear.  Captain  Courting ,  you 
are  the  happieft  Gentleman  !  Yonder’s  the  fine!!:  chop¬ 
ping  Boy  for  you.  Why,  it  will  be  able  to  carry  a 
Mufket  in  your  Company  within  this  Fortnight.  And 
then,  I  am  fo  oblig’d  to  you  for  bringing  the  Lac^y  to 
lie  in  at  my  Houle,  that  if  your  Wife  will  do  me  the 
Honour,  I’ll  take  it  for  a  Favour  to  Hand  for  Godmother 
with  her. 

COURTINE. 

And,  tyladam,  to  return  your  Compliment,  I  with 
with  all  my  Heart  you  were  pregnant  with  a  Litter  of 
nine  fuch  chopping  Boys,  upon  Condition  that  I  were 
bound  to  be  Godfather  to  the  whole  Kennel. — Confound 
your  being  witty,  with  a  Plague  to  you.  [AJide. 

BE  AUGARD. 

That’s  fomething  coarfe  though.  Friend,  to  a  Lady 
that’s  fo  civil  to  you. 

Enter  federal  Maids  of  the  Family ,  one  with  the  Child. 

1  MAID. 

See,  Jenny,  yon’s  the  Man  ;  that,  that’s  the  Father. 

2  MAID. 

’ll  fwear  it  is  a  proper  Perfon. 


3  MAID 
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3  MAID. 

Oh  5ir,  Heavens  blefs  you,  you’re  the  happieft  Man  l 
Here  is  my  young  Matter,  as  like  you  as  if  you  had  bore 
it  yourfelf. 

1  MAID. 

What  a  pretty  little  Nofe  it  has ! 

2  MAID. 

And  juft  its  Father’s  Eyes  for  all  the  World. 

I  MA  1  D. 

It  would  never  grieve  a  Body  to  have  a  Child  by  fuc& 
a  handfome  Gentleman. 

C  OURT1NE. 

Ye  Whores,  ye  Drabs  !  ye  fulfome,  ftinking  Whores ! 

Clutters  of  Poxes  on  ye,  and  no  Hofpitals  pity  ye  . 

Confound  ye,  leave  me. 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Fy  upon  it,  Courtine j  fy  for  Shame:  give  fomething 
to  the  Nurfe,  Man  j  that’s  but  civil. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. 

A  Baftard !  Death,  a  Baftard  !  Under  my  Ntfe  to* 
Where’s  the  vile  hateful  Monfter  ? 

BE  A  UGARD. 

Have  Patience,  Lady.— 

SYLVIA, 

Falfe,  loathfom  Traitor. 

COURTINE. 

Now  my  Joy’s  compleated, 

S  Y  L  V  1A. 

Let  me  come  at  him,  let  me  go.— 

C  OU  RT INE. 

Hold  her  fall.  Friend,  if  thou  loveft  me. 

SYLVIA. 

Thou  Devil ! - Thou  freach'rous,  faithlels,  perjur’d 

Wretch !  Thou  Husband  t  Look  in  my  Face. 

C  9  U 
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COUR  TINE. 

Well. - 

S  T  L  V  I  A. 

Did  ever  I  deferve  this  ? 

Degenerate  Brute  !  thou,  only  in  FaKhood,  Man  l 
Thou  rampant  Goat  abroad,  and  Drone  at  home. 

C  OU  RT INE. 

Like  a  Dog  with  a  Bottle ,  &c,  [Sings, 

SYLVIA. 

Thou  perfedl  Yoke-fellow  !  thou  heavy  Ox, 

Thou  want’d  a  Goad  to  make  thee  know  thy  Strength. 
Death,  Fiends,  and  Torments !  I  could  dig  thofe  Eyes  out* 
I’ll  bear  it  no  longer.  Bedlam  !  Bedlam  !  Bedlam  ! 

[Courtine  Jlngs,  and  dances  a  Jig. 

SYLVIA. 

No  more  !  I’ll  day  no  more  to  be  his  Triumph. 

Be  warn’d  by  me,  ye  Virgins  that  are  bled 
With  your  fird  native  Freedom:  Let  no  Oaths 
Of  perjur’d  Mankind  woo  you  to  your  Ruin  : 

But  when  a  creeping,  fawning,  weeping  Crocodile 
Moans  at  your  Feet,  remember  then  my  Fall : 

And  when  for  Pity  mod  his  Tears  implore. 

Like  me,  your  Virtue  to  your  Hearts  recall ; 

Refolve  to  fcorn,  and  never  fee  him  more.  [Exit. 

COURTINE. 

With  all  my  Heart,  thou  dear,  dear  Wife  and  Plague. 
BE  AUG  A  RD. 

Methinks  a  very  pitiful  Cafe  this,  Madam. 

LADY. 

If  your  Widow  were  but  here,  Sir,  now,  (he  migh 
fairly  fee  what  (he  is  like  to  trud  to. 

[Here  the  Jham  Scene. 

Enter  a  Woman  and  Daredevil. 

WO  M A  N. 

Oh,  Madam  !  Madam  1  what  will  become  of  us  all  P 
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LADY. 

Become  of  us.  Woman  !  Pr’ythee,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 
are  we  in  any  danger  ? 

D  A  REDE  VIL. 

Only  ycur  Brother-in-law,  Madam,  and  his  Friend 
with  above  a  Dozen  armed  Men  more.  Madam,  that’s  all 
the  Matter,  Madam. 

LADY. 

My  Brother-in-law  ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

Yes,  your  Brother-in-law,  Lady,  if  your  Name  be 
Porcia :  Such  a  one  they  ask  for. 

BE  AU  G  A  RD. 

Porcia  ! 

COU  R  TINE. 

Yes,  Porcia  :  I  could  have  told  you  lhe  was  Porcia  be¬ 
fore. 

PORCIA. 

’Tis  but  too  true,  Sir ;  my  unhappy  Name  is  Porcia . 

BE  AUG  ARD. 

Porcia,  my  Widow  !  my  dear  lovely  Widow  ! 

What  an  ill-natur’d  Trick  Wfis  this  Concealment! 

PORCIA. 

Though,  Sir,  you  never  faw  my  Face  before. 

If  now  you  think  it  worth  your  lead  Regard, 

Proteft  me,  for  I  dread  my  Brother’s  Fury, 

Ev’n  worfe  than  Matrimony.  Here,  Sir,  I  yield  myfelf 
Up  yours  for  ever. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  (hall  I  claim  thee  ? 

PORCIA. 

From  this  Hour,  for  ever. 

BEAUGARD. 

And,  by  this  happy  Hour,  I’ll  keep  thee  mine  then. 
Secure  thyfelf  in  the  next  private  Clofet, 
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Peace  to  thy  Heart,  poor  Widow.  [Exit  Porcia. 

Give  us  but  Arms  ! — 

DAREDEVIL. 

Thofe  I  have  provided  for  you. 

I  found  our  Swords  in  a  certain  private  Corner  that  fhall 
be  namelefs,  where  I  was  propofing  fome  civil  Familiari¬ 
ties  to  the  Lady  Governefs  of  the  Family,  j ail  as  the  BluL 
terer3  entered. 

B  E  AUG  AR  D. 

Are  they  in  the  Houfe,  then  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Yes,  and  have  bound  the  Servants  too  ;  the  hungry 
Rogues  were  all  furpriz’d  at  Dinner ;  you’ll  hear  more  of 
them  prefently,  I’ll  warrant  you. 

C  OU  R  T I N  E. 

Stand  to  your  Arms,  Beaugarcl',  the  Enemy’s  upon 
us. 

D  ARE  D  E-V 1L. 

We  have  had  a  Succelfion  of  very  pretty  Adventures 
here  ;  firft  we  are  enchanted,  then  we  are  fiddled  to  lleep, 
then  we  are  fiddled  up  again  ;  then  here’s  a  Difcovery  of 
a  very  fair  Lady,  follow’d  by  another,  of  a  bouncing 
brown  Ballard  ;  and  when  we  might  have  thought  all 
Fortune’s  Tricks  had  been  over,  we  are  in  a  very  fair  way 
at  lad  of  having  our  Throats  cut.  But  I’ll  fecure  one 
Life,  that  fliall  be  my  Care— 

[Is  Jlealing  off. 

BEAUGARD. 

Dog,  flay  and  fight,  or,  by  Heav’n,  I’ll  rip  your 
Heart  out. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Well  then,  If  I  mud  fight  I  mud:  What  a  Pox,  I 
have  two  Seconds  o’my  fide  ;  and  that  has  fav’d  many  a 
Coward’s  Credit  before  now,  [Naije  within. 

‘THEO. 
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THEODORE  T. 

Break  open  the  Door  there,  force  the  Paflage,  down 
with  it. 

Enter  Theodoret,  G  rati  an,  and  Father. 

BEAUGARD. 

Well,  Gentlemen,  what  farther  ?  What  means  this 
Violence  here  ? 

THEODORET . 

I  hope.  Sir,  that’s  no  Secret,  when  you  fee  who  we 
are. 

FATHER. 

We  come.  Sir,  to  demand  a  Lady,  Sir  j  one  Porcia. 

■BEAUGARD. 

How’s  that,  my  Father  ! 

FATHER . 

Father  me  no  Fathers  :  I  am  none  of  thy  Father,  Fel¬ 
low ;  but  I  am  thefe  Gentlemens  Friend  here.— Now, 
Atheift,  will  I  murder  thee. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Oh  Lawd  ! 

FATHER. 

Jack,  Jack,  Jack  !  Come  hither,  Jack  !  a  Word  with 
thee,  Jack;  Give  me  a  hundred  Pieces  now,  and  I’ll 
be  o’thy  fide,  Jack  ;  and  help  thee  to  beat  off  thefe  im¬ 
pudent  Fellows.  Gentlemen,  I  cannot  but  own  to  you 
that  this  is  my  Son. — 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir,  were  you  nick’d  to  your  Shirt,  I  would  not  part 
with  a  fingle  Shilling,  Sir. 

FATHER. 

Though,  if  he  were  my  Son  ten  thoufand  times, 
in  fuch  a  Caufe  as  yours.  I’ll  draw  my  Sword  again!! 
him.  [Draw. 

BEAUGARD. 

You  may  remember.  Gentlemen,  a  Challenge. 

G  R  A. 
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GRATIA  N. 

Which  you  forgot,  Sir. 

COURTIN  E. 

Hah!  a  Challenge,  Beaugard? 

B  E-AUG  A  R  D. 

I’ll  tell  thee  more  hereafter.  To  (hew  you  I  lia’not 
forgot  it,  the  Lady  you  thus  perfecute  is  now  under  my 
Protection,  and  with  my  Sword  I’ll  keep  her  fo. 

[  Draws, 

C  OURT1NE. 

If  we  don’t,  may  my  Wife  get  the  better  of  me,  and 
wear  mine  for  a  Bodkin. 

THEODORE  T; 

Come  on  then,  Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

For  the  Lady. 

G  R  A  T  I A  N. 

For  my  Honour. 

COURTINE. 

And  for  my  Friend,  Sir. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Old  Brimftone-Beard,  have  at  thee. 

[Fight.  The  reft  of  Fheodoret’s  Party  falls  in, 
COURTINE. 

Bafe  Traitors !  Odds ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Confound  ’em,  thruft. 

[Beaugard  and  Courtine  driven  ojf. 
DAREDEVIL. 

Oh,  I  am  flain !  My  Maw  runs  out  :  What  will  be¬ 
come  of  me!  "Oh!  [Gratian  and  Daredevil  fall. 

Enter  Theodoret. 
THEODORE  T. 

Secure  that  Paffage  now  : - How  fares  my 

Friend  ? 
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G  R  A  T  I A  N. 

I'm  wounded:  Send  for  a  Chirurgcon  quickly,  for  I 
"bleed  much. 

THEODORE  T. 

Look  to  your  Mailer,  Sirrah  ?  and  you,  Fellow,  be 
careful  of  this  Bead  here. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Oh,  a  Parfon  !  a  Parfon  !  dear  Sir,  a  Parfon  !  Some 
pious  good  Divine,  if  you  have  any  Charity. 

Enter  Father  wcitb  Porci  a. 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Here,  here  fhe  is ;  I  ha’  got  her  for  you  ;  let  me  alone 
for  ferretting  a  Female’s  Quarters  out. 

THEODORE  T. 

Td  have  you,  Sir,  take  care  for  your  Security  :  There’s 
Mifchief  done,  Sir. 

FATHER. 

The  more  Mifchief  the  better ;  thou  (halt  find  me  no 
Fiincher,  Boy  :  here,  here ;  make  fure  of  her. 

P  0  R  C  I  A. 

Inhuman  Tyrant!  Why  am  I  abus’d  thus?  Help  J 
Murder  !  Help  ! 

THEODORE  T. 

None  of  your  Tricks ;  no  Cries,  no  Shrieks  for  Suc¬ 
cour. 

By  Hell,  here’s  that  (hall  filence  you  for  ever. 

Thou  Woman  :  Thou  young,  itching,  wanton  Devil ! 
Fly  to  bafe  Cells  of  Lull  !  Give  up  thy  Virtue, 

Difgrace  thy  Name,  and  triumph  e'en  in  Infamy. 

On  what  a  tott’ring  Point  his  Honour  (lands, 

That  trulL  the  Treafure  in  fuch  lavifh  Hands.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lucre  t  i  a  in  Man's  Clothes ,  and 
C  H  l  o  R  1  s. 

L  U  C  R  E  I  1A. 

FROM  this  gay  Minute  farewel  Love  and  Doating  : 

I  have  fliook  the  lazy,  llretching,  wifhing  Folly 
out  of  my  Blood,  and  now  my  wandring  Heart  is  at 
home  again.  Let  me  fee ;  I  have  a  hundred  and  a 
hundred  times  wi til’d  myfelf  a  Man  ;  and  now,  in  out¬ 
ward  Appearance,  I  am  a  very  Fellow  j  nay,  a  very 
pretty  Fellow  :  For  methinks  Foppery,  Impertinence, 
Self-conceit,  and  other  mafculine  Qualities  grow  upon  me 

ftrangely. - Oh,  Mifchief,  Mifchief,  Mifchief  1  thou 

art  a  very  fweet  Employment— - -But  Opportunity!  be¬ 

witching,  lovely,  omnipotent  Opportunity  !  How  (hall  I- 

come  at  thee  ? - Chloris  ! 

C  H  L  0  R  1  S. 

Madam. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Give  me  my  Sword. 

CHLORIS. 

Here  Madam  :  Blefs  us  what  will  your  Ladyfhip  da 
with  yourfcif  in  this  Equipage  ! 

LUC  RET  1  A. 

Ladylhip,  Huzzy!  take  Notice  from  this  important 
Moment,  I  am  no  more  your  Miflrefs  ;  but  that  impe¬ 
rial  Creature,  your  Maher  :  And  therefore  know  too, 
1  will  have  my  feminine  Habiliments  burnt  inftantly, 
and  an  Operator  fent  for  to  make  me  a  Beard  grow. 
I  will  learn  to  Ride,  Fence,  Vault,  and  make  Fortifica¬ 
tions  in  Dirt-Pies :  Nay,  if -the  Humour  hold,  I’ll  go  Vo¬ 
lunteer  into  Germany  againft  the  Turk. 

Q_3  CHLO- 
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C  H  L  0  R  1  S. 

Bat  what  will  be  the  end  of  all  this.  Madam  ? 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

Why,  if  I  go  into  the  War,  I  lhall  have  the  Privilege* 
when  I  return  home,  to  talk  of  Marches,  Battles 
and  Sieges,  which  I  never  was  at,  nor  unaerftand  any 
more  than  the  Fools  I  tell  my  Story  to.  If  I  day  at 
home,  with  the  Privilege  of  good  Clothes,  Pertnefs,  and 
much  Simplicity,  will  I  fet  up  for  a  Spark,  grow  fami¬ 
liar  at  White-ball ,  and  impudent  with  fome  great  Man 
there  or  another;  run  in  Debt  with  a  high  Hand,  be 
terrible  in  eating-Houfes,  and  noify  all  over  the  Town. 

C  H  L  O  R  1  S. 

A  very  hopeful  Refolution. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

As  thus :  W’hen  I  and  another  Spark  meet;  Damn  me, 
yack,  fays  I,  What  Times  are  there  ftirring  ?  What  Ready 
to  be  had?  What  Caravans  have  you  met  with,  or  what 
Loofe  lately  managed  ?  You  Rogue,  you  look  very  high 
upon  the  Huckle. 

C  H  L  O  R  1  S. 

Well,  Madam  ;  but  what  will  all  this  Gibberiih  fignify  ? 

LUC  RET1  A. 

Signify,  you  Fool  !  why  what  it  fignifies  already ; 
Wit,  Courage,  Martial  Discipline,  Interell  at  Court,  Pre¬ 
tence  to  Preferment,  free  Quarters  in  my  Lodgings,  and 
Free  Booty  in  every  Cuckold’s  Shop,  who  fhall  truft 
me  againtl  his  palpable  Knowledge,  that  I  am  not  worth  a 
Groat ;  and  never  have  the  Impudence  to  hope  to  be  paid. 

C  H  L  O  R  I  S. 

And  mud  your  Honour  have  a  Miftrefs  too  ? 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Yes,  Huffy,  and  you  fhall  be  ferviceable  to  me  in 
the  Matter :  I’ll  have  a  Doxy  this  very  Night,  I  have 
fingled  her  out  already  ;  Ciurtine' s  Wife,  that  jealous, 
raging,  infatiable  Help-mate  of  the  Captain’s  fhall  be 
my  Dulcinea  del  Tobyo-  She’s  in  Love  with  me  already, 
that’s  my  Comfort :  As  I  paffed  through  the  Hall  juft 

now. 
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now,  fhe  coming  into  the  Houfe  to  pay  a  Vifit  to  the 
Widow  Porcia,  (who,  by  the  way,  is  as  wicked  as  my- 
felf,  and  my  great  Counfellor  in  this  noble  Projed)  we 
met :  t,  you  mult  know,  bow’d  very  refpefifully  ;  Die 
taking  me  for  a  Stranger,  curtfy’d  as  low  ;  and  viewing  me 
ftridly  leer’d  at  me,  as  if  that  Minute  Die  took  Aim  at 
my  Heart,  and  defigu’d  me  for  her  Quarry. 

CHLORIC, 

But,  Madam,  (he  knows,  and  mult  difcover  you. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

Thou  art  a  Fool  :  fhe  never  faw  me  ’till  yelterday  in  her 
Life-time,  then  too  difguifed  :  So  that  if  I  do  not  prac- 
tife  on  her  Frailty,  and  by  that  means  find  a  way  to  re¬ 
venge  myfelf  on  that  Vizard- monger  Beaugard,  may  I  be 
condemn’d  to  wear  Breeches  as  long  as  I  live,  and  never 
know  more  than  the  prefent  Ufe  I  make  of  them. 

C  H  L  O  R  I  S. 

Hilt,  Madam,  fire’s  returning. 


Enter  S  v  ivu. 


LTJCRET1A. 

Hufii  then  :  Now  my  Caufe  is  coming  on,  and  have  at 
her. 


5  T  L  VIA. 

Sweet-heart,  pray  oblige  me  fo  far  to  fhew  me  the 
way  to  the  Gardens ;  1  come  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Madam 
Porcia ,  and  am  inform’d  (he’s  gone  there  for  the  Air. — 
A  very  handfome  Youth —  [Afide. 

C  H  L  O  R  I  S' 

Madam,  this  young  Gentleman  here  is  come  hither  on 
the  fame  kind  Errand  with  your  Ladylhip,  and  waits  ’till 
her  Return. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

But,  Madam,  the  good  Fortune  of  feeing  you  is  a  Hap- 
pinefs  would  recompence  the  being  cifappointed  of  all  the 
Converfation  of  your  S.ex  befidet. 

<u 
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SYLVIA. 

Indeed,  Sir ! 

L  V  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Yes,  indeed,  Madam. 

SYLVIA. 

Are  you  a  Relation  to  this  Family,  Sir  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Madam,  the  greateft  Advantage  I  hope  from  the  Fami¬ 
ly  is,  henceforth  to  have  oftner  the  Honour  of  killing 
your  fair  Hands  here  :  It  is  an  Opportunity  I  fhould  make 
no  ungentlemanly  ufe  of. 

SYLVIA. 

Opportunity,  Sir? 

LUCRETIA. 

Yes,  Opportunity,  Madam  :  I  am  not  alham’d  to  men¬ 
tion  fo  honeft  a  Friend  as  Opportunity,  to  one  that,  by 
her  Years  and  Beauty,  fhould  not,  methinks,  be  a  mor¬ 
tal  Foe  to  Opportunity. 

SYLVIA. 

Do  you  know  me,  Sir  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Why,  Madam  ;  do  I  treat  you  like  a  Stranger?  Know 
you  !  By  this  good  Hour,  there  has  not  been  a  Day  or 
Night  fince  I  firft  favv  you,  that  I  have  thought  or  dream’t 
of  any  thing  elfe.  Are  not  you  the  Wife  of  a  certain 
fwaggering  ’Squire  about  this  Town,  who  calls  himfelf 
Captain  C  our  tine. 

SYLVIA. 

Yes,  Sir ;  fuch  a  Friend  in  a  Corner  I  have,  Sir  j 

and  what  have  you  to  fay  to  him,  Sir  ? - I’ll  fwear,  a 

very  handfome  Youth  Bill. -  [A/ide* 

LUCRETIA. 

What,  Madam  !  what  I  have  to  fay  to  you,  rather 
than  lofe  you,  I  would  fay  to  him  ;  which  is,  that  1  like 
you,  love  you,  languifh  for  you  ;  and  would  with  all  my 
Heart,  Blood,  Spirit,  and  Flelh,  I— — 


5  YLV1A. 


The  Soldier’s  Fortune.  369 

SYLVIA. 

I’ll  fwear,  Sir,  I  am  mightily  oblig’d  to  you>  and  fo  is 
Mr.  Courtine  ;  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

LUC  RETI  A. 

Mr.  Courtine  !  Take  notice,  Madam,  I  receive  that 
Expreffion  as  kindly  as  if  you  had  call’d  him  what  I  wifh 
him  :  For,  pretty  one,  if  my  Intelligence  be  true,  he  lives 
with  your  Ladyfhip  as  much  like  Mr.  Courtine ,  as  much 
like  a  Gentleman. 

SYLVIA. 

Sir ! 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Madam ! 

SYLVIA. 

Oh  Gad,  he’s  very  handfome.  [ AJide . 

LU  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Shall  we  walk  in  thefe  Gardens  anon,  for  I  have  the 
Privilege  of  a  Key  that  opens  into  the  Fields :  The 
Moon  ihines  too. 

SYLVIA. 

Between  Ten  and  Eleven  does  the  Moon  Ihine  ? 

LUCRE?  I  A. 

As  bright  as  any  thing  but  yourfelf, 

SYLVIA. 

But  you’ll  tell,  young  Gentleman. 

LU  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Only  you  how  I  love  you. 

SYLVIA. 

Eleven’s  a  late  Hour. 


Not  too  late. 
Indeed  l 


LUCRE?  1  A, 

SYLVIA, 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 


Take  this,  and  my  Word  for  it. 


\KiJfes  her. 


Q.S  SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 

Fie,  how  you  ufe  me,  when  you  mean  to  forget  me. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

Hulh,  no  more  ;  Company’s  Coming.  Eleven. 

SYLVIA . 

Ten  if  you  are  kind  enough. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

Weil  faid,  my  chaile  Sex.  [Af.de, 

Enter  Porch. 

PORCIA. 

Oh,  Coufin,  art  thou  come!  Thou  art  the  wel¬ 
comed  Creature  on  the  Earth  ;  I  have  expefled  thee 
almoft  to  Defpair  for  thefe  three  Hours.  Oh,  Sir,  your 
Servant. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

I  am  here,  Madam,  in  order  to  your  Commands. 

S  Y  L  VIA. 

Her  Commands ! 

PORCIA. 

Oh,  Coufin,  the  prettied  bed-natur’d  Youth  !  He  is 
foffiething  related  to  us  a  great  way  off  ;  and  by  that 
means  has  the  Privilege  of  vifiling,  without  Offence  to 
my  jealous  Brother-ir.-Law,  and  tyrannical  Guardian. 
Have  you  contriv’d  that  Bufinefs  ? 

LUCREYl  A. 

Madam,  it  is  done. 

SYLVIA. 

Bus’nefs !  What  Bus’nefs,  Coufin? 

Lord,  Coufin,  you  feem  concern’d  at  it. 

PORCIA. 

I’ll  tell  thee :  Seeing  myfelf  here  confin’d  to  the 
Rules  and  Limits  of  a  very  Prifon,  I  am  refolv’d  to  put 
as  good  a  Face  upon  the  Matter  as  it  will  bear,  and 
make  my  Misfortune  as  eafy  as  I  can.  Wherefore,  for 
a  little  prefect  Diverfion,  I  have  contriv’d  a  Letter  in 

an 
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an  unknown  Name,  by  this  young  Agent  here,  and  con¬ 
vey’d  it  to  thy  lewd  Husband,  with  another  in  my  own  to 
Beaugard ;  and  fent  for  thee,  my  Dear,  to  fhare  in  the 
Pleafure  of  the  Confequence. 

SYLVIA. 

Ha,  ha,  ha 1  But  what  will  be  this  Confequence, 
Coufin  ? 


PORCIA. 


Twenty  to  one  but  it  occafions  fome  new  Alarm,  and 
Divertifement  to  my  Jailors;  who  are  fo  very  capri¬ 
cious,  they  would  fancy  a  Rat  behind  the  Hangings  for 
a  conceal’d  Lover.  It  may  too,  by  Chance,  produce 
me  fome  lucky  Opportunity  once  more  to  make  my 
Efcape  out  of  their  mercilefs  Power.  Nay,  they  are 
already  half  difpos’d  to  run  away  themfelves  ;  for  by 
my  Woman’s  Intereft  in  the  Chirurgeon,  who  has  Care 
of  the  fwearing  Atheiftical  Fellow,  yefterday  hurt  in 
the  Scuffle,  and  afterwards  convey’d  hither,  he  gives  it  out 
that  he  fears  his  Wounds  may  be  mortal.  Upon  which, 
my  Lover  Gratian  fighs,  and  turns  up  his  Eyes  like  a 
godly  Brother  at  Exercife.  My  Brother  Iheodoret  puffs, 
Ewells,  grinds  his  Teeth,  and  ftamps  as  if  he  would  brain 
himfelf  againft  the  next  Wall  ;  while  poor  Beaugard'% 
ne’er-be  good  Father  has  with  pure  Fear,  loft  a  red  Nol'e 
that  has  been  his  faft  Friend  for  thele  forty  Years;  and 
every  time  he  fees  his  Face  in  a  Glafs,  fancies  every 
Wrinkle  there  has  the  the  Shape  of  a  Gibbet. 


Enter  Phillis. 

PHILLIS. 

Oh,  my  dear,  dear  Lady,  what  will  become  of  us ! 
the  molt  unhappy  Accident ! 

PORCIA. 

Hah! 

PHILLIS. 

Indeed,  Madam,  I  could  not  pofflbly  help  it :  I  ha’  loft 
it. 


P  0  R. 
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P  O  R  C  1  A. 

L oil  it,  loft  what?  What  haft  thou  loft?  Would  thou 
hadit  loft  thylelf  ?  loft  a  Leg  or  an  Arm,  or  any  thing, 
rather  than  have  put  me  in  this  Fright.  Speak,  what  is 
the  matter  f 

PHILLIS. 

Oh,  Madam,  the  Billet ;  Madam,  the  Billet. 

LUCRETJA . 

How’s  this  ? 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

What,  the  Note  I  fent  to  Beaugard? 

PHILLIS. 

As  I  hope  to  fee  you  happy,  Madam,  I  put  it  as  fall 
here  between  thefe  two  poor  naked  Breafts  here,  as  ever 
it  could  ftick,  fo  I  did  ;  when,  juft  as  I  was  going  forth, 
who  fhould  meet  me  but  the  old,  wicked,  ranting,  roar¬ 
ing  Gentleman  that  lies  hid  here  for  fear  of  hanging, 
would  he  had  been  well  hanged  a  Twelvemonth  fince  ; 
and  there  he  fell  a  towzing  and  mowzing,  and  a  med¬ 
dling  with  me  ;  I  was  never  fo  afraid  of  being  ravilh’d  in 
my  Life,  gad  he  knows :  So  in  the  Struggle,  I  guefs  the 
Note  was  loft  truly ;  though  in  my  Heart,  I  wilh  I  had 
been  ravilh’d  fix  times  over,  rather  than  fuch  a  Misfortune 
had  happened.  Neverthelefs,  I  have  done  your  Bus’nefs 
for  you,  fo  I  have, 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

Bus’nefs !  what  Bus’nefs  ?  Uglinefs  and  ill  Reputation 
light  on  thee.  Thou  haft  undone  and  ruin’d  me  for  ever. 

PHILLIS. 

Why,  I  have  met  with  the  Captain  and  told  him  the 
whole  matter,  as  well  as  if  he  had  read  it  in  the  Letter 
hiinfelf.  He’s  but  too  kind  a  Man  to  you,  and  I  too 
faithful  a  Servant,  fo  I  am,  to  be  thus  reviled  and  curfed 
"by  you  for  all  this. 

FOR  CIA. 

What  then  did  he  fay  ?  Fool,  Bead  and  Blockhead  ; 
tell  me. 


P  H  IL - 
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PHILLIS. 

Why,  he  faid,  he’d  die  a  thoufand  and  a  thou  (and 
times  for  you,  were  it  poffible,  fo  he  did  ;  and  that 
he  will  not  eat,  drink  or  fleep  ’till  he  has  fet  you  at  Li- 
berty,  fo  he  wo’  not ;  and  that  he  will  be  in  the  Garden 
before  Ten. 

LUCRET1  A. 

What’s  in  this  Cafe  to  be  done,  Madam  ? 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

O  dearell  Coufin,  retire  if  you  love  me  ;  for,  ffiould 
the  Lords  of  my  Liberty  get  any  Notice  of  this  Billet, 
and  find  a  Man  here,  notwithllanding  your  Relation,  who 

knows  what  ill  Ufage  it  may  aggravate  !- - To  thy 

Chamber,  dear  Lucreee,  e’er  the  Scorm  comes  upon  us. 

[A fide. 

LVCRET1  A. 

I  am  all  Obedience  :  Sweet  Creature,  you’ll  remember* 

[To  Sylvia, 

SYLVIA. 

It  is  not  poffible  to  forget  you,  furely. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

Bleffings  on  you  for  this  Goodnefs. 

[  Kijfes  her  Hand,  and  Exit, 

Enter  Theodoret  in  a  Rage. 

THEODORE  T. 

Double  bar  up  all  the  Doors  and  Windows  :  Load  all 
the  Arms  in  the  Houfe,  and  be  ready  for  Execution 
inftantly,  all  of  ye.  By  thofe  Devils  that  dance  in  your 
gogling  Eyes,  Madam,  I’ll  try  if  you  have  given  your- 
felf  over  to  Hell  fo  far,  that  you  can  out  at  a  Key-hole. 

P  O  R  CIA. 

What  means  the  great  He-brute  ? 

THE  O  DO  RET. 

To  cut  off  your  Intelligence,  Lady,  and  make  thee,' 
e’er  I  have  done,  to  curfe  thy  Father  and  Mother  that 
let  thee  learn  to  write.  Seeft  thou  this,  thou  irreclaima¬ 
ble 
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ble  profligate  Wretch  !  fogh  !  fend  you  the  draggle- 
tail’d  Minifter  of  thy  lewd  Adairs  a  hunting,  full  Cry  a- 
bout  the  Town,  upon  the  rank  Scent  of  a  brawny  back’d 
Heitor  1  By  Heavens !  die  Thought  of  it  makes  me  loath 
the  Houfe,  aud  fancy  it  flunks  of  the  foul  Sins  thou  haft 
imagin’d  in  it. 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

Thou  ba  barous,  ilbmanner’d,  vvorfe  than  Bead  !  Why 
am  I  abus’d  thus  ;  why  made  a  Pril'oner  too,  at  your 
faucy  Will  ?  fetter’d  up,  and  barr’d  all  Liberty  and  Con- 

verfe  ? 

THEODORE  T. 

For  the  fame  Reafon  other  too  hot-blooded  Females 
are  ;  becaufe,  if  poflible,  I  would  not  have  a  good  Breed 
fpoil’d. 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

What  a  Load  of  Dirt  is  thy  Thick-Scull  cram’d  with¬ 
al,  if  thy  Tongue  were  able  to  throw  it  out! 

THEODORE  T. 

Filthy,  filthy,  fulfome  filthy  !  What  be  a  Doll  Com¬ 
mon,  and  follow  the  Camp  !  how  lovelily  would  your  fair 
Lady  (hip  look,  mounted  upon  a  Baggage-Cart,  prefiding 
over  the  reft  of  the  Captain’s  dirty  Equipage  ! 

SYLVIA/ 

If  any  thing  in  the  World  would  make  me  follow  a 
Camp,  it  would  be  a  very  ftrong  Fancy  I  have,  that  I 
fhould  never  fee  you  in  one,  Sir. 

T  HE  OD  O  RET. 

Your  Ladyfhip  has  reafon  to  defend  the  Soldier’s 
Caufe,  you  have  married  one,  as  I  take  it,  Madam.  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

PORCIA. 

He  in  a  Camp !  he  has  not  Courage  enough  to  animate 
half  a  Taylor,  nor  good  Humour  enough  to  make  a  Spa¬ 
niel  of,  nor  Senfe  enough,  if  he  were  that  Animal,  to 
Jearn  to  fetch  and  carry. 

THEODORE  T. 

This  will  open  no  Locks,  Lady. 


P  OR- 
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P  O  R  C  I  A. 

Bat  there  are  Inftruments  to  be  had,  that  will  break 
open  Locks,  Sir. 

THEODORE  T. 

Will  you  pleafe  to  retire,  and  confider  farther  of  th'a$ 
in  your  Chamber. 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

No,  I’ll  not  ftir.  Sir. 

THEODORE  T. 

Nay,  by  Heaven,  but  you  fhal.!,  Madam. 

SYLVIA. 

Nay,  by  Heaven,  but  fhe  lhall  nor,  Sir. 

[  Father  at  the  Door » 
THEODORE  T. 

How ! 

FATHER. 

By  Jove,  and  that’s  well  faid,  I’ll  Hand  Hill  a  little  and 
fee  what’s  the  matter. 

THEODORE  T. 

Do  not  drive  me  to  ufe  Violence. 

FATHER. 

How  !  Violence  to  a  fair  Lady  !  that’s  not  fo  well  nei¬ 
ther. 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

Hark  you,  Sir,  my  Jailor  or  my  Hang  man  ;  for  which 
of  the  two  your  Office  will  end  in,  by  your  Proceedings, 

I  cannot  imagine  :  do  but  touch  me,  or  offer  the  leaft 
Violence  to  compel  me  to  a  clofer  Confinement ;  by  this 
injur’d  Heart,  I’ll  fire  the  Houfe  about  your  Affes  Ears : 
I’ll  fooner  burn  with  you,  to  be  reveng’d,  than  endure 
fuch  Infolence  and  Torment  any  longer. 

THEODORE  T, 

Very  well. 

FAT  HER. 

I’gad,  a  brave  Girl,  a  delicate  Wench  !  how  my  Fin¬ 
gers  itch  to  take  her  part  now  !  I  have  a  Month’s  mind 
to  efpoufe  her  Quarrel  and  make  Friends  with  poor 

Jacty 
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Jacky  again.  Honed  Jacky  !  ’tis  the  bed  natur’d  Boy  in 
the  World,  though  I  was  fuch  a  Bead  to  fall  out  with 
him.  [AJi'de. 

P  0  R  C  l  A. 

Inhuman,  cruel  Tbeodoret !  why  do  you  affiidt  me  thus  ? 
Why  do  you  force  the  Tears  from  my  poor  Eyes,  and 

wrack  a  tender  Heart  that  never  wrong’d  you - 

\Weeps . 

THEODORE  T. 


For  your  Soul’s  Health,  Lady  ;  and  the  Welfare  of 
your  wading  Reputation.  A  Pox  o’  your  whining  !  come, 
to- your  Chamber,  to  your  Prayer-Book  and  Repentance  : 
Fading  and  Humiliation  will  be  good  for  you.  To  your 
Chamber. 

P  O  R  C  1A. 

To  my  Grave  fird. 

THEODORE  T. 

Nay  then - Wha,  hoa  ! 

{Offers  to  lay  hold  of  her » 

P  0  R  C  1A. 

Stand  ofr  !  Murder !  Cramps,  Rheums  and  Palfies  wi¬ 
ther  thy  unmanly  Hands. 

THEODORE  T. 


By  Heaven ! 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

You  dare  not  do  it. 

THEODORE  T. 

Hah! 


SYLVIA. 

No,  Sir,  you  dare  not  do  it,  vou  dare  not. 

theodo'ret. 


Avaunt ,  Pafs  !  Confound  me  but  I  lhall  be  fcratch’d 
here  prefently  for  my  Patience. 

SYLVIA. 

What  an  ill-bred  Camel  ’tis  ! 

FATHER. 

Nay,  and  what’s  more )  you  lhall  not  do  if,  you 

lhall 
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ihall  not,  Sir,  Hoh  !  Is  this  the  Iffue  of  your  honourable 
Pretenfions  ? 

THEODORE  T. 

Et  tu  Brute ; 

FATHER. 

Brute,  Brute!  Brute  me  no  Brutes,  Friend  :  Ounds,  I 
am  a  Man,  Fellow  ;  Battoons  and  Bilboes !  Brute  !  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  ! 

TH  E  0  DO  RET. 

Your  Pardon,  Sir! 

S  T  L  VIA. 

Don’t  pardon  him,  Sir. 

Enter  Gratian  leaning  on  a  Staff, 

G  R  A  T 1  A  N. 

Oh,  Friend  ! 

THEODORE  T. 

Poor  Gratian . 

GRATIAN. 

If  ever  we  ought  to  do  any  thing  for  our  Safety,  let  us 
now  prepare  and  look  about  us  :  I  have  made  hard  Shift 
to  hobble  hither,  my  Wound’s  grown  very  troublefome— * 
We  are  all  loft. 

THEODORE  T. 

I  can  fear  nothing  when  my  Friend’s  to  near  me. 

SYLVIA. 

Now  Coufin  rebel,  and  force  your  Freedom  nobly. 

FATHER. 

Jacky,  I  hope,  Jacky  at  the  Head  of  Mirmidons,  and 
declaring  for  his  Property.  Look  you,  Gentlemen  :  I 
muft  confefs  I  have  a  Remorfe  of  Confcience,  and  am 
fenfible  I  have  been  a  Rebel :  Wherefore  if  my  Liege  Son 
and  Heir  have  recruited  his  Power  and  be  once  more  up 
in  Arms,  Loyalty  and  natural  Affettion,  Friends,  will 
work  ;  I  muft  pronounce  for  Prince  Jacky  ;  and  here  I 
rtfolve  to  defend  his  Territories.  [Draws  a  Broad  Sword. 

G  R  A- 


37  8 


The  Atheist:  Or, 

G  R  A  T  1 A  N. 

If  Prince  Jacky  have  Intereft  enough  to  get  your  Par¬ 
don  for  Murder,  Sir,  it  will  be  your  belt  way  to  clofe 
with  him  ;  for,  in  ihort,  the  Atheift  Daredevil ,  your  An- 
tagonill,  is  dead,  Sir. 

THEODORE  T. 

Hah  !  Dead ! 

FATHER. 

Dead  ! 

G  R  AT  IAN. 

Yes  dead.  Sir. 

SYLVIA. 

So  much  the  better,  Porcia,  let  us  run  up  to  the  Leads, 
and  cry  out  Murder  to  the  Streets  this  Moment. 

FATHER. 

Then  I  find,  that  I  am  but  a  fhort-liv'd  Sinner  ;  fare- 
wel  for  ever  Old  Hock,  Sherry,  Nutmeg,  and  Sugar, 
Seven  and  Eleven,  Sink-Tray,  and  the  Doublets !  Never 
comes  better  of  rebelling  againft  one’s  natural-born  Chil¬ 
dren.  I  fhall  be  hang’d  one  of  thefe  Sun-fhiny  Morn¬ 
ings,  and  a  Ballad  come  out  in  the  Afternoon  to  a  lament¬ 
able  Eighty-eight  Tune  of  the  careful  Son,  and  prodigal 
father.  Dead,  faid  you.  Sir? 

G  RAT  I A  N. 

Or,  at  leaft,  cannot  furvive  half  an  Hour;  therefore 
it  is  my  Opinion,  that  we  inflantly  quit  the  Houfe,  and 
provide  for  all  our  Safety. 

THEODORE  T. 

Confufion,  Devils ! 

PORCIA. 

Nay,  Sir,  hand  fall !  dare  but  to  open  a  Door,  Sir  j  by 
Heav’n,  that  Moment  I’ll  alarm  the  Town  :  You  fhall 
not  think  to  efcape,  reeking  with  a  poor  Man’s  Blood, 
fhed  in  Defence  of  me. 

THEODORE  T. 

Lady,  no  fooling. 


P  0  R- 
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P  O  R  C  I  A. 

No  Sir,  no  fooling  :  but  now,  Sir,  go  you  to  your 
Chamber,  Sir,  to  your  Chamber ;  to  your  Prayer-Book 
and  Repentance :  Falling  and  Humiliation  will  be  good 
for  you :  To  your  Chamber,  Sir  ;  as  you  tender  your 
Neck,  Sir. 

T  HE  O  DO  RET. 

Damnation  !  unhand  me  ! 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

I’ll  dye  e’re  I’ll  unhold  you.  Think  you  fo  barba- 
roully  to  leave  me  here  in  the  Houfe  with  a  dead  Wretch, 
and  have  the  Punilhment  of  his  horrid  Murder  light  on 
my  innocent  Head  ? 

THEODORE  T. 

J 

What  do  you  refolve  to  do,  Sir  ? 

FATHER. 

Do,  Sir !  What  can  I  refolve  to  do.  Sir  ?  I  have  no 
means  to  hope  to  efcape,  Sir  :  for,  in  the  firll  place,  I 
have  no  Money  :  and  a  Man  that  kills  another  without 
Money  in  his  Pockets,  is  in  a  very  hopeful  Condition.  In 
the  next  place  for  a  Difguife,  I  have  no  Cloatbs  but  thefe 
you  fde  on  .my  Back;  with  this  Tripe-buff  Belt  here, 
which  there  is  not  a  Conltable  in  the  whole  City  but 
knows,  and  has  had  in  his  Cuftody,  Sword  and  all.  Look 
you,  Gentlemen,  1  have  civilly  kill’d  a  Man  for  your 
Service  ;  if  you  will  refolve,  fairly  and  fquarely,  to  hang 
like  Friends  together,  fo  :  If  not,  I  mutiny  ;  and  the 
word  is,  Difcover  the  Plot,  the  old  Boy  mull  impeach. 

Enter  R  o  s  A  R  D. 

R  O  S  A  R  D. 

Oh,  Sir,  where  are  you  ? 

G  RAT  1  AN. 

Well,  Rofard,  what’s  the  News  now  ? 

R  O  S  A  R  D. 

The  Gentleman,  Heaven  be  thank’d,  is  reviv’d  again. 
Sir  :  tho’  the  Doctors  fay,  fuch  another  Fit  will  certainly 

carry 
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carry  him  off.  The  poor  Creature  is  very  weak,  but 
very  penitent. 

FATHER. 

In  troth,  and  that’s  a  very  ill  Symptom  ;  therefore  my 

Opinion  is  dill - 1  am  for  hanging  all  together. 

THEODORE  T. 

Hark  you,  old  Ruft  ;  you  fay  you  have  no  Money, 
wherefore,  during  the  prefent  Interval,  in  the  firft  place, 
becaufe  I  will  have  no  Mutiny  upon  this  Occafion  ;  in  or¬ 
der  to  your  Efcape,  there’s  Money  for  you  :  In  the  next 
place,  as  you  want  change  of  Rayment,  here  is  the  Key 
of  a  fmall  Wardrobe,  at  the  lower  end  of  the  Gallery 
above,  you’ll  find  the  Door  to  it :  Equip  yourfelf,  and 
provide  for  your  Security,  as  your  bell  Difcretion  lhall 
direCt  you. 

FATHER. 

Took  you,  Friend,  the  fooner  the  better  ;  for,  to  telj 
you  the  truth,  elfe  I  {hall  make  but  a  fcurvy  matter,  of 
it  at  Tyburn  Crofs ;  with  a  whining,  fnivelling  Account 
of  breaking  the  Sabbath,  and  keeping  ill  Company^ 
Wherefore  not  being  good  at  making  Speeches,  I  will 
leave  the  Opportunity  to  you,  of  fhewing  your  politer 
Rhetoric,  and  fave  a  Member  of  the  Common-wealth.— 
There’s  no  great  harm  in  Murder,  when  it  brings  a  Mant 
Money.  \_AJide  and  Exit. 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

And  now,  my  Tyrant  Brother,  I  hope  we  Hand  on  evertt 
Terms. 

THEODORE  T. 

No  Lady,  not  yet :  There’s  Life  return’d  :  and  there¬ 
fore  Hopes  dill ;  though  at  prefent,  in  fome  meafure  to 
comply  with  you,  and  eafe  your  Apprehenfions,  within 
the  Limits  of  the  Houfe  and  Gardens  you  are  at  your 
Liberty,  but  no  farther  this  Night :  And  for  your  ampler 
Satisfaction,  if  I  have  any  midnight  Alarms  from  your 
Correfpondent  abroad,  there’s  Entertainment  ready  for 
him,  which  he  may  not  be  very  fond  of ;  fo  Good-night, 

it* 
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k  is  almoll  Ten.  Who  waits  ?  What  hoa,  be  ready  there. 
Come,  Gratian,  I’ll  fee  you  to  your  Repofe,  and  then  to 
my  Poll  of  Guard.  [ Ex .  Theo.  and  Grat. 

PORCIA. 

Ten  1  That  was  the  Hour,  Phillis,  Beaugard  menti¬ 
oned  ?  was  it  not  ? 

PHIL  LIS. 

It  was,  Madam. 

PORCIA. 

Be  ready  then,  all  ye  propitious  Powers,  that  fmile  on 
faithful  Love  ;  wait,  like  kind  Angels,  on  him  ;  eftablilh 
Conquell  in  his  able  Hand,  and  Kindnefs  in  his  Heart.  Oh, 
Silvia  ! 

SYLVIA. 

You  are  tranfported,  Coufin  ! 

PORCIA. 

With  hopes  of  Liberty  I  am  indeed :  It  is  an  Englijh 
Woman’s  natural  Right.  Do  not  our  Fathers,  Brothers 
and  Kinfmeri  often,  upon  pretence  of  it,  bid  fair  for  Re¬ 
bellion  againll  their  Sovereign  ?  And  why  ought  not  we 
by  their  Example,  to  rebel  as  plaufibly  againll  them  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Moll  edifying  Doflrine  this  is,  truly. 

[A  Whijile  without. 

PORCIA. 

The  Sign  !  Hark,  the  Sign  !  Phyllis,  heard  you  nothing  ? 
[JVhiJile  again.']  ’Tis  there  again;  he’s  true,  and  I  am 
happy.  Sylvia,  let  us  retire  ourfelves ;  you  know  your 
Apartment,  for  precious  Mifchief  will  be  foon  on  foot ; 
and  A&ion  worthy  Love’s  great  Caufe.  Thy  Husband  too 
may  chance  to  have  his  lhare  in  the  Bufinefs,  and  as  I  have 
order’d  Matters,  meet  fomething  in  the  Adventure,  to 
mortify  his  roving  Humour,  and  reconcile  him  to  his 

Duty  and  Allegiance. - Hark  !  \WhiJile  again. 

There,  ’tis  once  more  a  Summons  to  the  Citadel  to  fur- 
render.  This  lhall,  in  after  Story,  be  call’d.  Captain 
Beaugard' s  befieging  of  the  Widow. 


Which 
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Which,  as  ’cis  laid,  fure  vs i:h  Succefs  mult  end. 

Since  Juftice  does  his  Enterprize  attend  C 

Without,  ana  powerful  Love  within  his  Friend.  j 

SCENE  changes  to  Fields  on  the  Back  fide  of  a  Garden , 

Enter  Beauca  is,  nuilb  a  Party. 

BE  JUG  A  M  D. 

Hold,  (land  fait;  I  have  juft  now  receiv’d  Intelligence 
over  the  Garden- Wall,  that  our  Defign  has  taken  air. 
And  there  will  be  no  eafy  Entrance. 

i  MAN. 

Ah  Captain ;  the  Time  has  been,  when,  under  your 
Command,  we  Ihould  have  had  no  need  of  a  Council  of 
War  for  the  attacking  fuch  a  Fortification  as  this  is. 

BEAUGARD. 

Peace,  Plunder,  Peace,  you  Rogue  ;  no  Moroding  now  ? 
we’ll  burn,  rob,  demolilh  and  murder  another  time  toge¬ 
ther  :  This  is  a  Bus’nefs  muft  be  done  w’ith  Decency— 
Hark. 

2  MAN. 

Some  Company  coming.  Sir,  from  the  Back-Street- 
Ward. 

BEAUGARD. 

Hold  then,  Plunder :  Do  you,  with  your  flying  Party, 
hover  at  a  diftance  about  the  Fields ;  while  I,  with  the 
reft  of  the  Body,  poft  myfelf  as  advantageoufly  as  I  can, 
to  watch  the  Enemy’s  Motions. [Exeunt . 

Enter  Theodoret  and  his  Party, 

THEODORE  T. 

This  way  the  Noife  was ;  Be  fure  keep  fafe  the  Garden 
Gate,  and  follow  me  carefully.  [Exit.  Theod. 


Enter 
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Enter  C  0  u  R  t  i  n  e. 

C  OU  R  TINE. 

So  here  I  am  ;  and  now  for  my  Inftruflions.  Let  me 
fee,  [ Reads  the  Billet.~\  Pray  come  difguifed,  that  if  the 
Defign  (hould  mi J carry  your  Retreat  may  be  the  eajier.  Tour 

unknown  blujhing  Servant. - Humph  !  Blufhing  Servant  ! 

Paffingly  model!,  I’ll  warrant  you  !  Pray  come  difgufd  ! 

So  I  am,  or  the  Devil’s  in’t  ;for  I  look  more  like  a  Cut¬ 
throat,  than  any  thing  elfe.  Let  me  fee  ;  Upon  this  very 
Spot,  the  laft  time  I  was  here  did  I  meet  my  damn’d 
Wife  :  Avert  the  Omen,  fweet  Heaven  I  befeech  thee. 
And  now,  as  I  am  confidering,  where  can  my  Friend 
Beaugard  be  at  prefent  too  ?  With  a  Whore.  There’s  that 
Queftion  anfwer’d.  Wherefore,  would  but  my  unknown 
blulhing  Servant  appear,  or  give  me  a  kind  Sign  :  would 
but  my  little  Partridge  call,  methinks  I  could  fo  fhuckle, 
and  run,  and  bill,  and  clap  my  Wings  about  her.  Hah  ! 

•  >  \Turm  about. 

Enter  Theodore  t. 

THEODORE  T. 

Stand  :  Who  goes  there  ? 

C  O  U  RT  I N  E. 

What’s  the  matter  now  ? 

1  SERVANT. 

Stand,  Sir  :  What  are  you.  Sir  ? 

COURTINE. 

What  am  I,  Sir !  a  Man,  Sir  ? 

THEODOR  ET. 

A  Man,  Sir,  we  fee  you  are  :  But  what  Man  are  you. 
Friend  ? 

COURTINE. 

A  Gentleman,  Friend  ;  and  you  had  belt  ufe  me  fo.— • 
By  Heav’n,  Theodoret  ?  and  if  I  am  but  difcover’d  ! 

THEODORE  T. 

Hands  off,  unloofe  him.  You  are  not  him  we  look  for. 

Sir. 
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COURT  IN  E. 

I  am  glad  of  that  with  all  my  Hear. 

THE  02)  O  R  E  T. 

And  therefore  I  ask  your  Pardon.  But,  if  you  are  a 
Gentleman,  you  will  afliil  one  in  me,  that  have  been  in¬ 
jured.  I  have  reafon  to  believe,  my  Houle  is  now  befet 
with  Villain?,  who  have  bafe  Defigns  upon  the  Honour 
of  my  Family.  Wherefore,  if  you  are  what  you  pretend, 
you’ll  draw  your  Sword  to  do  Juftice  in  a  good  Caufe. 
COURT1NE, 

Sir,  I  wear  it  for  no  other  End  ;  and  you  fhall  command 
it. — Ah,  ’tis  fo  ;  Beaugard  upon  new  Exploits  for  the  Re¬ 
covery  of  his  Widow.  Nothing  but  Knight  Errantry 
Aiming  this  Moon. 

THEODORE  T. 

Pleafe  you  then,  Sir,  to  Hay  here  with  my  Servants, 
while  I  walk  to  the  Corner  of  yon  Wall,  and  try  what  I 
can  difcover.  [Exit.  Theod* 

C  OU  R  T  1 N  E. 

You  may  truft  me,  Sir.  Now  will  I  fhew  myfelf  a 
true  Renegado  ;  take  Entertainment  in  Chriftian  Service, 
to  betray  ’em  to  my  Brother  Turk,  upon  the  firft  Oppor¬ 
tunity.  And  fo,  my  blufhing  Unknown,  you  may  e’en 
flay  your  Stomach  with  your  Sheets  for  this  Night. 

Re-enter  Theodore  t. 

THEODORE  T. 

They  are  here.  Hand  fall ;  be  refolute,  and  be  rewarded* 
Enter  L  V  C  R  E  T  j  A. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

Now,  for  a  convenient  Opportunity  to  do  Mifchief. 
Beaugard,  I  find,  is  come,  and  my  kind  Miftrefs  punc¬ 
tual  to  Appointment  in  the  Garden.  Now  could  I  but 
order  the  Affair,  fo,  as  to  flur  Beaugard  upon  her,  inftead 
of  myfelf ;  and  her  upon  him,  inftead  of  Porcia,  my 

Confcience 
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Conference  would  be  fatisfied  :  and  he,  Mr.  Courtine,  my 
Rival  Widow,  and  the  Wife,  ferv’d  all  in  their  kind. 
THEODORE  T. 

Hold,  Sir  ;  what  are  you  ?  [To  Beau,  at  the  Entrance . 

COURTINE. 

Ay,  Now,  now. 

BEAUGARD. 

No,  matter,  Sir  ;  this  is  not  a  time  of  Night  to  anfwet- 
Questions. 

T  HE  O  DO  RET. 

Nay,  then. - 

BE  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Nay,  now  Sir;  and  when  elfe  you  think  fitting,  Sir; 
I  am  the  Man  you  look  for ;  and  you  are  him  I  wilh’d  to 
meet  here. 

C  OU  RTINE. 

Now  how  the  Devil  I  fhall  do  to  tilt  Booty ;  Hang  me 
like  a  Dog  if  I  can  imagine. 

BEAUGARD. 

Come  on  there. 

THEODORE  T. 

You  pafs  upon  your  Death. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  have  learnt  to  fcorn  Death  more  fince  firft  you  threat* 
ned  it  ; 

I  fee  your  Numbers  too,  and  come  prepar’d  ; 

PorcicC s  my  Claim,  and  here  I’ll  win  or  lofe  her. 

THEODORET. 

Then  take  thy  Due;  and  die  like  a  midnight  Thief, 
Fall  on. 

Beau,  and  Theod.  engage,  and  their  Parties.  Beau,  and 
Theod.  quit  each  other.  Beau  .falls  upon  Courtine  and 
Theod.  upon  Beaugard’r  Party ;  who  retire  from  him, 
as  Cour.  does  from  Beau,  off  from  the  Stave. 
THEODORET. 

He  runs,  he  runs  ;  the  half-bred  Hettor  runs.  Falfe 
Vol.  II.  R  Cards 
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Cards  and  Dice,  and  Quart  pot  Brothel  Brawls,  were 
fitter  for  his  Management,  than  honourable  Difference ; 
Hark,  cla filing  of  Swords  Hill  !  by  Heaven  I  mifs  our 
Friend,  the  honourable  Stranger,  that  fo  generoufly  took 
our  Party:  if  it  be  him,  let’s  out,  and  give  him  Succour. 

Enter  Beaucard  driving  in  Courtine,  nxjha  retiree 
beyond  the  Reach  of  his  Snxord. 

BEAUGARD. 

BafeRafcal!  Coward,  fly  lr — ■ 

COURTINE. 

No,  Sir,  I  Hand  flock  ftill,  and  won’t  ftir  an  Inch  ;  but 
fiace  you  are  fo  uncivil,  refolve  not  to  fight  a  Stroke  more; 
So  there’s  my  Sword,  and  here’s  your  humble  Servant. 

BEAUGARD. 

Courtine  l 

COU  R  TIN  E. 

The  fame. 

BEAUGARD . 

And  thou  my  Enemy  too  ! 

COURTINE. 

No,  Sir,  your  Friend,  had  you  been  wife  enough  to 
have  found  it.  I  came  hither  difguifed,  for  a  Reafon 
you  (hall  know  hereafter  ;  but  falling  into  the  Hands  of 
the  Enemy,  was  forced  to  take  Party  againfl  you,  for 
fear  of  being  beaten  for  you  :  Yet  with  a  defign  of  re¬ 
volting,  would  you  have  given  me  leave.  But  you,  when 
you  (hould  have  kept  at  the  Head  of  your  Friends  took  a 
particular  fancy  to  be  tickling  my  fmall  Guts,  and  now 
you  fee  what  you  have  got  by  it. 

BEAUGARD. 

Then  farewel  for  ever,  poor  Widow, - But  flay,  it 

were  bafe  and  unmanly  to  give  it  over  fo— Let  me  fee— 
Lend  me  thy  Difguife,  quickly,  quickly,  quickly,  my 
Imagination’s  warm. 

COURTINE. 

Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  and  glad  to  be  rid  of  it  fo  — 

\Difguifts  Beaugard 

BEAU. 
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B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Take  this,  and  rally  my  fcatter’d  Forces.  [Gives  him 
Ms  WhiJHe.~\  They  know  the  Sign  j  and  cannot  be  far  off 
under  the  Conduftof  Plunder  that  was  my  Serjeant  abroad, 
thou  know’ll  him  ;  make  what  halle  is  poflible.  I’ll  be 
hereabouts,  and  be  near  me,  if  any  new  Difafter  Ihould 
happen. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Well,  with  all  my  Heart  for  once  s  Here  is  a  new  De. 
fign  in  Embrio  now ;  though  T  fancy  when  we  have  got  her, 
we  lhall  never  make  of  this  Widow  what  Ihe  has  coll  us. 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

No  more  ;  I  hear  Company ;  Vanilh -  [Exit.  Cour. 

Enter  Theodore  t. 

T  HE  O  DO  RET. 

This  way  I  think  I  heard  it :  Look,  is  not  that  he  ! 
Oh  my  dear  generous  Friend,  let  me  embrace  you  ;  l 
hope  you  are  come  off  well. 

B  E  AU  G  ARD. 

Very  well.  Sir,  I  thank  you,  if  I  were  but  well  off 
from  this  place  ;  I  fear  the  Man  I  had  to  deal  withal  is 
fallen,  for  I  left  him  ftagg’ring.  Security  were  bell  for 
us  all.  Sir. 

THEODO  RET. 

My  Houfe  fhall  be  your  San&uary,  and  I’ll  die  with 
you  but  I’ll  protett  you. 

BEAUGARD. 

I  gad,  and  that’s  kindly  faid,  as  things  Hand  between 
us,  and  if  he  knew  all.  [Afide. 

THEODORE  T. 

Open  the  Garden-gate  there  :  You  lhall  reft  yourfelf 
jn  an  Arbour,  while  I  difpofe  of  the  grofs  of  my  Family, 
and  prepare  an  Apartment  for  your  privacy. 

B  E  AUG  ARD. 

If  I  had  dy’d  in  your  Quarrel,  Sir,  a  Generofity  like 
this  had  over  rewarded  it*  [Cour.  at  the  Entrance,; 

R  *  CO  UR. 
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C  O  U  RT  IN  E. 

Stand  {till  ye  beaten  fcatter’d  Scoundrel?,  I  think  that’s 
he,  follow  me  but  at  a  diftance. 

THEODORE  T. 

Open  the  Gate  I  fay  there  j  come  Sir- - 

COURT  I  EE.  [They  enter  the  Garden. 

The  Stratagem,  fucceeds,  and  Troy  a;  laft  is  taken* 

E=nter  Lucretia. 

LU  CRET  TA. 

O  dear  Sir,  are  not  you  Captain  Beavgard  ? 

COU  R  TINE. 

The  fame,  my  dear  Child,  the  fame  j  hail  thou  any 
good  Tidings  for  me  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

The  private  Door  of  the  Garden  on  the  other  Side 
is  opened,  and  you  may  enter.  Sir.  My  pcor  Lady  is 
dying  almoft  with  Defpair,  that  fhe  {hall  never  fee  you 
more :  Could  you  now  tell  me  News  of  Captain  Courtine  ? 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Hah  1  Does  then  my  bluihicg  Unknown  belong  to  thefe 
Territories :  It  muft  be  fo.  Captain  Courtine  is  juft  gone 
in  before,  Sweet  heart,  therefore  if  thou  art  a  true  Friend 
to  Lore,  quickly  conduct  me. 

LUCRE  TIA. 

I'll  {hew  you  Sir,  into  the  Door,  where  you  may  con¬ 
ceal  yourfeif  in  one  of  the  Arbours  till  I  go  through  the 
Houfe,  and  bring  you  farther  Intelligence. 

C  OURTINE. 

And  if  my  Adventure  happen  really  to  be  at  the  end 
of  this  Buhnefs,  my  Friend  and  I  {hall  not,  I  fancy, 
pafs  our  time  very  uncomfortably’,  B.ogues  follow  me, 
follow  me,  Rogues.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  the  Garden . 

Beaugard  looking  out  of  an  Arhour. 

B  E'AU.G  A  RD. 

So,  fo,  thus  far  I  am  undifcovered  ;  it  is  as  dark,  as  if 
the  Devil  himfelf  were  abroad  a  folacing  amongft  a  Com¬ 
pany  of  Northern  Witches  to  Night  :  If  Courtine  be  but 
enter’d  with  my  Mi  >  mi  don  5,  the  Widow’s  infallibly  all  my 
own.*  Hilt !  Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Lucretia. 

LUC  REE  I  A. 

Sir,  Sir,  where  are  you  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

Here,  here,  my  Friend,  I  wait  you. 

LUCRETIA. 

Friend  !  is  not  your  Name - 

BEAUGARD. 

My  Name,  what!  what  can  this  mean?-——  [Afide. 
LUCRETIA. 

Beaugard,  Come,  come,  I  know  you  :  You  need  not 
difturb  yourfelf,  n>y  Defign  is  to  do  you  Service,  your 
Portia  knows  you  are  here,  and  experts  you  with  her 
Arms  open;  follow  me. 

BEAUGARD . 

Be  thou  my  good  or  bad  Angel,  at  the  charm  of  that 
Name  I  mull  follow  thee,  though  thou  lead  me  to  Perdi¬ 
tion. 

LUCRETIA. 

Softly,  no  Noife,  this  way,  give  me  your  Hand.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Courtine. 

CO  U  R  TIN  E. 

Hold,  let  me  fee  :  Ay,  there  I  think  is  an  Arbour 
where  I  will  creep  in,  and  lie  as  clofe,  as  a  Coward  in  the 
Hold  at  a  Sea-fight. 

R  3 
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Enter  Theodore  t, 

THEODORE  T. 

Hereabouts  it  was  I  left  him,  it  is  wonderfully  dark  ! 
Friend  !  Friend!  Where  are  you  ? 

C  OU  RT  IN  E. 

Ha  1  that's  another  fort  of  Voice  than  the  Youngfter’a 
I  depend  upon.  By  Heaven,  Tbecdoret  /  [Afde. 

THE  O  DO  RET. 

Friend,  Friend,  I  fay,  where  are  you  ? 

C0URT1NE. 

Ay,  but  the  Devil,  a  Word  you  get  out  of  me,  \Afde, 
THEODORE  T. 

Why,  Sir  Friend,  do  not  you  hear  me  i 
COURT  INE, 

No,  [  Ajide, 

T  HE  O  D  O  RET. 

I  am  fure  this  muft  be  the  Arbour ;  I’ll  run  and  call  a 

Flambeaux. 

C  OU  RT  I N  E. 

That  may  not  be  fo  well  neither,  my  Affairs  will  not 
agree  with  the  Light,  as  I  take  it.  \Afidt. 

THEODORE  T. 

May  be  he’s  fallen  afleep  ;  let  me  fee.  [ Gropes  into  the 
Arbour  and  feds  him ]  ’Tis  even  fo  :  What  hca,  Sr  !  — 

[Coarrire  fncres . 

Friend,  Friend,  awake,  your  Chamber’s  ready,  and  X 
flay  for  you. 

COURT /JV  E. 

Who’s  there  ?  .What  are  you  ? 

[  Aloud,  as  if  frighted fuddenh, 
THEODORE  T. 

Hufh,  H*ake  no  Ncife  ;  but  come  away. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

Is  it  you,  Sir  ?»— - - He  miflakes  me  for  Beaugard 

I  hope. 
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THEODORE  T, 

The  fame:  I  wait  upon  you,  follow  me. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

If  he  difcover  me,  all  again  is  ruin’d  ;  but  Darknefs,  t 
hope,  and  Impudence,  will  befriend  a  good  Caufe.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  Daredevil’*  Chamber. 

With  only  one  /mail  Lamp  burning,  and  Daredevil  on 

the  Bed. 

D  JR  ED  EVIL. 

Oh  I  oh  !  oh  !  my  Wounds  and  my  Sins  !  Confcience, 
Confcience,  Confcience,  how  fhall  I  quiet  thee  ! 

[Beaugard’r  Father  at  the  Door. 

FAT  HER. 

This  cowardly  Chicken-hearted  Rafcal  will  die,  and 
be  damn’d  at  lail.  How  do  you  do.  Sir  ?  How  do  you 
find  yourfelf. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Oh  very  ill,  Heaven  knows !  within  few  Hours  of 
a  Grave,  and,  without  great  Mercy,  of  a  deeper  Place: 
Whoever  you  are,  if  you  have  any  Charity,  procure  mt 
fome  Confcientious  Godly  Divine  to  unburden  myfelf  of 
my  Iniquity  to. 

FATHER. 

This  puling,  whining,  repining  Rogue,  within  thefe 
two  Days  was  blafpheming  ;  Ought  I  to  be  hang’d  now 
for  fuch  a  Varied  fhall  I  fend  you  a  Divine,  faid  you. 
Sir  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

It  would  be  a  great  Favour,  and  a  Comfort  to  me.  Sir. 

FATHER. 

I'll  try  what  I  can  do  for  you,  fince  I  fee  your  Con¬ 
dition  fo  dangerous ;  a  Pox  o’  your  queafy  Confcience. 
There  is  no  Safety  for  me  in  Haying  here  that’s  one  thing, 
the  Houfe  being  certainly  befet  for  the  apprehending  fome 
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body  :  For  looking  out  at  the  Wardrobe  Window  as  I 
was  dreffing  myfelf,  I  obferv’d  fix  or  feven  arm’d  Rogues, 
with  hangrnanly  Faces,  fneaking  and  fculking  about  tie 
Garden,  that’s  another  thing  ;  wherefore  I  will  haften  and 
finiflr  my  Difguife,  and  if  there  come  an  Alarm,  take 
the  fairell  Opportunity  to  get  off  in  it;  and  that  for  me 
will  be  the  bed  thing.  \Exit  Father » 

Enter  Courting. 

COUR  TINE. 

To  what  an  infignificant  Purpofe  have  I  taken  all  this 
pains  to  Night?  here  have  I  been  put  into  a  Room  with 
a  Bed  in  it,  with  Pray,  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  take  your 
Reft,  in  the  Devil’s  Name  ;  when  my  Defign  has  not  been 
to  take  my  Reft,  but  my  Recreation  ;  I  fancy  I  heard  a 
kind,  fmall  complaining  Voice  this  way  too,  and  muft  at 
prefent  confefs  myfelf  in  a  very  good-natpr’d  Humour* 
very  much  inclined  to  fuccour  any  diftreffed  Damfel  that 
wants  a  Companion  to  pafs  away  a  tedious  Night  withal. 
DAREDEVIL. 

Oh  1  oh!  Would  but  this  dear  Man  come  now! 

COURT  IN  E. 

Hah  !  hark  !  That  mult  certainly  be  me  file  means ; 
nay,  I  am  fure  on’t :  I’ll  on  a  little  farther. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Oh  h  h ! 

COURT  1  N  E. 

Where  art  thou,  thou  poor  Creature  ;  I  am  come  to 
comfort  thee. 

DAREDEVIL. 

I  wifh  ^ou  had  come  a  little  fooner,  I  am  very  ill. 

COURT  IN  E. 

Alas,  kind  Soul,  fire’s  fick  with  pafiionate  Expeflation; 
This  muft  be  my  blulhing,  unknown  Servant,  at  the 
leaft. 


DARE . 
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Whereabouts  are  you  ?  Give  me  your  Hand  hither, 
will  you  ? 

COU  R.  TINE. 

Here,  here  it  is,  and  my  Heart  too,  thou  haft  ’em  botli : 
I’ll  fwear  (he  has  a  well-grown  Palm,  by  the  Rule  of  Pro¬ 
portion,  I’ll  warrant  her  a  Swinger  : — But  no  matter,  ’tis 
in  the  dark.  [AJlde.- 

DAREDEVIL. 

Heart,  Paid  you,  Sir ;  Alas !  my  poor  Heart’s  break¬ 
ing. 

COURT  IN  E. 


Breaking,  dear  Soul  !  No,  no,  never  fear  it ;  I’ll  give 
thee  a  Recipe  to  keep  it  whole,  I  warrant  thee.  This  is 
the  moft  Romantic  Adventure.  [  Falls  to  undrejjtng  himfelf. 


PuRcia  and  Phillis  at  the  Door. 

P  O  R  C  I  4. 

Has  then  Beaugard  goaeo  E  ram  e  art  thou  fure. 
COU  RT  INE. 

Hah  !. 

PRILL  IE. 


Madam,  fo  fure,  tho'-  his  Valtt  Four  bine  is  here  in  the 
Houfe,  and  told  me  fo  hinrfelf. 

COU  R  TINE. 

What’s  that  ? 


P  O  R  C  1  A. 

Then  now  my  Part  begins.  Was  there  ever  fuch  in¬ 
human  Cruelty  committed,  a  Wretch  barbaroufty  mur¬ 
der’d  and  expos’d,  without  Comfort  or  Succour  ?  " 

COURT  1 N  E< 

Murder,  faid  they  ?  What,  Manflaying  !  when  all  my 
Thoughts  are  upon  nothing  but  Man-making.  I  gad 
then  ’tis  time  that  I  take  care  for  one,  and  ’till  a  be.  ter 
Conveniency  offer  itfelf,  here’s  my  Burrough.  Murder  in 
the  Devil’s  name.  What  do  they  fay  now  ? 

[Creeps  under  the  Bed . 

R  S  P  O  R. 
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P  O  R  C  I  A. 

No  no,  my  Confcience  will  not  bear  it,  I  muft  pro¬ 
claim  it  to  the  World  .  What  hoa  there,  Murder,  Mur¬ 
der,  Murder  ! 

COURTJNE. 

Oh  Lord,  here’s  a  comfortable  Conditition  that  I  am 
got  into. 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 


But  does  the  Chirurgeon  fay  there  is  certainly  no  Dan¬ 
ger  ? 


PHILLIS. 


Only  a  thin  skin  Wound  on  the  Outfide  of  his  Belly  ; 
but  that  the  force  of  Fear  in  the  Cowardly-hearted 
Fellow,  will  let  him  think  of  nothing  but  a  Grave  and 
Damnation. 


P  O  R  C  I  A. 

The  prefent  Advantage  of  it  then  muft  be  improv’d  : 
wherefore,  I  fay,  the  flinging  of  my  Confcience  will  not 
Jet  me  reft,  I  dare  not  conceal  th's  Murder.  Murder, 
Murder,  Murder  !  Cry  Murder  you  Witch,  and  alarm 
the  Houfe. 


PHILLIS. 

Here  is  fomebody  coming  already,  Madam. 

P  O  RC  1  A. 

Stand  full  and  obferve  then. 


Enter  Beaugard. 

I  think  it  was  this  way,  but  no  matter,  for  I  am  fure 
I  reign  Lord  Paramount  of  this  Caftle  now.  The  angry 
jealous  B  other  is  gone  to  Bed,  and  all  his  warlike  Family, 
where  he  lies  as  faft  and  fnores  and  gapes  fo  wide,  one 
might  fteal  the  Widow  out  of  his  Mouth  if  lhe  were 
there  :  Now  could  I  but  find  the  way  to  her  Ladyfhip’s 
Chamber,  while  Plunder  is,  according  to  Orders,  with 
his  Crew  binding  the  drowfy  Rogues  of  the  Family  in 
their  Beds!  What  an  Opportunity  would  that  be?  For  there 
is  but  one  way  of  making  a  flippery  Widow  fure  to  you. 

P  OR- 
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P  Q  R  C  I  A. 

No  matter,  happen  how  it  will,  I  fa y  again  it  is  a  cry¬ 
ing  Sin,  it  is  an  Abomination,  ’tis  a — All  ? 

[Seeing  Beau,  difguis'd,  is  frighted  and  runs  out . 

B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Hah  !  What  do  Ghofts  walk  here  at  this  time  o’Night, 
and  in  Petticoats  too  ;  Nay,  then  have  at  you,  ye  airy 
Forms. 

[Going  out  is  met  by  his  Father ,  dfguis'd  like  a  Phanatic 
Preacher. 

F  A  1  H  E  R. 

Yes,  verily,  and  indeed  it  is  an  Abomination,  a  burn¬ 
ing  Shame,  and  a  lewd  Abomination. 

BEAUGARD. 

Hell  and  the  Devil !  My  Spirit  in  Petticoats  that  fqueak’d 
Abomination  in  E/a,  converted  to  the  flefhly  fimilitude  of 

a  Holy  Brother,  that  Cants  it  in  Gamut - Hoh  !  Speak, 

what  art  thou  ? 

FATHER. 

A  Minifter  of  Peace  to  wounded  Confciences.  I  come 
here  by  appointment  with  an  Olive  Branch  in  my  Mouth, 
to  vifit  a  mortal  Ark  tofs’d  and  floating  in  floods  of  its  own 
own  Tears,  for  its  own  Frailties. 

BEAUGARD. 

And  are  you,  really,  Sir,  a  Man  ?  Really  the  Godly 
Implement  you  appear  to  be,  for  the  fcowering  of  foul 
Confciences  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  1  Godly  Implement  !  it  has  almoft  made 
me  laugh  ;  that’s  a  merry  Gentleman,  I’ll  warrant  him  : 
Oh,  h  h  1 

father. 

I  am,  Friend,  I  tell  thee,  an  Inftruftor  of  the  Chofen: 
Thou  favour’ll  of  the  old  Man,  Hand  off,  and  do  not 
pollute  me  with  too  near  Communication  :  I  come  to 
convert  &  Sinner  to  the  Truths  It  was  I  that  convert¬ 
ed— 
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ed - as  lotne  fay  nobody  ;  and  expounded  the  Groans  of 

the  Protedant  Board.  How  fareth  onr  Brother  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Alas,  Sir,  very  weak ;  upon  the  point  of  Didolu- 
tion,  and  tormented  with  the  Stings  of  a  terrify’d  Con¬ 
ference. 


FATHER. 


Lay  then  one  Hand  upon  thy  Heart. 

DARE  D  E  V  LL. 

I  do  fo. 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Lend  me  the  other ;  that  in  the  pouring  forth  thy  Sins, 
thy  right  Hand  may  not  know  what  thy  left  Hand  doth. 
BEAUGARD. 

A  very  material  Point  that  is  truly. 

FATHER. 

Thou  hall  liv’d  in  Wickednefs  long. 

D  A  RE  D  E  V IL. 


From  fixteen  to  eight-and-four,  without  the  lead  Re¬ 
pentance  or  a  Thought  of  it. 

FATHER. 


A  very  dangerous  date  ;  but  for  thy  darling  Sins,  Im¬ 
primis,  what  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Drunkennefs. 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

A  very  pernicious  Sin,  and  of  the  Devil’s  own  Indi- 
tution  ;  for  it  lets  our  Soul’s  o’fire :  Nay,  it  fets  our 
Nofes  o’fire,  and  fets Houies  o’fire.  Drunkennefs—— 
Did  you  ever  burn  any  Houfes  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

Never  but  three,  and  they  Houfes  of  Pollution  too  ■ 
‘Bawdy-Houfes,  Sir. 

FATHER. 

So  much  theworfe:  For  if  Bawdy-Houfes  be  burnt, 
what  civri  Family  in  this  Ci  y  deeps  fa fe  ?  I  never  burnt 
a  Bawdy-houfe  in  my  Life,  that’s  my  comfort.  Item. 

DARE * 
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DAREDEVIL . 

Whoredom,  Adultery  ? 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

For  Adultery,  I  mean  corrupting  of  other  Mens  W  ve 
let  me  tell  you  it  is  a  crying  Sin,  and  a  very  loud  one 
too  ;  but  do  you  repent  ? 

DAREDEVIL . 

From  the  Bottom  of  my  Heart. 

B  E  AUG  AR  D. 

So,  Heaven  be  thank’d,  there’s  no  harm  in  plain 
Whoredom. 

F  A  T  H  E  R . 

No  more  to  be  faid  then  :  be  comforted,  and  I’ll  ab- 
folve  thee  :  But  with  whom  was  this  Wickednefs  com¬ 
mitted  lalt  ? 

DAREDEVIL. 

With  my  Eofom  Friend’s  Wife,  and  one  tha  t  defer  v’d 
much  better  of  me. 

BE  AV  G  AR  D. 

And  that  was  very  friendly  done  of  thee  truly. 

FATHER. 

Impudent  Rogue  !  But  was  (he  very  young. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Ay,  now  the  feeling,  circumftantial  Quell  ions  are? 
flatting. 

DAREDEVIL . 

About  Eighteen  ;  and  not  yet  wedded  a  full  Year. 

FATHER. 

Voluptuous  Dog!  But  handfome  too  ?  Was  lhe  very 
handfome  ? 

D  A  RE  D  E  V I L. 

Too  beautiful,  to  have  had  fo  little  Virtue. 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Her  Name,  her  Name  !  Tell  me  her  Name.  Quickly, 

I  fay  unto  thee,  let  me  know  her  Name. 

beau. 

t 
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B  E  AU  G  A  R  D. 

Well  raid,  well  faid  there,  old  Fornication  ! 
DAREDEVIL. 

That  I  have  promifed  (hall  for  ever  be  a  Secret,  Sir, 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

Then  thou  art  damn’d,  and  I  do  not  abfolve  thee.  I 
mud  know  this  precious  young  Harlot.  [Ajide. 

Once  more  I  fay  her  Name! 

DAREDEVIL. 

But  I  have  fworn,  Sir ;  you’d  not  have  me  be  forfworn. 
FA  THE  R. 

A  mortal  Sin  in  itfelf ;  Swearing  is  another  Sin.  Fare¬ 
well,  I’ll  have  no  more  to  do  with  thee  :  Thy  Sms  are  of 

too  deep  a  Dye,  and  Satan  be  upon  thee - A  damn’d 

Rogue  not  to  tell  her  Name. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Oh  !  oh  !  dear  Sir,  come  back  again,  and  leave  me 
not  in  this  defperate,  defponding,  fad  Condition. 

[Exit  Father. 

B  EAUGA  R  D. 

If  he  has  any  Mercy  in  this  Cafe  but  upon  his  own  Con¬ 
ditions,  he’s  no  Father  of  mine  I’m  fure  on’t. 

Enter  LuCRETIA, 

LUCRETI  A. 

Oh,  Sir,  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you  ;  a  word  with 
you  in  private  ;  turn,  turn  this  way  into  the  next  Room 
quickly  ;  Portia,  Porcia,  your  Widow  Portia,  Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 

Hah  !  fpeak,  where  isfhe,  thou  pretty,  fmiling  Mercury  I 
LUCRETIA. 

I  am  to  bring  her  to  you  this  moment :  no  more  words, 
but  in  Sir,  in,  if  you’ll  be  happy. 

C  OU  RT  I N  E. 

Portia,  Porcia,  faid  he  ?  Then  I  am  fure  it  mull  be 
Beaugard ;  a  pretty  Pimp  that  I’ll  warrant  him.  [AJide, 
BEAUGARD. 

And  fhall  I  truft  thee  ? 


LUCRE - 
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L  U  C  R E  T  I  A. 

Why  fhould  I  deceive  you  ? 

BE  A  U  G  .4  RD. 

Be  fare  thou  doft  not,  as  thou  lov’d  the  welfare  of  this 
foft,  tender  Outfide  ;  adieu  for  a  Minute.  Exit. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  I  A. 

That  Minute  gives  her  to  your  Pofleffion,  Sir — Hid, 
Madam,  Hid  !  The  Coaft  is  now  clear. 

STL  VIA. 

Where  are  you,  Ill  nature  ? 

LUCRETIA, 

Here,  tortur’d  with  my  Longings .  Where  are  you  ? 
come,  come. 

SYLVIA. 

Why  do  you  make  me  do  this  ?  - 
LUCRETIA. 

Is  that  a  Queltion  now?  Turn,  turn  into  the  dark 
Chamber :  I’ll  but  fecure  this  Door,  and  then  the  Night’s 
our  own. 

SYLVIA. 

Don’t  flay  too  long. 

COURTIN  E. 

How  afraid  die  is,  led  he  Ihould  come  again  too  foon  ; 

[Ajide. 

LUCRETIA. 

Be  fatisfy’d,  I’ll  fly — that  is  from  you  as  fad  as  I  can  : 
for  1  hope  I  have  fitted  you.  [Exit  Sylvia. 

C  O  URTI  N  E. 

Nay,  faith,  if  this  be  the  Cufiom  of  the  Houfe,  I’ll 
lurk  here  no  longer  :  The  Devil  again  ! 

Re  Enter  Father. 

FATHER. 

Trouble  me  no  more,  I  fay  I  will  not  be  perfuaded, 
I  will  know  the  Adulterefs’s  Name,  that  I  may  admo- 
nith  her :  for  it  has  been  of  ancient  Practice  in  thefe  our 

pious 
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pious  Officers,  to  make  our  Converts  confefs  not  only  all 

they  know,  but  all  thac  we  ha^e  a  mind  to  know.  . 

DAREDEVIL. 

Not,  Sir,  I  hope,  if  it  be  improper. 

F  AD  H  E  R. 

No  Matter  for  that,  proper  or  improper,  right  or 
wrong,  true  or  falfe,  if  it  be  for  our  ufe,  it  mutt  be  con- 
feiTed.  Tnerefore  I  fay,  and  fay  again,  I  do  not  abfolve 
thee,  thou  art  in  the  itare  of  Perdition  full  :  tell  me  her 
Name,  or  for  thy  Drunkennefs,  and  burning  of  Houfes : 
thy  Whoredoms  and  Adulteries ;  Blafpherny,  and  Profane- 
refs  ;  thy  S.vearing,  and  Forfwearing  ;  thy  rubbing  out 
Mtlkfcores,  and  lamb- blacking  of  Signs  in  Convent-Gar¬ 
den  ;  thy  breaking  of  Windows,  killing  Conllables  and 
Watchmen,  Beadles,  Taylors,  Hackney -Coachmen  and 
Link-boys,  for  ali  thefe - 

Noifs  of  fqu  making  from  each  fide  of  the  Stage,  one  from 
Sylvia, 

Hark  there,  the  fcreaming  Fiends  are  at  thy  Door  already 
Hark  !  [Scream  again • 

COU  R  TINE. 

Nay,  Madam,  if  you  fqueak,  and  think  to  alaim  the 
Houfe,  if  I  do  not  behave  myfclf  like  a  true  Friend  to 
Love,  I  am  miftaken,  and  fo  here  I  am  poked,  and  this 
will  maintain  the  Pafs. 

.[Goes  to  the  Do:r  - where  Beau,  and  his  Wife  are ,  and 
drams  his  Smord  to  defend  it. 

L  U  C  R  E  T  1  A. 

[At  the  Do:r.~\  Well  faid,  my  civil,  dear  and  friendly 
Cuckhold. 

Enter  Theodoret  and  P  o  r  c  i  a  crying. 

THEODORE T. 

Come  forth,  thou  Strumpet. 

PORCIA. 

Nay,  cruel  Theodoret ,  do  not,  do  not  kill  met  here  on 
my  Knees—— 

COUR- 
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C  O  V  RT  1  N  E. 

How’s  this  ?  Porcia  taken  there,  and  my  Friend  here  in 
private  with  Porcia  too  1 

THEODORE  T. 

By  Heav’n  thou  dy’it  this  Moment. 

COU  RT  IN  E. 

By  Hell  though,  but  fhe  fnall  nor.  Sir. 

Enter  Sylvia  and  Beauoard  pur/uing  her. 

BE  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Nay,  Madam,  then!  How’s  this  ?  my  Widow  fplit  in 
twain  !  my  Porcia  there,  and  Porcia  here  too  ?  Confound 
me*  Courtine's  Wife  !  I  have  done  finely. 

THEODOR  ET. 

You’ll  juftify  this  Ufage  ? 

C  OU  RT  I N  E. 

You  fee,  Sir,  1  am  refponfible.  [Shews  him  Bead. 
BEAUGARD. 

By  Heav’n  unhand  her,  or — Nay,  look.  Sir,  well,  you’ll 
know  me.  [Throws  off  his  Difspuife. 

PORCIA. 

My  faithful  Soldier  ! 

B  E  A  V  G  A  RD. 

My  victorious  Widow.  [She  runs  into  his  Arms. 

THEODORE  T. 

Call  up  my  Servants  there,  raife  all  the  Houlhold. 
BEAUGARD. 

I’ll  do’t,  Sir— 

[Gives  the  Sign,  Plunder  and  his  Party  appear. 
See,  here  are  thofe  that  are  ready  to  wait  on  you,  if  you 
have  any  Service  to  command  them. 

THEODORE  T. 

And  I  will  find  ’em  Service  that  fhallwarm  ’em.  [Exit. 
C  O  U  R  T  1  N  E. 

Now,  I  fancy,  by  this  Lady’s  concealing  herfelf,  fhe 
may  be  a  difcovery  worth  the  making.  Madam,  you  fee 

here 
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here  my  Friend  is  inconftant,  but  truly  nothing  could 

ever  wean  him  from  his  Widow  here - Sylvia!  My 

Wife!  my  rigid  virtuous  Wife  !  my  damn’d,  confounded' 
jealous  Wife  ! 

B  E  AUG  A  R  D. 

Now  here  are  very  hopeful  matters  towards. 

C  O  U  R  T  1  N  E. 

It  was  very  courteoufty  done  of  me,  Beaugard ,  was 
it  not,  to  keep  the  Door  for  you,  with  my  own  Wife,  Sir 
BEAUGARD. 

Nay,  let  us  not  quarrel,  Ned,  I’ll  give  thee  a  friendly 
account  of  this  Matter  to-morrow  between  ourfelves in 
the  mean  time  be  fatisfy’d;  I  hav'e  not  wrong’d  thee. 

P  0  R  C  I  A. 

Will  you  never  leave  this  Foraging  into  other  Folk* 
Quarters,  Captain  ? 

BEAUGARD. 

I  am  afraid,  Widow  of  mine,  you  had  a  Finger  in  the 
Plot,  though— 

SYLVIA. 

Indeed,  my  deareft - 

CO  UR  TINE. 

Your  humble  Servant,  my  Deareli  !  I  am  only  glad  of 
this  fair  Opportunity  to  get  rid  of  you,  my  Deareli  :  hence¬ 
forth,  my  Deareft,  1  lhall  drink  my  Drink,  my  Deareft,  I 
fliall  Whore  my  Deareft ;  and  fo  long  as  I  can  Pimp  fo 
handfomely  for  you,  my  Deareft,  1  hope  if  ever  we  return 
into  the  Country,  you’ll  wink  at  a  fmall  Fault  now  and  then 
with  the  Dairy-Wench,  or  Chamber-Maid,  my  Deareft. 

S  T  L  VIA. 

I  always  was  a  Burden  to  your  fight,  and  you  (hall  be 
this  time  eas’d  on’t. 

COURTINE. 

With  all  my  Heart !  Heav’n  grant  it  would  laft  forever. 
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Enter  Theodore  t. 

THEODORE  T. 

My  Doors  lock’d  op !  my  Servants  gagg’d  and  bound  ! 

I  am  betray’d,  undone,  and  I’ll  not  live  to  bear  it. 

B  E  A  UG  A  RD. 

Nay,  hold.  Sir,  none  of  that  neither :  This  Defign 
was  not  laid  for  a  Tragedy. 

THEODORE  T. 

How  do  you  intend  to  deal  with  me  ? 

B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

Like  a  Gentleman,  Sir,  though  you  hardly  deferve  it 
of  me :  In  Ihort,  this  Lady  is  in  my  Charge  now,  and 
you  in  my  Power ;  and  by  her  Authority,  this  being  her 
own  Houfe,  I  have  made  thus  bold  with  it ;  and  will  take 
care  to  difpofe  her  hereafter  out  of  the  reach  of  your  mer- 
cilefs  Tyranny  ;  nay,  if  this  reverend  Parfon  will  do  us 
the  friendly  Office,  though  I  have  often  renounc’d  it,  am 
ready  to  do  it  one  way  this  Moment.  Daredevil  wilt  thou 
lend  me  thy  Chaplain  f 

DAREDEVIL. 

Hey! 

P  O  R  C  1  A. 

Rife,  Sir  !  Won’t  you  rife  ?  If  your  old  Friend  and  I 
make  a  match  on’t,  I  hope  you’ll  be  fo  kind  to  dance  at 
the  Wedding. 

D  ARE  D  E  V1L. 

Dance,  Madam  !  I  am  dying. 

PHILLIS. 

That’s  falfe,  to  my  Knowledge,  Madam  :  For  the 
Surgeon  told  me  laft  dreffing,  it  was  fo  flight  a  Wound, 
he  had  much  ado  to  keep  it  from  healing. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Yes,  by  the  fame  token  when  he  had  done  with  me,  he 
began  with  you,  forfooth,  and  faid  he  would  lhew  you 
a  little  of  his  Operation,  for  handling  and  tampering 

with 
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with  his  Box  of  Inllruments,  and  there’s  the  truth  out  now. 

ALL. 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

DAREDEVIL. 

Why,  Gentlemen,  Ladies,  Friends,  Acquaintance,  ana 
not  I  dying  ?  Am  not  I  wounded  ?  Is  not  there  a  Hole  in 
my  Bell}',  that  y  ou  may  turn  a  Coach  and  fix  in  ? 

BE  AUG  A  R  D. 

f  No,  r,o  :  Pr’ythee  leave  raving,  and  get  up  for  ihame»- 
Man,  Thou  an  Atheiil,  thou  believe  neither  a  God  nor 
a  Devil,  and  be  afraid  of  a  hurt  no  bigger  than  a  Pin¬ 
hole  1  Courtine,  lend  us  thy  hand  to  raife  up  our  old 
Friend  here:  Well,  how  is’ c  now  ?  [fe/r  him  on  his  Legs. 

DAREDEVIL. 

Ah!  faith  and  troth,  I  fancy,  not  fo  bad  as  I  bought 
it  was.  Methinks  I  begin  to  find  mtfelf  pretty  hearty  ; 
1  can  Hand,  I  can  walk  too,  I  have  no  Pain  at  a  t.  How 
doeft  thou  do,  old  Orthodox? 

[Strikes  him  on  the  Shoulder,  nuhich  Jhakes  the  Difguife 

from  his  Face. 

COURTINE. 

Ah!  but  you  repented,  Daredevil  ?  thou  didfl  repent. 
Friend  :  lam  forry  to  hear  of  it  with  all  my  heart,  it  will 
be  a  foul  blot  in  thy  Efcutchecn  :  but  thou  didfl.  repent. 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

A  Pox  on  the  Block-head,  now  I  (hall  be  known. 

[Fumbling  to  fix  his  Difiguifie  again. 

DAREDEVIL. 

P.epent  !  pr’ythee  be  quiet,  Man  ;  repent,  quotha  1 
Why,  doll  thou  think  I  did  not  know  my  old  Cuilomer 
for  two  Duces  here,  old  Anti- Abraham,  the  Father  of 
Unbelievers  l 

F  A  T  H  E  R. 

My  Jacky,  my  little  Rogue  1  my  damty  Boy !  Thou 
Son  of  thy  nown  Father,  I  can  hold  no  longer  ;  and  I 
mult  kifs  thee,  and  I  will  kifs  thee,  eeee  you  Dog,  you- 
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Dog.  you  Dog,  you  little  dear  damn’d  Dog.  [Sings  oid. 
Simon,]  Huzza,  the  Widow’s  our  own  :  There  lie  Divinity 
B  E  A  U  G  A  RD. 

A  very  Cutter,  as  I  Jive,  had  be  but  a  Talitba,  a  per¬ 
fect  Cutter. 

FATHER. 

Now,  Jack] -hoy-,  Jacky,  you  Rogue,  fhall  not  I  have 
a  little  fpill  out  of  this  Portion  noiv,  hah?  The  jolly 
Worms  that  have  fattened  fo  long  in  this  Malmfey  Nofe' 
of  mine,  with  the  Fumes  of  Sack,  will  die,  and  drop  out 
of  their  Sockets  elfe.  Couldft  thou  have  the  Heart  to  fee 
this  illuminated  Nofe  of  mine  look  like  an  empty  Honey¬ 
comb  ;  couldft  thou  be  fo  hard  hearted  ? 

P  O  R  C  I  A. 

Faith,  Captain,  be  mollify’d  ;  the  old  Gentleman,  me- 
thinks,  propofes  very  moderately. 

FATHER. 

It  fhall  be  fo,  fhe  fhall  be  my  Daughter-in- Law,  tho’ 
I  invert  the  Order  of  Duty,  and  ask  her  Bleffing. 

BEAUGARD. 

Look  you,  Sir  r  Tnough  you  have  been  a  very  ungra¬ 
cious  Father,  upon  condition  that  you’ll  promife  to  leave 
off  Gaming,  and  flick  to  your  Whoring  and  Drinking,  I 
will  treat  with  you. 

FATHER. 

The  truth  on’t  is,  I  have  been  to  blame,  Jack  !  But 
thou  (halt  find  me  hereafter  very  obedient ;  that  is,  pro¬ 
vided  I  have  any  Terms :  which  are  thefe. 

B  EAUGARD. 

Come  on,  then. 

FATHER. 

Three  Bottles  of  Sack,  Jack,  per  Dietn,  without  Deduc¬ 
tion,  or  falfe.  Meafure :  Two  Found  of  Tobacco  per 
Month  ;  and  that  of  the  beft  too 

COU  R  T  I  N  E. 

Truly  this  is  but  rcafonable. 
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FATHER. 

Buttock-Beef  and  March  Beer  at  Dinner,  you  Rogue  ; 
A  young  Wench  of  my  own  chufing,  to  wait  on  no  body 
but  me  always :  Money  in  my  Pocket :  An  old  Pacing 
Horfe,  and  an  Elbow-Chair. 

BEAU  GAR  D. 

Agreed.  You  fee  Sir,  already  ;  I  am  beginning  to  fet¬ 
tle  my  Family  ;  and  all  this  comes  by  the  Dominion 
Chance  has  over  us.  By  Chance  you  took  the  Charge  of 
an  old  Father  off  from  my  Hands,  and  made  a  Chaplain 
of  him.  By  the  fame  fort  of  Chance  I  have  taken  this 
Lady  off  from  your  Hands,  and  intend  to  make  her  ano¬ 
ther  fort  of  Domeftick.  What  fay  you,  Sir  ?  Are  you 
contented  ? 

THEODORE  T. 

I  cannot  tell  whether  I  am  or  no. 

B  E  A  U  G  A  R  D. 

Then  you  are  not  fo  wife  a  Man  as  I  took  you  for. 
In  the  mean  Time  ;  for  your  Liberty,  you  mull  difpenfe 
with  the  want  of  it,  ’till  I  have  this  Night  fecured  the 
Safety  of  my  Widow.  Your  Friend  Grattan  becaufe  of 
his  Wounds,  is  only  lock’d  in  his  Chamber,  and  may 
take  his  Reft  as  otherwife.  For  the  ether  part  of  the  Fa¬ 
mily,  I  care  not  to  make  Excufes. 

Thus  ftill,  with  Power  in  hand  we  treat  of  Peace  ; 

Bnt  when  ’tis  ratify’d,  Sufpicions  ceafe  : 

The  conquer’d  to  recruiting  Labours  move  ; 

Like  me,  the  Victor,  crowns  his  Eafe,  with  Lore* 
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By  Mr.  Duke,  of  Cambridge . 

« 

IT  is  not  long ,  Jince  in  the  noify  Pit  -* 

Tumultuous  Faction  fat  the  Judge  of  Wit;  C 

There  Knaves  applauded  what  their  Blockheads  writ.  j 
At  a  Whig- Brother’/  Play,  the  Bawling  Crowd 
Burfl  out  in  Shouts,  as  zealous,  and  as  loud. 

As  when  fome  Member 's flout  Eledtion-Beer 
Gains  the  mad  Voice  of  a  whole  Drunken  Shire. 

And  yet,  even  then,  our  Poet’s  Truth  was  try’d, 

Tho’  ’tsvas  a  Dev’lilh  Pull  to  ftem  the  Tyde : 

And  tho'  be  ne'er  did  Line  of  Treafon  write. 

Nor  made  one  Rocket  on  Sfueen  Bejfe's  Night , 

Such  was  his  Fortune,  or  fo  good  his  Caufe, 

Even  then  be  fail'd  not  wholly  of  Applaufe. 

He  that  could  then  efcape,  now  bolder  grows  : 

Since  the  Whig-Tyde  runs  out,  the  Loyal  flows . 

All  you  who  lately  here  prefum'd  to  bawl , 

Take  warning  from  your  Brethren  at  Guild-Hall  ; 

The  Spirit  of  Rebellion  there  is  quell'd. 

And  here  your  Poet’s-  Afts  are  all  repeal'd: 

Impartial  Juftice  hat  refstmd  again 

Her  awful  Seat,  nor  bears  the  Sword  in  main * 

The  Stage  fhall  lajh  the  Follies  of  the  Times, 

And  the  Law’s  Vengeance  overtake  the  Crimes* 

The  perjur’d  Wretch  fhall  no  P  rot  eft  ion  gain 
j  From  his  difhonour'd  Robe  and  Golden  Chain  s 
But  Jiand  expos'd  to  all  th '  infulting  Town, 

While  rotten  Eggs  bedaub  the  Scarlet  Gown. 

2  Pack 


EPILOGUE. 

Pack  hence  betim's,  you  that  mere  never  /poring 
To  fare  the  Land,  ard  damn  yourfelves,  by  fwearing, 
Shou'd  the  Wife  City  now,  to  eafe  your  Fears , 

EreSi  an  Office  to  enfure your  Ears, 

Thither  Juch  num'rous  Shoals  of  Witneffes, 

And  juries,  covfcious  of  their  Guilt,  <wou  d  prefs. 

That  to  the  Chamber  hence  might  more  be  gain  d. 
Than  ever  Mother  Crefwell  from  it  drain'd ; 

And  Perjury  to  th'  Orphans  Bank  re  fore 
Whatever  Whoredom  robb' d  it  of  before. 


End  of  the  Second  Volume. 
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